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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  OVBRTUBB  —  AFTER  WHICH  THE 
<3UETAIH  ;i^I9E9  Uf  ON  A  PBINKINO 
CHORUS. 

A  CROW,  wlio  had  flown  away 
with  a  cheese  from  a  dairy  win- 
dow, sat  perched  on  a  tree  looking 
down  at  a  ^eat  big  frog  in  a  pool 
underneath  him.  The  frog's  hideous 
large  eyes  were  goggling  out  of  his 
hewA  in  a  manner  which  appeared  quite 
ridiculons  to  the  old  blackamoor,  who 
watched  the  spla^-footed  slimy  wretch 
with  that  peculiar  grim  humor  be- 
lon^ng  to  crows.  Not  far  from  the 
fro«  a  fat  ox  was  browsing ;  whilst 
a  few  lambs  frisked  about  the  mead- 
ow, or  nibbled  the  grass  a^d  butter- 
cups there. 

Who  should  come  into  the  farther 
end  'of  the  field  but  a  wolf?  He  was 
so  cunningly  dressed  up  in  sheep's 
clothing  that  the  very  lambs  did  not 
know  master  wolf;  nay,  one  of  them, 
whose  dam  the  wolf  h(^  just  eaten^ 
after  which  he  had  thrown  her  skin 
over  his  shoulders,,  r^n  up  innocently 
towards  the  devouring  monster,  mis- 
taking him  for  her  mamma. 

"He  he!"  saya  a  fox  sneaking 
round  the  hedge-paling,  over  which 
the  tree  grew,  whereupon  the  crow 
was  perched  looking  down  on  the 
frog  who  was  staring  with  his  goggle 
eyes  fit  to  burst  with  envy,  and  croak- 
ing abnse  at  the  ox.  "  How  absurd 
those  lambs  are !  Yonder  silly  little 
knock-knee'd  baah-ling  does  not  know 
the  old  wolf  dressed  in  the  sheep's 
fleece.     He  is  the  same   old    rogue 
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who  cobbled  up  little  Bed  Biding 
Hood^  gr^mdmother  for  lunch,  and 
swallowMl  little  Red  Biding  Hood  for 
supper.  Tirez  la  hobinette  et  la  chevil- 
lette  cherra.     He  he  I  " 

An  owl  that  was  hidden  in  the 
hollow  of  the  tree  woke  »p.  "  Oho, 
master  ox,"  says  she,  "  I  cannot  see 
you,  but  I  smell  you !  If  some  folks 
like  lambs,  other  fo^ks  like  gee^e," 
says  the  owl. 

"And  your  ladyship  is  fond  of 
mice,"  says  the  fox. 

"  The  Chinese  eat  them,"  says  the 
owl,  "  and  I  have  read  that  they  are 
very  fond  of  dogs,"  continued  the  old 
lady. 

"I  wish  they  would  exterminate 
everv  cur  of  them  off  the  face  of  the 
earth,"  said  the  fox. 

"  And  I  have  also  read,  in  works 
of  travel,  that  the  French  eat  frogs," 
continued  the  owl.  "  Aha,  my  fnend 
Crapaud !  are  you  there  ?  That  was 
a  very  prettv  concert  we  sang  to- 
>gether  last  mght !  " 

"  If  the  French  devour  my  breth- 
ren, the  English  eat  beef,"  croaked 
but  the  frog,  —  "  great,  big,  brutal, 
bellowing  oxen." 

"  Ho,  whoo  I "  9^s  the  owl,  '*  I 
have  heard  that  the  English  are  toad- 
eaters  too ! " 

"  But  who  ever  heard  of  them  eat- 
ing an  owl  or  a  fox,  madam  ? "  says 
Reynard ;  "  or  their  sitting  down 
and  taking  a  crow  .to  pick  ?  adds  the 
polite  rogue,  with  a  bow  to  the  old 
crow  who  was  perched  above  them 
with  the  cheese  in  his  mouth.  "  Wo 
are  priWlegcd  animals,  all  c^  us ;  at 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


least,  we  never  furnish  dishes  for  the 
odious  oi^es  of  man." 

**  I  am  the  bird  of  wisdom/'  says 
the  owl ;  "  I  was  the  companion  of 
Pallas  Minerva;  I  am  frequently 
represented  in  the  Egyptian  monu- 
ments." 

"  I  have  seen  you  over  the  British 
barn-doors/'  said  the  fox,  with  a 
grin.  "  You  have  a  deal  of  scholar- 
ship, Mrs.  Owl.  I  know  a  thing  or 
two  myself;  but  am,  I  confess  it,  no 
scholar, —  a  mere  man  of  the  world,  — 
a  fellow  'that  lives  by  his  wits,  —  a 
mere  country  gentleman." 

"  You  sneer  at  scholarship,"  con- 
tinues the  owl,  with  a  sneer  on  her 
venerable  &ce.  "  I  read  a  good  deal 
of  a  night." 

"  When  I  am  engaged  deciphering 
the  cocks  and  hens  at  roost/'  says  the 
fox. 

"  It  *s  a  pity  for  all  that  you  can't 
read ;  that  board  nailed  over  my  head 
would  give  you  some  information." 

"  What  does  it  say  ?  "  says  the  fox. 

"I  can't  spell  in  the  daylight/' 
answered  the  owl;  and,  giving  a 
vawn,  went  back  to  sleep  till  evening 
m  the  hollow  of  her  tree. 

"A  fig  for  her  hieroglyphics!" 
said  the  fox,  looking  up  at  the  crow 
in  the  tree.  "What  airs  our  slow 
neighbor  gives  herself  I  She  pretends 
to  3l  the  wisdom ;  whereas  your  rev- 
erences the  crows  are  endowed  with 
gifts  far  superior  to  those  benighted 
old  big- wigs  of  owls,  who  blink  in  the 
darkness,  and  call  their  hooting  sing- 
ing. How  noble  it  is  to  hear  a  cho- 
rus of  crows  !  There  are  twenty-four 
brethren  of  the  Order  of  St.  Corvinus, 
who  have  builded  themselves  a  con- 
vent near  a  wood  which  I  frequent ; 
what  a  droning  and  a  chanting  they 
keep  up  !  I  protest  their  reverences' 
singing  is  nothing  to  yours !  You 
sing  so  deliciously  in  parts,  do  for 
the  love  of  harmony  favor  me  with  a 
solo ! " 

While  this  conversation  was  going 
on,  the  ox  was  chumping  the  grass ; 
the  frog  was  eying  nim  in  such  a 
rage  at  his  superior  proportions  that 


he  would  have  spurted  venom  at  him 
if  he  could,  and  that  he  would  have 
burst,  only  that  is  impossible,  from 
sheer  envy ;  the  little  lambkin  was  ly- 
ing unsuspiciously  at  the  side  of  the 
wolf  in  fleecy  hosiery,  who  did  not  as 
yet  molest  her,  being  replenished  with 
the  mutton  her  mamma.  But  now 
the  wolfs  eyes  began  to  glare,  and 
his  sharp  white  teeth  to  show,  and  he 
rose  up  with  a  growl,  and  began  to 
think  he  should  like  lamb  for  supper. 

"  What  large  eyes  you  have  got !  " 
bleated  out  me  lamb,  with  rather  a 
timid  look. 

"The  better  to  see  you  with,  my 
dear." 

"  What  large  teeth  you  have  got ! " 

"  The  better  to— " 

At  this  moment  such  a  terrific  yell 
filled  the  field  that  all  its  inhabitants 
started  with  terror.  It  was  from  a 
donkey,  who  had  somehow  got  a 
lion's  skin,  and  now  came  in  at  the 
hedge,  pursued  by  some  men  and 
boys  with  sticks  and  guns. 

When  the  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing 
heard  the  bellow  of  the  ass  in  the 
lion's  skin,  fancying  that  the  monarch 
of  the  forest  was  near,  he  ran  away 
as  fast  as  his  disguise  would  let  him. 
When  the  ox  neard  the  noise  he 
dashed  round  the  meadow-ditch,  and 
with  one  trample  of  his  hoof  squashed 
the  fix>g  who  had  been  abusing  him. 
When  the  crow  saw  the  people  with 
guns  coming,  he  instantly  dropped 
the  cheese  out  of  his  mouth,  and  took 
to  wing.  When  the  fox  saw  the 
cheese  drop,  he  immediately  made  a 
jump  at  it  [for  he  knew  the  donkey's 
voice,  and  tnat  his  asinine  bray  was 
not  a  bit  like  his  royal  master's  roar), 
and,  making  for  the  cheese,  fell  into  a 
steel  trap,  which  snapped  off  his  tail ; 
without  which  he  was  obliged  to  go 
into  the  world,  pretending,  forsooth, 
that  it  was  the  fashion  not  to  wear 
tails  any  more;  and  that  the  fox 
party  were  better  without  'em. 

Meanwhile,  a  boy  with  a  stick  came 
up,  and  belabored  master  donkey  un- 
til he  roared  louder  than  ever.  The 
wolf,  with  the  sheep's  clothing  dra^ 
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gling  about  his  legs,  oonld  not  run 
fast,  and  was  detected  and  shot  by 
o^e  of  the  men.  The  blind  old  owl, 
whirring-  out  of  the  hollow  tree,  quite 
amazed  at  the  disturbance,  flounced 
into  the  face  of  a  ploughboy,  who 
knocked  her  down  with  a  pitchfork. 
The  butcher  came  and  quietly  led  off 
the  ox  and  the  iamb ;  and  the  farmer, 
finding  the  fox's  brush  in  the  trap, 
hung  it  up  over  his  mantel-piece,  and 
always  bragged  that  he  had  been  ia  at 
his  death. 

''  What  a  farrago  of  old  fables  is 
this !  What  a  £essing  up  in  old 
clothes  ! ''  says  the  critic.  (1  think  I 
see  such  a  one, — a  Solomon  that  sits 
in  ju'lgment  over  us  authors  and 
chops  up  our  children.)  "  As  sure  as 
I  am  just  and  wise,  modest,  learned, 
and  religious,  so  surely  I  have  read 
something  very  like  this  stuff  and 
nonsense  about  jackassei  and  foxes 
before.  That  wolf  in  sheep's  cloth- 
ing?—  do  I  not  know  him?  That 
fox  discoursing  with  the  crow?  — 
have  I  not  previously  heard  of  him  ? 
Yes,  in  Laiontaine's  fables :  let  us 
get  the  Dictionary  and  the  Fable  and 
the  'Biographic  Universelle,*  article 
Lafontaine,  and  confound  the  impos- 
tor." 

''  Then  in  what  a  contemptuous 
way,"  ma^  Solomon  go  on  to  remark, 
"  does  this  author  speak  of  human 
nature !  There  is  scarce  one  of  these 
characters  he  represents  but  is  a  vil- 
lain. The  fox  is  a  flatterer;  the  frog 
is  an  emblem  of  impotence  and  envy ; 
the  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing,  a  blood- 
thirsty hypocrite  wearing  the  garb  of 
innocence ;  the  ass  in  the  lion's  skin, 
a  quack  trying  to  terrify  by  assum- 
ini;  the  appearance  of  a  forest  mon- 
arch (does  the  writer,  writhing  under 
merited  castigation,  me4n  to  sneer  at 
critics  in  this  character  ?  We  laugh 
at  the  impertinent  comparison) ;  the 
ox,  a  stupid  common-place ;  the  only 
innocent  being  in  the  writer's  (stolen) 
apologue  is  a  fool,  —  the  idiotic  lamb, 
who  does  not  know  his  own  moth- 
er I "  And  then  the  critic,  if  in  a 
Tirtnoiis  mood,  may  indulge  in  some 


fine  writing  regarding  the  holy  beau- 
teousness  of  maternal  affection. 

Why  not  ?     If  authors  sneer,  it  is 
the  critic's  business  to  sneer  at  them 
for  sneering.     He  must  pretend  to  be 
their  superior,   or  who   would  care 
about  his  opinion?    And  his  liveli- 
hood is  to  find  tiEtult.    Besides  he  is 
right  sometimes ;  and  the  stories  ho 
reads,  and  the  characters  drawn  in 
them,  are  old,  sure  enough.    What 
stories  are  new  ?     All  types  of  all 
characters  march  through  all  fables  : 
tremblers  and  boasters ;  victims  and 
bullies ;    dupes    and  knaves ;    long' 
eared    Nedmes,    giving    themselves 
leonine  airs;  Tartuffes  wearing  vir- 
tuous   clothing;     lovers    and    their 
trials,  their  blindness,  their  folly  and 
constancy.     With  the  very  first  page 
of  the  human  story,  do  not  love,  and 
lies  too,  begin  ?     So  the  tales  were 
told  ages  &fore  iGsop ;    and    asses 
under    lions'   manes  roared  in  He- 
brew;   and    sly    foxes    flattered    in 
Etruscan  ;    and    wolves   in   sheep's 
clothing  gnashed  their  teeth  in  San- 
scrit, no  doubt.     The  sun  shines  to- 
day as  he  did  when  he  first  began 
shining;  and   the  birds  in   the  tree 
overhead,  while  I  am  writing,   sing 
very  much  the  same  note  they  have 
sung  ever  since  there  were  finches. 
Nay,  since  last  he  besought  good- 
natured  friends  to  listen  once  a  month 
to  his  talking,  a  friend  of  the  writ'T 
has  seen  the  New  World,  and  found 
the  (featherless)   birds  there  exceed- 
ingly like  their  brethren  of  Europe. 
There  may  be  nothing  new  under  and 
including  the  sun ;  but  it  looks  fresh 
every  morninsr,  and  we  rise  with  it  to 
toil,  hope,  scheme,  laugh,   struggle, 
love,   suffer,   until   the  night  comes 
and  quiet.      And    then    will    wake 
Morrow  and  the  eyes  that  look  on  it : 
and  so  da  capo. 

This,  then,  is  to  be  a  story,  may  it 
please  you,  in  which  jackdaws  will 
wear  peacocks'  feathers,  and  awaken 
the  just  ridicule  of  the  peacocks ;  in 
which,  while  every  justice  is  done  to 
the  peacocks  themselves,  the  splen- 
dor of  their  plumage,  the  gorgeous- 
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ness  of  their  doszling  n«cks,  find  <lie 
magnificence  of  their  tails,  exception 
will  yet  be  taken  to  the  absurdity  of 
their  rickety  strut,  and  the  ibolish 
discord  of  their  pert  squeaking;  in 
which  lions  in  love  will  have  their 
claws  pared  by  sly  virgins ;  in  which 
rogues  will  sometimes  triumph,  and 
honest  folks,  let  us  hope,  cmne  by 
their  own ;  in  which  tnere  wifl  l>e 
black  crape    and  white  favors ;    in 
which  th^re '  will   be    tears    under 
orange-flower  wreatiis  and  jokes  la 
moumiiig  -  coaches  ;  in  whi^  there 
will  be  duners  of  herbs  with  content- 
ment and  without,  and  banquets  of 
stalled  oxen  where  there  is  care  and 
hatred, —  ay,  and  kimkiess  and  friend-' 
ship  too,  along  with  the  feast.     It 
does  not  follow  that  all  men  are  hon- 
est because  they   are  poor;    and  I 
have  known  some  who  were  -friendly 
and   generous,    although   they    had 
plenty  of  money.      There  are  some 
great  landlords   who  do  not   grind 
down  their  tenants ;  th^e  are  actual- 
ly bishops  who  are  not  hypocrites; 
there  are  liberal  men  even  among  the 
Whigs,  and  the  Radicals  themselves 
are  not  all  Aristocrats  at  heart.    But 
who  ever  heard  of  giving  the  Moral 
before  the  Fable  ?    Chillren  are  only 
led  to  accept  the  one  after  their  de- 
lectation over  the  other ;  let  us  take 
care  lest  our  readers  skip  boljh ;  and 
fio  let  us  bring  them  on  quickly,  — 
our  wolves  and  lambs,  our  foxes  and 
lions,  our  roaring  donkeys,  our  bill- 
ing  ring-doves,  our  motherly  part- 
lets,  and  crowing  chanticleers. 

There  was  once  a  time  when  the 
sun  used  to  shine  brighter  than  it 
appears  to  do  in  this  latter  half  of 
the  nineteenth  century;  when  the 
zest  of  life  was  certainly  keener ; 
when  tavern  wines  seemed  to  be 
delicious,  and  tavern  dinners  the  per- 
fection of  cookery ;  when  the  perusal 
of  novels  was  productive  of  immense 
delight,  and  the  monthly  advent .  of 
magazine-day  was  hailed  as  an  ex- 
citing holiday ;  when  to  know  Thomp- 
son, who  had  written  n  magazine 


article,  was  an  honor  and  a  privilege , 
and  to  see  Brown,  the  author  of  the 
last  romance,  in  the  flesh,  and  actual- 
ly walking  in  the  Park  with  his  um- 
brella and  Mrs.  Brown,  was  an  event 
remarkable,  and  to  the  end  of  life  to 
be  perfectly  well  remembered ;  when 
the  women  of  this  world  were  a 
thousand  times  more  beautiful  than 
those  of  the  present  tune ;  and  the 
lioaris  of  the  theatres  especially  so 
ravishing  and  angdic  that  to  see 
them  was  to  set  the  heart  in  motion, 
and  to  see  them  again  was  to  utrng- 

fie  for  half  an  honr  previously  at  the 
oor  of  the  pit ;  when  tailors  called 
at  a  man's  lodgings  to  dazzle  him 
with  eards  of  fancy  waistcoats ;  when 
it  seemed  necessary  to  purchase  a 
grand  alver  dxessing-case,  so  as  to  be 
ready  for  the  beard  whigh  was  not 
yet  bom  (as  yearling  brides  provide 
laee  caps,  and  work  rich  clotnes  for 
the  expected  darling) ;  when  to  ride 
in  the  Park  xm  a  ten-shilling  hack 
seemed  to  he  the  height  of  fashion- 
able enjoyment,  and  to  splash  your 
college   tutor  as  you  were  driving 
<U>wn  Begent  Street  in  a  hired  cab 
the   trium]^  of  satire;    when    the 
acme  of  pilea&ure  seexaed  to  be  to 
meet  Jones  of  Trinity  at  the  Bed- 
ford, and  to  make  an  arrangement 
with  him  and  with  King  of  Corpus 
(who  was  staying  at  the  Colonnade), 
and  Martin  <rf  Trinity  Hall   (who 
-was  with  his  fianily  in  Bloomsbury 
Square),  to  dine  at  the  Piazza,  go  to 
the  play  and  see  Braham  in  "  Fra 
Diavolo,"  and  end  the  frolic  evening 
l)y  partaking  of  supper  and  a  song 
at  the  "Cavse  of  Harmony.'*    It  was 
in  the  days  of  mj  own  youth,  then, 
that  I  met  one  or  two  of  the  charac- 
ters who  are  to  figure  in  this  history, 
and  whom  I  must  ask  leave  to  ac- 
company for  a  short  while,  and  until, 
fanuliarized  with  the  public,  they  can 
make  their  own  way.    As  I  recall 
them    the    roses  bloom   again,   and 
the  nightin^es  sing  by  the  calm 
Bendemeer. 

Going  to  the  play  then,  and  to  the 
pit^  as  was  the.&ahiou  in  those  merry 
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days>  with  some  jovcng  fellows  of  my 
own  age,  haying  listened  delighted  to 
the  most  che^fiil  and  brilUant  of 
operas,  and  langbed  enthusiasticalljr 
at  the  fa3X»,  we  became  naturally  hun- 
gry at'twelre  o'clock  at  night,  and  a 
desire  for  welsh-rabbits  and  good  old 
glee-sii^ing  led  as  to  the  "  Cave  of 
Harmony,''  then  kept  by  the  celebrat- 
ed Hoskins,  among  whose  Mends  we 
were  prond  to  count. 

We  enjoyed  such  intimacy  with 
Mr.  Hoskins  that  he  nerer  failed  to 
greet  us  with  a  kind  nod ;  and  John 
the  waiter  made  room  for  ua  near  the 
President  of  the  conyivial  meeting. 
We  knew  the  three  admirable  glee- 
singers,  and  many  a  time  they  par- 
took of  braady-and-water  at  our  ex- 
pense. One  ik  as  gB.VQ  his  call  dinner 
at  Uoskins's,  and  a  merry  time  we 
had  of  it.  Where  are  you,  O  Hos- 
kins, bird  of  the  night?  Do  yoa 
warble  your  songs  l^  Achehm,  or 
troll  your  choruses  by  the  banks  of 
black  Ayenms  ? 

The  goes  of  stout,  "The  Chough 
and  Crow,"  the  welsh-rabbit,  "  The 
Red-Cross  Knight,"  the  hot  btandy- 
and-water  (the  brown  the  strong*!) 
"The  Bloom  is  on  the  Bye"  (the 
bloom  is  n't  oo.  the  rye  any  more !)  ~* 
the  song  and  the  cup,  m  a  word, 
passed  round  menrily;  and,  I  dare 
say,  the  songs  and  bumpers  were  en* 
cored.  It  happened  that  there  was  a 
very  small  attendance  at  the  "  Care  " 
that  night,  and  we  were  all  more  so- 
ciable and  fHendly  because  the  com- 
pany was  sdecL  The  songs  were 
chiefly  of  the  sentiraental  class ; 
such  ditties  were  much  in  vogae  at 
the  time  of  whic^  I  spei^ 
K  There  came  into  the  "  Cave "  a 
'gentleman  with  a  lean  brown  face 
and  long  black  mustachios,  dressed  in 
very  loose  clothes,  and  evidently  a 
stranger  to  the  tdaoe.  At  least,  he  had 
not  visited  it  for  a  long  time.  He 
was  pointing  out  changes  to  a  lad  who 
was  in  his  company ;  and,  calling  for 
sherry-and-water,  he  listened  to  the 
music,  and  twirled  his  mustachios 
with  great  enthusiasm 


At  the  very  first  glimpse  of  me,  the 
boy  jumped  up  from  the  table,  bound- 
ed across  the  room,  ran  to  me  with 
his  hands  out,  and,  Mushing,  said, 
"  Don't  you  know  me  ?  " 

It  was  little  Newcome,  my  school- 
fellow, whom  I  had  not  seen  for  six 
J  rears,  grown  a  fine  tall  young  strip- 
ing now,  with  the  same  bright  blue 
eyes  which  I  remembered  when  he  was 
quite  a  little  boy. 

"  What  the  deuce  brings  you  here  ?  " 
said  I. 

He  laughed  and  looked  roguish. 
"My  father — that's  my  lather  — 
would  come.  He 's  just  come  back 
from  India.  He  says  all  the  wits 
used  to  come  here,  —  Mr.  Sheridan, 
C^tain  Morris,  Cok)ncl  Hanger, 
ProfessOT  Porson.  I  told  him  your 
name,  and  that  you  used  to  be  very 
kind  to  me  when  I  first  went  to  Smith- 
fiekl.  I  've  left  now :  I  'm  to  have  a 
private  tutor.  I  say,  I  've  got  such  a 
jollypony.  It's  better  fun  than  old 
Smime."  « 

Here  the  whiskered  gentleman, 
Newcome's  father,  pointing  to  a  wait- 
er to  follow  him  with  his  glass  of 
sherry-and-water,  strode  across  the 
room  twiding  his  mustachios,  and 
came  up  to  the  table  where  we  sat, 
making  a  salutation  with  his  hat  in  a 
very  stately  and  polite  manner,  so 
that  Hoskins  himself  was,  as  it  were, 
obliged  to  bow ;  the  glee-singers  mur- 
mured among  themselves  (their  eyes 
roiling  over  their  glasses  towards  one 
another  as  they  sacked  brandy-and- 
water),  and  that  mischievous  little 
wag,  little  Kadab  the  Improvisatore 
(who  had  just  come  in),  began  to 
mimic  him,  feeling  his  imaginary 
whiskers,  after  the  manner  of  the 
stranger,  and  flapping  about  his  pock- 
et-handkerehief  in  the  most  ludicrous 
manner.  Hoskins  checked  this  ribald- 
ry by  sternly  looking  towards  Nadab, 
and  at  the  same  time  calling  upon  the 
gents  to  give  their  orders,  the  waiter 
being  in  the  room,  and  Mr.  Bellew 
about  to  sing  a  song. 

Newcome's  fieither  came  up  and  held 
out  his  hand  to  me.    I  dare  say  I 
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blushed,  for  I  had  been  comparing 
him  to  the  admirable  Harley  in  the 
"  Critic/'  and  had  christened  him 
Don  Ferolo  Whiskerandos. 

He  spoke  in  a  voice  exceedingly 
soft  and  pleasant,  and  with  a  cordial- 
ity so  simple  and  sincere  that  my 
laughter  slurank  away  ashamed ;  and 
gave  place  to  a  feeling  much  more  re- 
spectful and  friendly.  In  yoiith,  you 
see,  one  is  touched  by  kindness.  A 
man  of  the  world  may,  of  course,  be 
grateful  or  not  as  he  chooses. 

"  I  have  heard  of  your  kindness, 
sir,"  says  he,  "  to  my  boy.  And  who- 
ever is  kind  to  him  is  kind  to  me. 
Will  you  allow  me  to  sit  down  by 
you  T  and  may  I  beg  you  to  try  my 
cheroots?"  We  were  friends  in  a 
minute,  —  young  Newcome  snuggling 
by  my  side,  his  father  opposite,  to 
whom,  after  a  minute  or  two  of  con- 
versation, I  presented  my  tliree  col- 
lege friends. 

"  You  have  come  here,  gentlemen, 
to  see  the  wits,"  says  the  Colonel. 
"  Are  there  any  celebrated  persons 
in  the  room  1  I  have  been  five-and- 
thirty  years  from  home,  and  want  to 
see  ail  that  is  to  be  seen." 

King:  of  Corpus  (who  was  an  in- 
corrigible wag)  was  on  the  point  of 
pulling  some  dreadful  long  bow,  and 
pointing  out  a  half-dozen  of  people 
m  the  room,  as  Rogers,  and  Hook, 
and  Luttrel,  &c.,  the  most  celebrated 
wits  of  that  day ;  but  I  cut  King's 
shins  under  the  table,  and  got  the 
fellow  to  hold  his  tongue. 

"  Maxima  debetur  puens'*  says 
Jones  (a  fellow  of  very  kind  feeling, 
who  has  gone  into  the  Church  since), 
and,  writing  on  his  card  to  Hoskins, 
hinted  to  him  that  a  boy  was  in 
the  room,  and  a  gentleman  who  was 
quite  a  greenhorn :  hence  that  the 
songs  had  better  be  carefully  selected. 

And  so  they  were.  A  lady's  school 
might  have  come  in,  and,  but  for  the 
smell  of  the  cigars  and'brandy-and- 
water,  have  taken  no  harm  by  what 
happened.  Why  should  it  not  always 
be  so  ?  If  there  are  any  *'  Caves  of 
Harmony  "  now,  I  warrant  Messieurs 


the  landlords  their  interests  would 
be  better  consulted  by  keeping  their 
singers  within  bounds.  The  very 
greatest  scamps  like  pretty  songs,  and 
are  melted  by  them;  so  are  honest 
people.  It  was  worth  a  guinea  to 
see  the  simple  Colonel,  and  his  de- 
light at  the  music.  He  forgot  all 
about  the  distinguished  wits  whom 
he  had  expected  to  see  in  his  ravish- 
ment over  the  glees. 

"I  say,  Clive,  this   is  delightful. 
This  is  better  than  your  aunt  s  con- 
cert with  all  the  Squallinis,  hey  1    I 
shall    come    here   often.    Landlord, 
may  I  venture  to  ask  those  gentle- 
men if  they  will  take  any  refresh- 
ment?     What  are    their   names?" 
(to  one  of  his  neighbors.)    "I  was 
scarcely  allowetl  to  hear  any  singing 
before  I  went  out,  except  an  oratorio, 
where    I    fell   asleep ;  but    this,  by 
George,  is  as  fine  as  Incledon !  "    He 
became  quite  excited  over  his  sherry- 
and-water.      ("  I  'm  sorry  to  see  you, 
gentlemen,  drinking  brandy-pawnee," 
says  he;  "it  plays  the  deuce  with 
our   young   men    in    India.")      He 
joined  in  all  the   choruses  with  an 
exceedingly  sweet  voice.    He  laughed 
at  "  The  Derbv  Ram  "  so  that  it  did 
you  good  to  hear  him ;    and  when 
Hoskins  sang  (as  he  did  admirably) 
"  The  Old  English  Gentleman,"  and 
described,  in  measured  cadence,   tht> 
death  of  that  venerable   aristocrat, 
tears  trickled  down  the  honest  warri- 
or's cheek,  while  he  held  out  his  hand 
to  Hoskins  and  said,  "Thank  you, 
sir,  for  that  song ;  it  is  an  honor  to 
human  nature."    On  which  Hoskins 
began  to  cry  too. 

And  now  young  Nadab,  having 
been  cautioned,  commenced  one  of 
those  surprising  feats  of  improvisation 
with  which  he  used  to  charm  audi- 
ences. He  took  us  all  off,  and  had 
rhymes  pat  about  all  the  principal 
persons  in  the  room :  King's  pins 
(  which  he  wore  very  splendid  ), 
Martin's  red  waistcoat,  &c.  The 
Colonel  was  charmed  with  eafh  feat, 
and  joined  delighted  with  the  clionis, 
—  Ritolderol-  ritoldcrol  ritoldoro.do- 
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ray"  (6m).    And,  when  coming  to 
ithe  Colonel  himself,  he  burst  out  — 

« A  military  gent   I  see— and   while  his 

face  I  scan, 
I  think  you  *il  all  agree  with  me  —  He 

came  from  Bindoatan. 
And   by   his  side  sits  laughing  firee  —  A 

youth  with  curly  head. 
I  think  you'll  all  agree  with  me  — that 

he  was  best  in  bed.  Kitolderol,*'  &o. 

The  Colonel  laughed  immensely  at 
this  8ally,'and  clapped  his  son,  young 
Clive,  on  the  shoulder,  "H^ar  ^at 
he-,  says  of  you,  sirl  Clive,  best  be 
oflF  to  bed,  my  boy,— ho,  hoi  No, 
no.  We  know  a  trick  worth  two  of 
that.  '  We  won't  go  home  till  morn- 
ing, till  daylight  does  appear.'  Why 
should  we?  Why  should  n't  my 
boy  have  innocent  pleasure  ?  I  was 
allowed  none  when  I  was  a  young 
chap,  and  the  severity  was  nearly  the 
ruin  of  me.  I  must  go  and  speak 
with  that  young  man  —  the  most 
astonishing  thing  I  ever  heard  in  my 
life.  What 's  his  name  ?  Mr.  Nadab  ? 
Mr.  Nadab;  sir,  you  have  delighted 
me.  May  I  make  so  free  as  to  ask 
you  to  come  and  dine  with  me  to- 
morrow at  six.  Colonel  Newcome,  if 
you  please,  Nerot's  Hotel,  Clifford 
Street.  I  am  always  proud  to  make 
the  acquaintance  of  men  of  genius, 
and  you  are  one,  or  my  name  is  not 
Newcome ! " 

"  Sir,  you  do  me  Hhonor,"  says  Mr. 
Nadab,  pulling  up  his  shirt-collars, 
"  and  per'aps  the  day  will  come  when 
the  world  will  do  me  justice,  —  may 
I  put  down  your  hhonored  name  for 
my  book  of  poems  ?  " 

"  Of  coij^rse,  my  dear  sir,"  says  the 
enthusiastic  Colonel,  "  I  '11  send  them 
all  over  India.  Put  me  down  for 
six  copies,  and  do  me  the  favor  to 
bring  them  to-morrow  when  you 
come  to  dinner." 

And  now  Mr.  Hoskins,  asking  if 
any  gentleman  would  volunteer  a 
song,  what  was  our  amazement  when 
the  sin^ple  Colonel  offered  to  sing 
himself,  at  which  the  room  applaud- 
ed vociferously ;  whilst  methought 
poor  CUve  Newcome  hung  down  his 


head,  and  blushed  as  red  as  a  peonv. 
I  felt  for  the  young  lad,  and  thought 
what  my  own  sensations  would  have 
been  if,  In  that  place,  my  own  uncle, 
Major  Pendennis,  had  suddenly  pro- 
posed lo  exert  his  lyrical  powers. 

The  Colonel  selected  the  ditty  of 
"Wapping  Old  Stairs,"  (a  ballad 
so  sweet  and  touching  that  surely 
any  English  poet  might  be  proud  to  he 
the  father  of  it),  and  he  sang  this 
quaint  and  charming  old  song  in  an 
exceedingly  pleasant  voice,  with  flour- 
ishes and  roulades  in  the  old  Incle- 
don  manner,  which  has  pretty  nearly 

Eassed  away.  The  singer  gave  his 
eart  and  soul  to  the  simple  ballad, 
and  delivered  Molly's  gentle  appeal 
so  pathetically  that  even  the  pro- 
fessional gentlemen  hummed  and 
buzzed  a  sincere  applause  ;  and  some 
wags  who  were  inclined  to  jeer  at 
the  beginning  of  the  performance 
clinked  their  glasses  and  rapped  their 
sticks  with  quite  a  respectful  enthu- 
siasm. When  the  song  was  over, 
Clive  held  up  his  head  too  ;  after  the 
shock  of  the  first  verse,  looked  round 
with  surprise  and  pleasure  in  his 
ejea ;  and  we,  I  need  not  say,  backed 
our  friend,  delighted  to  see  him  come 
out  of  his  queer  scrape  so  trium- 
phantly. The  Colonel  bowed  and 
smiled  with  very  pleasant  good-na- 
ture at  our  plaudits.  It  was  like  Dr. 
Primrose  preaclfing  his  sermon  in  the 
prison.  There  was  something;  touch- 
ing in  the  naivete  and  kindness  of 
the  placid  and  simple  gentleman.  ' 

Great  Hoskins,  placed  on  high, 
amidst  the  tuneful  choir,  was  pleased 
to  signify  his  approbation,  and  gave 
his  guest's  healtn  in  his  usual  digni- 
fied manner.  "I  am  much  obliged 
to  you,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Hoskins ;  "  the 
room  ought  to  be  much  obliged  to 
you. :  I  drink  your  'ealth  and  song, 
sir  "  ;  and  he  bowed  to  the  Colonel 
politely  over  his  glass  of  brandy-and- 
water,  of  which  he  absorbed  a  little 
in  his  customer's  honor.  "I  have 
not  heard  that  song,"  he  was  kind 
enou^  to  say,  "  &tter  performed 
since  Mr.  Indedon  sung  it.    He  was 
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a  great  singer,  sir,  and  I  may  say, 
in  the  words  of  our  immortal  Shake- 
speare, that,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
we  shall  not  look  upon  his  like 
again." 

The  Colonel  hlushed  in  his  turn, 
and,  turning  round  to  his  boy  with  an 
arch  smile,  said,  "  I  learnt  it  from 
Incledon.  I  used  to  slip  out  from 
Greyfriars  t6  hear  him.  Heaven 
bless  me,  forty  years  ago;  and  I 
used  to  be  floj^ged  aftei^ards,  and 
bcrved  me  right  too.  Lord  !  Lord ! 
how  the  time  passes  ! "  He  drank 
o&  his  sherfy-and-water,  and  fell  back 
in  his  chair;  ^e  could  see  he  was 
thinking  about  his  youth,  -^  the 
golden  time,  —  the  happy,  the  bright, 
the  unforgotten.  I  was  myself  near- 
ly two-and-twenty  years  of  age  at 
that  period,  &nd  felt  as  old  as,  ay, 
older  thani  the  Colonel. 

Whilst  he  was  singing  his  ballad, 
there  had  walked,  or  rather  reeled^ 
into  the  room,  a  gentleman  in  a  mili- 
tary frock-coat  and  duck  trousers  of 
dubious  hue,  with  whose  name  and 
person  some  of  my  readers  are  per- 
haps already  acquainted.  In  fact  it 
was  my  friend  Captain  Costigan,  in 
his  usual  condition  at  this  hour  of 
the  night 

Holding  on  by  vdrionft  tables,  the 
Captain  had  sidled  ilp,  without  acci- 
dent to  himself  or  any  of  the  jugs 
and  glasses  round  about  him,  to  th^ 
table  where  we  sat,  and  had  taken  his 
place  near  the  wtiter,  his  old  atqnaint- 
ance.  He  warbled  the  refrain  of  the 
Colonel's  s6ng,  not  inharmoniously ; 
and  saluted  his  pathetic  conclusion 
with  a  subdued  hiccough, and  a  plenti- 
ful effiisioh  of  tears.  *'  Bedad,  it  is  a 
beautiful  song,"  says  he,  "  and  many 
a  time  I  heard  poor  Harry  Ineledon 
sing  it." 

"He's  a  great  character,"  whis- 
pered that  unlucky  King  of  Corpus 
to  his  neighbor  the  Colonel ;  "  was  a 
captain  in  the  army.  We  call  him 
the  General.  Captain  Costigan,  will 
you  take  something  to  drink  ?  " 

"  Bedad  I  will,"  says  the  Captain, 
*'  and  I  'U  sing  ye  a  song  tn  " 


it 


And,  having  procured  a  glass  of 
whiskey-and-water  from  the  passing 
waiter,  the  poor  old  man,  settling  his 
face  into  a  horrid  grin,  and  leering, 
as  he  was  wont,  when  he  gave  what 
he  called  one  of  his  prime  songs,  be- 
gan his  music. 

The  unlucky  wretch,  who  scarcely 
knew  what  he  was  doing  or  saying, . 
selected  one  of  the  most  outrageous 
perfonftances  6f  bis  ripertoire,  fired 
off  a  tipsy  howl  by  way  of  overture, 
&nd  away  he  Went.  At  the  end  of 
the  second  vetse  the  Colonel  stftrted 
tip,  clapping  on  his  hat,  seizing  his 
stiek,  and  locking  as  ferocious  as 
though  he  had  been  going  to  do  bat- 
tle with  a  I^ndaree.  "  Silence  { "  he 
roared  out. 

"  Hear,  hear ! "  cried  oeitftin  wags;  at 
k  farther  tal^.  "  Go  on,  Costigan,'* 
said  others. 

"  Go  on  1  "  cries  the  Colonel,  in  his 
hiph  voice,  trembliftg  with  anget. 
"  JDoes  any  gentleman  say  *  Go  on  ?  * 
Does  any  man  who  has  a  wife  and 
sisters,  or  children  at  home,  say  *  Go 
on'  to  such  disgusting  ribaldry  as 
this  ?  Do  yo6  dare,  sir,  to  call  your- 
self a  gentleman,  and  to  say  that  you 
hold  the  King's  comimtssion,  and  to  sit 
down  amongst  Christians  and  men  of 
honor,  and  defile  the  ears  of  young 
boys  with  this  wieked  balderdash  ?  " 

"  Why  do  you  biing  young  bovs 
here,  old  boy  1 "  cries  a  voice  of  the 
maleconteMs. 

"  Why  1  Because  I  thought  I  wad 
coming  to  a  society  of  gentlemen,*' 
eried  out  the  indignant  Colonel.  *'  Bef- 
cause  I  never  could  have  beUeved  that 
Englishmen  could  meet  together  lind  " 
Idlow  a  man,  and  an  old  man,  so  to 
disgrace  himself.  For  shame,  you  old 
wretch  1  Go  home  to  your  bed^  y<^^ 
hoary  old  sinner !  And  for  my  part, 
I  'm  not  sorry  that  my  son  should  see, 
for  once  in  his  life,  to  what  shame  and 
degradation  and  dishonor  drunken- 
ness and  whiskey  may  bring  a  man. 
Never  mind  the  change,  sir !  —  Curse 
the  change ! "  says  the  Colonel,  facing 
the  amazed  waiter.  "  Keep  it  till  you 
see  me  in  this  place  again;  whieh  will 
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be  never, -- by  Gwrge,  never  1 "  And 
Bboaldering  his  stidc,  and  scowling 
roand  at  the  company  of  scared  bac- 
chanalians, the  indignant  gentleman 
stalked  away,  his  boy  after  him. 

Clive  seemed  rather  shamefaced; 
but  I  fear  the  rest  of  the  company 
locked  still  more  foolish. 

"Aussi  que  diable  venait-il-faire 
dans  cette  gal^  ?  "  sajs  King  of  Cor- 
pus to  Jones  of  Trinity ;  and  Jones 
gave  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders,  which 
were  smarting,  perhaps ;  for  that  up- 
lifted cane  of  the  Colonel's  had  some- 
how fallen  on  the  back  of  every  man 
in  the  room. 

— >— 

CHAPTER  IL 
ooLOirBL  hewcoms'b  wild  outs. 

As  the  young  gend^man  who  has 
just  gone  to  bed  is  to  be  the  hero  of 
the  following  paees,  we  had  best  begin 
our  account  of  him  with  his  family  ms- 
tor^which  luckily  is  not  very  long. 

When  pigtails  still  grew  on  the 
backs  of  the  British  gentry,  and  their 
wives  wore  cushions  on  their  heads, 
over  which  they  tied  their  own  hair, 
cuid  disguised  it  with  powder  and  po- 
matum ;  when  ministers  went  in  tTOir 
stars  and  orders  to  the  House  of  Com- 
monti,  and  the  orators  of  the  Opposi- 
tion attacked  nightly  the  noble  lord  in 
the  blue  ribbon ;  when  Mr.  Washing- 
ton was  heading  the  American  r^)d8 
with  a  courage,  it  must  be  confessed, 
worthy  of  a  better  cause, — there  came 
up  to  London,  out  of  a  Northern 
county,  Mr.  Thomas  Newcome,  af%a> 
wards  Thomas  Newcome,  Esq.,  and 
sheriff  of  London,  afterwards  Mr.  Al- 
derman  Newcome,  the  ibunder  of  the 
family  whose  name  has  given  the 
title  to  this  history.  It  was  but  in 
the  reign  of  George  III.  that  Mr. 
Newcome  first  made  his  appearance  in 
Chei4>side;  having  made  lus  entry 
into  London  on  a  wagon,  which 
landed  him  and  some  bales  of  cloth, 
all  his  fortune,  in  Bishopsgate  Street ' 
though,  if  it  could  be  proved  that 
Uie   Normans   wore   pigtails    under 

1* 


William  the  Conqueror*  and  Mr. 
Washington  fought  against  the  Eng- 
lish  under  King  Kichard  in  Palestine, 
I  am  sure  some  of  the  raesent  New- 
comes  would  pay  the  Herald's  Of- 
fice handsomely,  living,  as  they  do, 
amongst  the  ncuxiest  of  the  land,  and 
giving  entertainments  to  none  but  the 
veiy  highest  nobility  and  ^ite  of  the 
fashionable  and  diplomatic  world,  as 
you  may  read  any  day  in  the  news- 
papers. For  though  these  Newcoraes 
have  got  a  pedigree  from  -Ae  Coll^, 
which  is  pnnted  in  Budge's  **  Lan£d 
Aristocracy  of  Great  Britain,''  and 
which  proves  that  the  Newcome  of 
Cromwell's  army,  -the  Newcome  who 
was  among  the  last  six  who  were 
hanged  by  Queen  Mair  for  Protestant- 
ism, were  ancestors  of  this  house ;  of 
which  a  member  distinguished  him- 
self at  Bos  worth  Field ;  and  the  found* 
er,  slain  by  King  Harold's  side  at 
Hastings,  liad  been  suigeon-barber  to 
King  Edward  the  Confessor ;  yet,  be- 
tween omvelves,  I  think  that  Sir 
Brian  Newcome  of  Newcome  could 
not  believe  a  w(»d  of  the  story  any 
more  than  the  rest  of  the  world  does, 
although  a  number  of  his  children 
bear  names  out  of  the  Saxon  Calen- 
dar. 

Was  Thomas  Newcome  a  found- 
ling, —  a  workhouse  child  out  of  that 
village  which  has  now  become  a  great 
manu£MH»ring  town,  acnd  which  bears 
his  name  1  Such  was  the  report  set 
about  at  the  last  election,  when  Sir 
Brian,  io  the  Conservative  interest, 
contested  the  bcn'ough;  and  Mr. 
Yapp,  the  out-and-out  Liberal  can- 
didate, had  a  picture  of  the  old  work- 
house placarded  over  the  town  as  the 
birthplace  of  the  Newcomes ;  and 
placiuxls  ironically  exciting  freemen 
to  vote  for  Newcome  and  umon, — 
Newcome  and  the  parish  interests, 
&c  Who  cares  for  tiiese  local  scan- 
dais  ?  It  masters  very  little  to  those 
who  have  the  good  fortuoe  to  be  in- 
vited to  Lady  Ann  Newcc^ne's  par- 
ties whether  her  beautiful  danghters 
can  tmce  their  pedigree  no  highet 
than   to  the  alderman,  their  grand- 
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father;    or    whether,    through    the 
mythic  ancestral  barber-surgeon,  they 
hang  on  to  the  chin  of  £dward,  Con- 
^fessor  and  King. 

Thomas  Newcome,  who  had  been 
a  weaver  in  his  native  village,  brought 
the  very  best  character  for  honesty, 
thrift,  and  ingenuity  with  him  to 
London,  where  he  was  taken  into  the 
house  of  Hobson  Brothers,  cloth-fac- 
tors ;  afterwards  Hobson  &  Newcome. 
This  fact  may  suffice  to  indicate 
Thomas  Newcomers  story.  Like 
Whittington,  and  many  other  Lon- 
don apprentices,  he  began  poor,  and 
ended  by  marrying  his  master's 
daughter,  and  becoming  sheriff  and 
alderman  of  the  City  of  London. 

But  it  was  only  en  secondes  noces 
that  he  espoused  the  wealthy  and  re- 
ligious and  eminent   (such  was  the 
word  apj)lied    to   certain   professing 
Christians  in  those  days)  Sophia  Ale- 
thea  Hobson,  —  a  woman  who,  con- 
siderably older  than  Mr.  Newcome, 
had  the  advantage  of  surviving  him 
many  years.     Her  mansion  at  Clap- 
ham*  was  long  the  resort  of  the  most 
favored  amongst  the  religious  world. 
The  most  eloquent   expounders,  the 
most  gifted  missionaries,  the  most  in- 
teresting converts  from   foreign  isl- 
ands, were  to  be  found  at  her  sump- 
tuous table,  spread  with  the  produce 
of  her  magnificent  gardens.    Heaven 
indeed   blessed    those  gardens   with 
plenty,  as  many  reverend  gentlemen 
remarked ;  there  were  no  finer  grapes, 
peaches,  or  pine-apples,  in  all  Eng- 
land.   Mr.  Whitfield  himself  chris- 
tened her ;  and  it  was  said  generally 
in  the  City,  and  by  her  friends,  that 
Miss  Hobson's  two  Christian  names, 
Sophia  and  Alethea,  were  two  Greek 
words,    which,    being     interpreted, 
meant  wisdom  and  truth.     She,  her 
villa  and  gardens,  are  now  no  more ; 
but  Sophia  Terrace,  Upper  and  Low- 
*er  Althea  Road,  and  Hooson's  Build- 
ings, Square,  &c.,  show  every  quar- 
ter-day, that  the  ground  sacred  to  her 
(and  freehold),  still  bears  plenteous 
fruit  for  the  descendants  of  this  emi- 
nent woman. 


We  are,  however,  advancing  mat- 
ters. When  Thomas  Newcome  had 
been  some  time  in  London,  he  quitted 
the  House  of  Hobson,  finding  an 
opening,  though  in  a  much  smaller 
way,  for  himself  And  no  sooner 
did  his  business  prosper  than  he  went 
down  into  the  North,  like  a  man,  to  a 
pretty  girl  whom  he  had  left  there, 
and  whom  he  had  promised  to  marry. 
What  seemed  an  imprudent  match 
(for  his  wife  had  nothing  but  a  pale 
face  that  had  grown  older  and  paler 
with  long  waiting)  turned  out  a  very 
lucky  one  for  Newcome.  The  whole 
country-side  was  pleased  to  think  of 
the  prosperous  London  tradesman  re- 
turning to  keep  bis  promise  to  the 
penniless  girl  wnom  he  had  loved  in 
the  days  of  his  own  poverty;  the 
great  country  clothiers,  who  knew 
his  prudence  and  honesty,  gave  him 
much  of  their  business  when  he  went 
back  to  London.  Susan  Newcome 
would  have  lived  to  be  a  rich  woman, 
had  not  fate  ended  her  career  within 
a  year  after  her  marriage,  when  she 
died  giving  birth  to  a  son. 

Newcome  had  a  nurse  for  the  child, 
and  a  cottage  at  Clapham  hard  by- 
Mr.  Hobson's  house,  where  he  had 
often  walked  in  the  garden  of  a  Sun- 
day, and  been  invited  to  sit  down  to 
take  a  glass  of  wine.     Since  he  had 
left  their  service,  the  house  had  added 
a  banking  business,  which  was  great- 
ly helped  by  the  Quakers  and  their 
religious  connection;  and  Newcome, 
keeping  his  account  there,  and  gradu- 
ally in^easing  his  business,  was  held 
in  very  good  esteem  by  his  former 
employers,  and  invited  sometimes  to 
tea  at  the  Hermitage ;  for  which  en- 
tertainments  he  did  not,  in    truth, 
much  care  at  first,  being  a  City  man, 
a  good  deal   tired  with  his  business 
during  the  day,  and  apt  to  go  to  sleep 
over  the  sermons,  expoundings,  and 
hymns,  with  which  the  gifted  preach- 
ers, missionaries,  &g.,  who  were   al- 
ways at  the  Hermitage,  used  to  wind 
up  the  evening,  before  supper.     Nor 
was  he  a  supping  man  (in  which  case 
he  would  have  Ibund  the  parties  pleas* 
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anter,  for  in  Egypt  Itself  there  were 
not  more  savory  fleshpots  than  at 
Clapham) ;  he  was  very  moderate  in 
his  meals,  of  a  bilious  temperament, 
and,  besides,  obliged  to  be  in  town 
early  in  the  morning,  always  setting 
off  to  walk  an  hour  before  the  first 
coach. 

But  when  his  poor  Susan  died, 
Miss  Hobson,  by  her  father's  demise, 
having  now  become  a  partner  in  the 
house,  as  well  as  heiress  to  the  pious 
and  childless  Zechariah  Hobson,  her 
uncle :  Mr.  Newoome,  with  his  little 
boy  in  his  hand,  met  Miss  Hobson  as 
she  was  coming  out  of  meeting  one 
Sunday ;  and  the  child  looked  so 
pretty  (Mr.  N.  was  a  very  personable, 
nesh-colored  man  himself;  he  wore 
powder  to  the  end,  and  top-boots  and 
brass  buttons  :  in  his  later  days,  after 
he  had  been  sheriff,  —  indeed,  one  of 
the  finest  specimens  of  the  old  London 
merchant) ;  Miss  Hobson,  I  say,  in- 
vited him  and  little  Tommy  into  the 
grounds  of  the  Hermitage ;  did  not 
quarrel  with  the  innocent  child  for 
nisking  about  in  the  hay  on  the  lawn 
which  lay  basking  in  the  Sabl)ath 
sunshine,  and  at  the  end  of  the  visit 
gave  him  a  large  piece  of  poand  cake, 
a  quantity  of  the  finest  hot-house 
gnpes,  and  a  tract  in  one  syllable. 
Tommy  was  ill  the  next  day ;  but  on 
the  next  Sunday  his  father  was  at 
meeting. 

He  l^ame  very  soon  after  this  an 
awakened  man ;  and  the  tittling  and 
tattling,  and  tbe  sneering  and  gossip- 
ing, all  over  Clapham,  and  the  talk 
on  'Change,  and  the  pokes  in  the 
waistcoat  administered  by  the  wags 
to  Newcome,  —  "  Newcome,  give  you 
joy,  my  boy  " ;  "  Newcome,  new  part- 
ner in  Hobson's";  "Newcome,  just 
take  in  this  paper  to  Hobson's,  they  '11 
do  It,  I  warrant,"  &c.,  &c. ;  and  the 
groans  of  the  Bev.  Gideon  Bawls,  of 
the  Rev.  Athanasius  O'Grady,  that 
eminent  convert  fix)m  Popery,  who, 
quarrelling  with  each  other,  yea, 
striving  one  against  another,  had  yet 
two  sentiments  in  common,  their  love 
for  Miss  Hobson,  their  dread,  their 


hatred  of  the  worldly  Newcome;  all 
these  squabbles  and  jokes,  and  prib- 
bles  and  prabbles,  look  you,  may  be 
omitted.  As  gallantly  as  he  had  mar- 
ried a  woman  without  a  penny,  as  gal- 
lantly he  had  conquered  his  poverty 
and  achieved  his  own  independence,  so 
bravely  he  went  in  and  won  the  great 
City  prize  with  a  fortune  of  a  quarter 
of  a  million.  And  every  one  of  his 
old  friends,  and  every  honest-hearted 
fellow  who  likes  to  see  shrewdness 
and  honesty  and  courage  succeed,  was 
glad  of  his  good  fortune,  and  said, 
**  Newcome,  inv  boy  "  (or  "  Newcome, 
my  buck,"  it  they  were  old  City 
cronies,  and  very  familiar),  "I  give 
you  joy." 

Of  course,  Mr.  Newcome  might 
have  gone  into  Parliament :  of  course, 
before  the  close  of  his  life,  he  might 
have  been  made  a  baronet:  but  ho 
eschewed  honors  senatorial  or  blood- ' 
red  hands.  "  It  would  n't  do,"  with 
his  good  sense  he  said ;  **  the  Quaker 
connection  wouldn't  like  it."  His 
wife  never  cared  about  being  called 
Lady  Newcome.  To  manage  the  great 
house  of  Hobson  Brothers  &  New- 
come  ;  to  attend  to  the  interests  of  the 
enslaved  negro;  to  awaken  the  be- 
nighted Hottentot  to  a  sense  of  the 
truth  ;  to  convert  Jews,  Turks,  Infi- 
dels, and  Papists ;  to  arouse  the  in- 
different and  often  blasphemous  mar- 
iner; to  guide  the  washerwoman  in 
the  right  way ;  to  head  all  the  public 
charities  of  her  sect,  and  do  a  thou- 
sand secret  kindnesses  that  none  knew 
of;  to  answer  mvriads  of  letters, 
pension  endless  ministers,  and  supply 
their  teeming  wives  with  continuous 
baby-linen ;  to  hear  preachers  daily 
bawling  for  hours,  and  listen  nntired 
on  her  knees  after  a  long  day's  labor, 
wjiile  florid  rhapsodists  belabored 
cushions  above  her  with  wearisome 
benedictpns ;  all  these  things  had  this 
woman,  to  do,  and  for  near  fourscore 
years  she  fought  her  fight  womanful- 
ly:  imperious  but  deserving  to  rule, 
hard  but  doing  her  duty,  severe  but 
charitable,  and  untiring  in  generosity 
as  in  labor:  unforgiving  in  one  in- 
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stance, -^  in  that  of  her  husband's 
eldest  son,  Thomas  Newcome;  the 
little  boy  who  had  played  on  tho  hay^ 
and  whom  at  first  she  had  loved  very 
sternly  and  fondly. 

Mr.  Thomas  Newcome,  the  fether 
bf  his  wife's  twin  boys,  the  jtiriior 
partner  of  the  house  of  Hobson  Broth- 
ers &  Co.,  lived  several  years  after 
witming  the  gredt  prize  about  which 
all  his  friends  so  congratulated  him. 
But  he  was,  after  all,  only  the  jun- 
ior partner  of  the  hou§e.  His  i^ife 
was  manager  in  Threadneedle  Street 
and    at  home,  —  when  the  cleircal 

fentlemeti  prayed,  they  importuiied 
leaven  for  that  sainted  woman  a 
long  time  before  they  thought  of  ask- 
ing any  favor  for  her  husband;  The 
gardeners  touched  their  hats,  thte 
clerks  at  the  bank  brought  him  the 
books,  but  thev  took  their  orders  frwn 
her,  not  from  nira.  1  thitik  he  grfew 
weary  of  the  prayer  -  meetings,  he 
yawned  over  the  sufferings  of  the  ne- 
groes, and  wished  the  coUvferted  Jews 
at  Jericho.  About  this  time  the 
French  Emperor  was  meetilig  with 
his  Russian  reverses  Mr.  Newcottife 
died :  his  mausoleum  is  in  Claphatn 
Church  Yard,  near  the  modest  grave 
where  his  first  wife  reposes. 

When  his  father  married,  Mr; 
Thomas  Newcome,  jun.,  and  Sarah 
his  nurse,  were  transported  ftbm  the 
cottage  where  they  had  lived  in  great 
comfort  to  the  palace  hatd  by,  sur- 
rounded by  lawns  and  gardetis,  pincr 
-  ries,  graperies,  aviaries,  luxuries  bf  iill 
kinds.  This  paradise,  five  itiiles  from 
the  Standard  at  Comhill,  was  separat- 
fed  from  the  outer  world  by  a  thick 
hedge  of  tall  trees,  and  ah  irjr^overed 
j)orter's-gate,  through  which  they  who 
travelled  to  London  on  the  tO|)  of  t^ 
Clapham  coach  could  only  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  bliss  within;  It  was  a 
serious  paradise.  As  you  entered  at 
the  gate,  gravity  Ifelf  on  you ;  and 
decorum  wrapped  you  in  a  garment 
of  starch.  The  butcher-boy,  who  gal- 
loped his  horse  and  cart  madly  about 
the  adjoining  lanes  and  common, 
^*«gtled  wild  melodies  (caught  up  in 


abofniiiabie  play-house  galleries),  and 
jok^  with  a  hundred  cook-maids,  on 
passing  that  lodge  fell  into  an  under- 
taker's pace,  and  delivered  his  joints 
and  sweetbreads  silently  at  the  ser- 
vants' entrance.  The  rooks  in  the 
eltns  eawed  sermons  at  tn^ming  and 
evening;  the  peacocks  walked  de- 
mtirely  on  ih&  terraces;  the  gtiinea- 
fowls  looked  tAOte  Quaker-like  than 
those  feavory  birds  usually  d6.  The 
lodge-keepfer  was  serious,  and  a  cltsrk 
at  a  neighboring  «hapel.  The  pas- 
tors who  etitered  at  that  gate,  &iid 
gifted  bib  tamely  wife  and  ehildreu^ 
wd  thfe  litlte  lambkin^B  with  tf^cts. 
The  head-gardener  tvas  A  Scotch  Ctil- 
vinistj  alter  the  strictest  drdei*,  (jftly 
ocfettpyihg  hiiflself  With  the  tn^loiid 
and  pities  ptbvisibnally,  atid  ufitil  this 
efid  of  the  worldi  which  eVeni,  he 
could  prove  by  inrallible  caliralfetions^ 
was  tb  comfe  off  in  tWb  Gt  thfe^  years 
at  farthest.  Wherefbre,  he  asked, 
should  the  butler  brew  strong  ale  tb 
be  drunken  three  years  hence ;  or  the 
housekeeper  (a  follower  bf  Jbentia 
Sbuthcote)  make  pmvisibns  bf  find 
linen  and  lay  up  stores  of  jafns  ?  Oil 
a  Sunday  (which^gbod  bid  Saaom 
wof^  Was  scafciiiy  knoWiTat  the  lie#^ 
tnitage)  the  household  iiiafched  away 
iti  separate  couples  bi*  groups  to  at 
least  Half  a  dbeen  of  religious  edifices, 
each  to  isit  undet'  his  or  her  favorite 
minister,  the  only  man  who  went  w 
Church  being  TbbmiBis  Neweome,  ac- 
compatiied  by  Totumy  his  little  son, 
aiid  B'axeih  his  nurse,  whb  was,  1  be- 
lieve, sAsb  his  auiit,  or,  at  kaSt,  his 
mother's  first-eousih.  Toinmv  was 
taught  hymns,  very  soon  after  he 
could  speak)  appropriate  to  his  tendet 
age,  pointing  out  to  him  the  inevita- 
ble fate  of  wicked  children,  atid  giving 
him  the  earliest  possible  warning  and 
description  of  the  punishment  of  little 
sinners.  He  repeated  these  poems  to 
his  step-mother  after  dinnfer,  before  a 
great  shining  mahogany  table  covered 
with  grapes,  pine-apples,  plum-cake, 
port-wine,  and  Madeira,  and  sur- 
rounded by  stout  men  in  black,  with 
baggy  white  neckcloths,  who  took  the 
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little  man  between  their  knees,  and 
questioned  him  as  to  his  right  under- 
standing of  the  place  whither  nanghtj 
boys  were  bound.  They  patted  his 
head  with  their  fat  hands  if  he  said 
well,  or  rebaked  him  if  he  was  bold, 
as  he  often  wa6. 

Nurse  Sarah  or  Aont  Sarah  would 
have  died  had  she  remained  many 
rears  in  thad  stiflhig  garden  of  £den< 
She  could  not  beait  to  part  from  ^e 
diild  whom  her  mistress  and  kinswo- 
man had  confided  to  her  (the  women 
had  worked  in  the  same  room  at 
Newcome's,  and  loved  ea(!h  othot  al- 
ways, when  Susan  became  a  mer- 
chant's lady,  and  Sarah  her  servant). 
She  was  nobody  in  the  pompons  new 
household  but  Master  Tommy's  nurse. 
The  honest  soul  never  mentioned  her 
relationship  to  the  boy's  mother,  nor 
indeed  did  Mn  Newconie  acquaint  his 
new  familv  with  that  circumstance. 
The  housekeeper  called  her  an  Bras- 
tian:  Mrs.  Newoome's  own  serious 
itiaid  informed  against  her  for  telling 
Tommy  stories  of  Lancai^ire  witches^ 
and  believing  in  the  sama  The 
bladk  footman  (tttadtKm's  maUd  and 
the  butler  were  of  eovrse  privately 
uhited)  persecuted  her  with  his  ad- 
dresses, and  was  even  encouraged  by 
his  mistress,  who  thought  of-  siding 
him  as  a  tnissionary  to  the  Niger. 
No  little  love  and  fidelity  and  con- 
atancy  did  honest  Sarah  show  and 
use  during  the  years  she  passed  at  the 
Hermitage,  and  until  Tomtny  Went  to 
school.  Her  master>  wit^  matoy  pri- 
vate pra^rers  lind  en^a^datieS)  in  which 
he  passionately  recalled  his  former 
wife  8  memory  and  affection,  implored 
his  friend  to  stay  with  him;  and 
Tommy's  fondness  for  her  and  artless 
caresses,  and  the  sd^pes  he  got  into, 
and  the  howls  he  uttered  over  the 
h^mns  and  catechisms  which  he  was 
bidden  to  learn  (by  Rev.  T.  Clack, 
of  Highbury  College,  his  daily  tutor, 
who  Was  commissioned  to  spare  not 
the  rod,  neither  to  spoil  the  child),  all 
these  causes  inducea  Sarah  to  remain 
#ith  her  young  master  until  such 
time  86  he  was  aent  to  school. 


Meanwhile,  an  event  of  prodigious 
importance,  a  wonderment,  a  bless- 
ing, and  a  delight,  had  happened  at 
the  Hermitage.      About  two    years 
after  Mrs.  Newoome's  marriage,  the 
lady  being  then  forty^three  years  of 
f^,  no  Itos  than  two  little  cherubs 
appeared  in  the  Clapham  Pdradise,  — 
the    twins,  Hobson    Newcome    and 
Brian  Newcome,  called   afisr   their 
uncle  and    late   grandfather,  whose 
name  tind  rank  they  were  destined 
to  perpetuate.    And  now  there  was 
no    reason    why   young    Newcome 
should  not  go  to  school.     Old  Mr. 
Hobson  and  his  brother  had    been 
educated   at    that  school   of  Grey- 
friars   of  which  mention  has    been 
made  in  former  works :  and  to  Grey^ 
friars  Thomas  Newcome  wag  accord- 
ingly sent,  exchangii)g— ^O  ye  gods  I 
with  what  deMght  -^  the  splend(>r  of 
Clapham  for  the  roagh,  plentiful  fare 
of  the  place,  blacking  nis  master's 
shoes  with  perfect  readiness,  till  he 
rose  in  the  school^  and  the  time  came 
when  he  should  have  a  fag  of  his 
own;  tibbing  out  attd  receiving  the 
penalty  therefor ;  bartering  a  black 
eye,  per  bearer,  ajrainst  a  bloody  nose 
drawn  at  sight,  with  a  school-fellow, 
and  shaking  hands  the  next  day; 
playing  at  crickets  hockey,  prisoners' 
ba<ie,  and  football,  according  to  the 
season;    and    gorging   himself  and 
friends   w4th    tarts   when    he    had 
money  (and  of  this  he  had  plenty) 
to  spend.      I  have  seen  his  name 
carved  upon  the  Gown  Boys'  arch ; 
but  he  was  at  school  long  before  my 
time;  his  son  showed  me  the  name 
when  we  were  boys  together,  in  some 
year  when  George  the  Fourth  was 
king.  y 

The  pleasures  of  this  ichool  -  life 
were  such  to  Tommy  Newcome  that 
he  did  not  care  to  go  home  for  a  hoi  i* 
day :  and  indeed,  by  insubordination 
and  boisterousness ;  by  playing  tricks 
and  breaking  windows ;  by  maraud- 
ing upon  the  gardener's  peaches  and 
the  housekeeper's  jam  ;  by  upsetting 
his  two  little  brothers  in  a  go-cart  (of 
which  wanton  and  careless  injury  the 
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Baronet's  nose  bears  marks  to  his 
dying  day) ;  by  going  to  sleep  daring 
the  sermons,  and  treating  reverend 
gentlemen  with  levity,  he  drew  down 
on  himself  the  merited  wrath  of  his 
step-mother ;  and  many  punishments 
in  this  present  life,  besides  those  of  a 
future  and  much  more  durable  "kind, 
which  the  good  lady  did  not  fail  to 
point  out  that  he  most  undoubt^ly 
mherit.  His  father,  at  Mrs.  New- 
come's  instigation,  certainly  whipped 
Tommy  for  upsetting  his  little  broth- 
ers in  the  go-cart ;  hut,  upon  being 
pressed  to  repeat  the  whipping  for 
some  other  peccadillo  performed  soon 
after,  Mr.  Newcome  refused  at  once, 
using  a  wicked,  worldly  expression, 
which  mi^ht  well  shock  anv  serious 
lady :  saying,  in  fact,  that  he  would 

be  d d  if  he  beat  the  boy  any  more, 

and  that  he  got  floj^ging  enough  at 
school,  in  which  opimon  Master  Tom- 
my fully  coincided. 

The  undaunted  woman,  his  step- 
mother, was  not  to  be  made  to  forego 
her  plans  for  the  boy's  reform  by  any 
such  vulgar  ribaldries ;  and  Mr.  New- 
come  being  absent  in  the  City  on  his 
business,  and  Tommy  refractory  as 
usual,  she  summoned  the  serious  but- 
ler and  the  black  footman  (for  the 
lashings  of  whose  brethren  she  felt 
an  unaffected  pity)  to  operate  to- 
gether in  the  chastisement  of  this 
young  criminaL  But  he  dashed  so 
luriously  against  the  butler's  shins  as 
to  draw  blood  from  his  comely  limbs, 
and  to  cause  that  serious  and  overfed 
menial  to  limp  and  suffer  for  many 
days  after ;  and,  seizing  the  decanter, 
he  swore  he  would  demolish  blacky's 
ugly  face  with  it ;  nav,  he  threatened 
to  discharge  it  at  Mis.  Newcome's 
own  head  before  he  would  submit  to 
the  coercion  which  she  desired  her 
agents  to  administer. 

High  words  took  place  between  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Newcome  that  night  on  th6 
gentleman's  return  home  from  the 
City,  and  on  his  learning  the  events 
of  the  morning.  It  is  to  be  feared  he 
made  use  of  further  oaths,  which 
hasty  ejaculations  need  not  be  set 


down  in  this  place ;  at  any  rate,  he 
behaved  with  spirit  and  manliness  as 
master  of  the  house,  vowed  that,  if 
any  servant  laid  a  hand  on  the  child, 
he  would  thrash,  him  first  and  then 
discharge  him  ;  and,  I  dare  say,  ex- 
pressed himself  with  bitterness  and 
regret  that  he  had  married  a  wife  who 
would  not  be  obedient  to  her  husband, 
and  had  entered  a  house  of  which  he 
wf^  not  suffered  to  be  the  master. 
Friends  were  called  in,  —  the  inter- 
ference, the  supplications,  of  the  Clap- 
ham  clergy,   some  of  whom    dined 
constantly  at  the  Hermitage,  prevailed 
to  allay  this  domestic  quarm;  and, 
no  doubt,  the  good  sense  of  Mrs. 
Newcome  —  who,  though  imperious, 
was  yet  not  unkind ;  and  who,  excel- 
lent as  she  was,  yet  could  be  brought 
to  own  that  she  was  sometimes  in 
fault  —  induced  her  to  make  at  least ' 
a  temporary  submission  to  the  man 
whom  she  had  placed  at  the  head  of 
her  house,  and  whom,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, she  had  vowed  to  love  and 
honor.    When  Tommy  fell  ill  of  the 
scarlet  fever,  which  afflicting  event 
occurred  presently  after  the  above  dis- 
pute, his   own  nurse,   Sarah,  could 
not  have  been  more  tender,  watchful, 
and. affectionate  than  his  step-mother 
showed  herself  to  be.    She  nursed 
him  through  his  illness :  allowed  his 
food  and  medicine  to  be  administered 
by  no  other  hand;  sat  up  with  the 
boy  through  a  night  of  his  fever,  and 
uttered  not  one  single-  reproach  to 
her  husband  (who  watched  with  her) 
when  the  twins  took  the  disease  (from 
which  we  need  not  say  they  happily 
recovered) ;  and  thougn  young  Tom- 
my, in  his  temporary  delirium,  mis- 
taking her  for  Nurse  Sarah,  addressed 
her  as  his  dear  Fat  Sally,  —  whereas 
no  whipping-post  to  which  she  ever 
would  nave  tied  him  could  have  been 
leaner  than   Mrs.  Newcome,  —  and, 
under  this  feverish  delusion,  actually 
abused  her  to  her  face,  calling  her  an 
old  cat,  an  old  Methodist ;  and,  jump- 
ing up  in  his  little  bed,  forgetful  of 
his   previous  fancy,  vowed  that  he 
would  put  on  his  clothes  and  run 
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away  to  Sally.  Sally  was  at  her 
northern  home  by  this  time,  with*  a 
liberal  pension  which  Mr.  Newcome 
gave  her,  and  which  his  son  and 
his  son's  son  after  him,  through  all 
their  difficulties  and  distresses,  tdways 
found  means  to  pay. 

What  the  boy  threatened  in  his 
delirium  he  had  thought  of,  no  doubt, 
IpNre  than  once  in  his  solitary  and  un- 
miffy  holidays.  A  year  after,  he  ac- 
tually ran  away,  not  from  school,  but 
from  home ;  and  appeared  one  morn- 
ing, gaunt  and  hungry,  at  Sarah's 
cottage,  two  hundred  miles  away 
from  Clapham,  who  housed  the  poor 
prodigal,  and  killed  her  calf  for  him, 
—  washed  him,  with  many  tears  and 
kisses,  and  put  him  to  bed  and  to 
sleep;  irom  which  slumber  he  was 
aroused  by  the  appearance  of  his 
father,  whose  sure  instinct,  backed 
by  Mrs.  Newcome's  own  quick  in- 
telligence, had  made  him  at  once 
aware  whither  the  young  runaway 
had  fled.  The  poor  father  came 
horsewhip  in  hand,  —  he  knew  of  no 
other  law  or  means  to  maintain  his 
authority;  many  and  many  a  time 
had  his  own  father,  the  old  weaver, 
whose  memory  he  loved  and  honored, 
strapped  and  beaten  him.  Seeing  this 
Instrument  in  the  parent's  hand,  a^ 
Mr.  Newcome  thrust  out  the  weeping 
trembling  Sarah  and  closed  the  door 
upon  her,  Tommy,  scared  out  of  a 
sweet  sleep  and  a  delightful  dream 
of  cricket,  knew  his  fate ;  and,  get- 
ting up  out  of  bed,  received  his 
fmnishment  without  a  word.  Very 
ikely  the  father  suiiered  more  than 
the  child ;  for,  when  the  punishment 
was  over,  the  little  man,  yet  trem- 
bling and  quivering  with  the  pain, 
held  out  his  little  bleeding  hand 
and  said,  "  I  can  —  I  can  take  it 
from  vou,  sir " ;  saying  which  his 
face  unshed,  and  his  eyes  filled,  for 
the  first  time;  whereupon  the  father 
burst  into  a  passion  of  tears,  and 
embraced  the  boy  and  kissed  him, 
besought  and  prayed  him  to  be  re- 
bellious no  more,  —  flung  the  whip 
away    from    him  and  swore,  come 


what  would,  he  would  never  strike 
him  again.  The  quarrel  was  the 
means  of  a  great  and  happy  recon- 
ciliation. The  three  dined  together 
in  Sarah's  cottage.  Perhaps  the 
father  would  have  liked  to  waJk  that 
evening  in  the  lanes  and  fields  where 
he  had  wandered  as  a  young  fellow : 
where  he  had  first  courted  and  first 
kissed   the  young  girl  he   loved,  -— 

Cr  child,  —  who  had  waited  for 
I  so  faithfully  and  fondly,  who 
had  passed  so  many  a  day  of  patient 
want  and  meek  expectance  to  be  re- 
paid by  such  a  scant  holiday  and 
brief  fruition. 

Mrs.  Newoome  never  made  the 
slightest  allusion  to  Tom's  absence 
after  his  return,  but  was  quite  gentle 
and  affectionate  with  him,  and  that 
night  read  the  parable  of  the  Prodigal 
in  a  very  low  and  quiet  voice. 

This,  however,  was  only  a^cteno- 
porary  truce.  War  very  so(n»  broke 
out  again  between  toe  impetuous 
lad  and  his  rigid  domineering  step^ 
mother.  It  was  not  that  he  was 
very  bad,  or  she  perhaps  more  stem 
than  other  ladies,  but  the  two  could 
not  agree.  The  boy  sulked  and  was 
miserable  at  home.  He  fell  to  drink- 
ing with  the  grooms  in  the  stables.  I 
think  he  went  to  Epsom  races,  and 
was  discovered  after  that  act  of  re- 
bellion. Driving  from  a  most  in- 
teresting .  breakfast  at  Roehampton 
(where  a  delightful  Hebrew  convert 
had  spoken,  oh !  so  graciously ! ) 
Mrs.  Newcome  —  in  her  state-car- 
riage, with  her  bay  -  horses  —  met 
Tom,  her  step-son,  in  a  tax-cart, 
excited  by  drink,  and  accompanied 
by  all  sorts  of  friends,  male  and 
female.  John,  the  black  man,  was 
bidden  to  descend  from  the  carriage 
and  bring  him  to  Mrs.  Newcome. 
He  came;  his  voice  was  thick  with 
drink ;  he  laughed  wildly ;  he  de- 
scribed a  fight  at  which  he  had 
been  present.  It  was  not  possible 
that  such  a  castaway  as  this  should 
continue  in  a  house  where  her  two 
little  cherubs  were  growing  up  in 
innocence  and  grace. 
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The  ix»7  liftd  a  giteat  fancy  for 
India ;  and  **  Orme'g  Hisiory,  con- 
taining the  exploits  of  Ciive  and 
Lawrence,  wa«  nis  fayorite  book  of 
all  in  his  father's  library.  Being 
offered  a  writership,  he  scouted  the 
idea  of.  a  civil  appointment,  and 
wonid  be  contentoi  With  nothing 
bnt  a  nniibrm*  A  cayaliy  cadet- 
ship  was  procured  for  Thomas  New- 
come;  and  the  young  man's  future 
career  being  thus  determined,  and 
his  step-mother's  unwilling  consent 
procured,  Mr.  Newcome  thought  fit 
to  send  his  son  to  a  tutor  for  mili- 
tary instruction,  and  removed  him 
from  the  London  sdiool,  where,  in 
truth,  he  had  made  but  very  little 
prograss  io  the  humaner  letters. 
The  lad  wad  |daced  with  a  pro- 
fessor who  prepared  young  men  for 
the  army,  and  received  rather  a  better 
pof^ssional  education  than  fell  to  the 
jot  of  most  young  soldiers  of  his  day. 
He  cultivated  the  mathematics  and 
fortification  with  biore  assiduity  than 
he  had  ever  bestowed  on  Greek  and 
Latin,  and  especially  made  such  a 
progress  in  the  French  ton^e  as  was 
very  uncommon  among  the  British 
youth  his  contemporaries. 

In  the  study  of  this  agreeable 
lauj^uage,  over  which  young  Kew- 
come  spent  a  great  deal  of  lus  time, 
he  unluckily  had  some  instractors 
who  were  destined  to  bring  the  poor 
lad  into  yet  ftifther  trouble  at  home. 
His  tutor,  an  easy  gentleman,  lived  at 
Blackheath.  and,  not  fiir  from  thence, 
on  the  road  to  Woolwich,  dwelt  the 
little  Chevalier  de  Blois,  at  whose 
house  the  young  man  much  preferred 
to  take  his  French  lessons  rather  than 
to  rec^ye  them  under  his  tutor's  own 
t\)of. 

For  the  lact  was  that  the  little 
Chevalier  de  Blois  had  two  pretty 
young  daaghters,  with  whom  he  had 
ned  from  his  country  along  with 
thousands  of  French  gentiemen  at 
the  period  of  revoluttou  and  emigra- 
tion. He  was  a  cadet  of  a  very  an- 
cient family>  and  his  brother,  the 
Man^uis  de  Blois,  was  a  fiigitive  like 


himself,  but  with  the  army  o/  the 
princes  on  the  Rhine,  or  with  his 
exiled  sovereign  at  Mittau.  The 
Chevalier  had  seen  the  wars  of  the 
great  Frederic:  what  man  could  be 
found  better  to  teach  young  New* 
come  the  French  language,  and  the 
art  military  ?  '  It  was  surprising  with 
what  assiduityiie  pursued  his  studies. 
Mademoiselle  Leonore,  the  Ch«Hi> 
tier's  daughter,  would  cany  on  ler 
little  industry  vexy  undisturbedly  in 
the  same  parior  with  her  father  and 
his  pupil*  She  painted  card-racks; 
labored  at  embroidery ;  was  ready  to 
employ  her  quick  little  -brain  or  fiU' 
eers  in  any  way  bv  which  she  could 
find  means  to  add  a  few  shillings 
to  the  scan^  stone  on  which  tms 
exiled  fimiily  supported  themselves 
in  thdr  ds^  of  misfortune.  I  sup- 
pose the  Chevalier  was  not  in  the 
least  unquiet  about  her,  because  she 
was  promised  in  marriage  to  the 
Comte  de  Florae,  also  of  the  emigra- 
tion, a  distinguished  officer  like  the 
Chevalier,  than  whom  he  was  a  year 
older,  and,  at  the  time  of  which  we 
speak,  engaged  in  London  in  giving 
private  lessons  on  the  fiddle.  Some- 
times, on  a  Sunday,  he  would  walk  to 
Blackheath  with  thatinstrument  in  his 
hand,  and  pay  his  court  to  his  youn^ 
fiano^,  and  talk  over  hap^er  days 
with  his  old  companion  in  arms. 
Tom  Newcome  took  no  French  les- 
sons on  a  Sunday.  He  passed  that 
day  at  Clapham  generally,  where, 
strange  to  say,  he  never  said  a  word 
a|)out  Mademoiselle  de  Bloi& 

What  happens  when  two  young 
folks  of  eighteen,  handsome  and  ar- 
dent, generous  and  impetuous,  alone 
in  the  world,  or  without  strong  af- 
fections to  bind  them  elsewhere, — 
what  happens  when  they  meet  daily 
over  French  dictionaries,  cmbroideiy- 
frames,  or,  indeed,  upon  any  business 
whatever?  No  doubt  Mademoi8elle 
Lfonore  was  a  young  lady  perfectly 
\Am  dev4e,  and  ready,  as  every  well- 
elevated  young  Frenchwoman  should 
be,  to  accept  a  husband  of  her  par* 
ents'  choosing ;  but,  while  the  elderly 
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M.  Ab  Fiorftc  waft  tidying  in  LondoA, 
there  was  that  handsome  young  Tom 
Newcorae  ever  present  at  Btackheath. 
To  make  a  long  matter  short,  Tom 
declared  his  passion,  and  was  for 
marrying  L^onore  off-hand,  if  she 
would  but  come  with  him  to  the  little 
Catholic  chapel  at  WoolWloh.  Why 
should  they  niot  go  out  to  India  to- 
g«ihe»  and  be  happy  ever  after  ? 

Tke  innoeent  little  BiDOxae  may 
have  been  several  moMfas  in  trfeiHsac- 
tion,  aftd  was  dls^otered  by  Mrs. 
Newcoftie, '♦vhosekeen spectacles  noth- 
ing coaM  escape^  It  chanced  that 
she  drove  to  Blackheath  to  Tom's  tu- 
tor. Tom  was  absent  taking  his 
]^rench  and  drawing  lesson  of  M.  de 
Blois.  Thither  Tom's  step-mother 
followed  him,  and  found  the  young 
m&n  sui^  enough  with  his  instructor 
over  his  books  and  plans  of  fortifica- 
tion. Mademoiselle  and  hei'  card- 
screens  were  in  the  room,  but  behind 
those  screens  fthe  cxmld  not  hide  her 
bfnshes  and  confusion  from  Mrs. 
NeWcome's  sharp  glances.  In  one 
momefit  the  banker's  Wife  saw  the 
whole  a^ftiir,  —  the  whole  mystery 
which  had  been  passing  for  months 
under  poor  M.  de  Blois's  nose,  with- 
out his  having  the  leiast  iiotion  of  the 
tr«th. 

Mrs  NeW^me  said  she  Waflted  heir 
son  to  retnni  home  with  her  upon 
private  affairs  ;  and,  before  they  nad 
reached  tlie  Hermita^,  a  fine  battle 
had  ensued  bet^^^n  them.  His  moth- 
er had  charged  hini  tnth  being  a 
wretch  and  a  mohidterj  and  he  had  re- 
plied fiercely,  denying  the  accusation 
with  scorh,  and  announcitig'his  wish 
instantly  to  marry  the  most  virtuous, 
the  most  beautiful  of  her  seit.  To 
marry  a  papist  1  This  was  all  that 
was  wanted  to  fnake  poor  Tom's  cup 
of  bitterness  run  over.  Mr.  Newoome 
was  called  in,  and  the  two  elders 
passed  a  great  part  of  the  night  in  an 
assault  upon  the  lad.  He  was  grow<i 
too  tall  for  the  cane  ;  but  Mrs.  New- 
corae thonged  him  with  the  lash  of  her 
indignation  for  many  an  hour  that 
evening. 


He  was  forbidden  to  enter  M.  cfo 
Blois's  house,  a  prohibition  at  which 
the  spirited  young  fellow  snapped  his 
fingers,  and  laughed  in  scorn.  Noth- 
ing, he  swore,  but  death  should  part 
him  from  the  young  lady.  On  the 
next  day  his  &ther  came  to  him  alone 
and  plietidiim  with  entreaties,  but  he 
was  as  <j|bdurate  as  before.  He  would 
have  her ;  nothing  should  prevent 
him.  He  cocked  his  bat  and  walked 
out  of  the  lodge-gate,  as  his  fothef, 
quite  beaten  by  the  young  man's 
obstinacy,  with  haggard  face  and  tear- 
ful eyes,  went  his  own  way  into  town. 
He  was  not  ver^  angry  himself:  in 
the  coutse  of  their  tB&  overnight  the 
boy  had  spoken  brayely  and  honestly, 
and  Newcome  could  remember  how, 
in  his  own  eaily  life,  he,  too,  had- 
courted  and  loved  a  young  lass.  It 
was  Mrs.  Newcome  the  father  was 
afhdd  of.  Who  shril  depict  her 
wrath  at  the  idea  that  a  child  of  her 
bouSe  was  about  to  marfy  a  popish 
girl? 

So  voting  Newcotne  went  his  way 
to  Blackheath,  bent  u^n  falling 
straightway  down  upott  hss  knees  be- 
fore li^onoi^,  and  having  the  Cheva- 
lier's blessing.  That  old  fiddler  in 
Lobdon  scarcely  seemed  to  him  to  be 
an  obstacle ;  it  sdemed  monstrous  that 
a  young  creature  should  be  given  away 
to  a  man  older  than  her  own  father. 
He  did  not  know  the  law  of  honor,  as 
it  obtained  amongst  French  gentle- 
men of  those  days,  or  how  religiously 
their  daughters  were  bound  by  it. 

But  Mrs.  Neweome  had  been  be- 
forehand with  him,  and  had  visited 
the  Chevalier  de  Blois  almost  at  cock- 
crow, she  charged  him  insolently 
with  being  privy  to  the  attachment 
between  the  young  people;  pursued 
him  with  vulgar  rebukes  about  bcj;- 
gary,  popery,  and  French  adventur- 
ers. Her  husband  had  to  make  a  very 
contrite  apology  afterwards  fbr  the 
latfguage  which  his  wife  had  thought 
fit  to  employ.  "  You  fort)id  me,"  said 
the  Chevalier,  "you  forbid  Madem- 
oiselle de  Blols  to  marry  your  son, 
Mr.  Thomas !  No,  madam,  she  comes 
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of  a  race  which  is  not  accnstomed  to 
ally  itself  with  persons  of  your  class ; 
and  is  promised  to  a  gentleman  whose 
ancestors  were  dukes  and  peers  when 
Mr.  Newcome's  were  blacking  shoes ! " 
Instead  of  finding  his  pretty  blushing 
girl  on  arriving  at  Woolwich,  poor 
Tom  only  found  his  French  master, 
livid  with  n^  and  quivering  under 
his  at/«s  de  yigeon.  We  pass  over  the 
scenes  that  followed ;  the  young  man's 
passionate  entreaties,  and  liiry  and 
despair.  In  his  own  defence,  and 
to  prove  his  honor  to  the  world,  M. 
de  Blois  determined  that  his  daugh- 
ter should  instantly  marry  the  count. 
The  poor  girl  yielded  without  a  word, 
as  became  her ;  and  it  was  with  this 
marriage  effected  almost  before  his 
eyes,  and  frantic  with  wrath  and 
despair,  that  young  Newcome  em- 
barked for  India,  and  quitted  the 
parents  whom  he  was  never  more  to 

Tom's  name  was  no  more  men- 
tioned at  Clapham.  His  letters  to 
his  father  were  writteji  to  the  City ; 
very  pleasant  they  were,  and  comfort- 
ing to  the  father's  heart.  He  sent 
Tom  liberal  private  remittances  to 
India,  until  the  boy  wrote  to  say  that 
ho  wanted  no  more.  Mr.  Newcome 
would  have  liked  to  leave  Tom  all 
his  private  fortune,  for  the  twins  were 
only  too  well  cared  for ;  but  he  dared 
not  on  account  of  his  terror  of 
Sophia  Alethea,  his  wife;  and  lie 
died,  and  poor  Tom  was  only  secretly 
forgiven. 

— • — 

CHAPTER  in. 

COLONEL  NEWCOME'8  LETTEB-BOX. 

I. 

With  the  most  heartfelt  joy,  my 
dear  Major,  I  take  up  my  pen  to 
announce  to  you  the  happy  arrival  of 
the  "  Ramchunder,"  and  the  dearest 
and  handsomest  little  boy  who,  I  am 
sure,  ever  came  from  India.  Little 
Clive  is  in  perfect  health.  He  speaks 
English   wtmaerfidly  well.    He  cried 


when  he  parted  fiom  Mr.  Sneid,  the 
supercargo,  who  most  kindly  brought 
him  from  Southampton  in  a  post- 
chaise,  but  these  tears  in  childhood 
are  of  very  brief  duration  I  The  voy- 
age, Mr.  Sneid  states,  was  most  lA- 
vorable,  occupying  only  four  months 
and  eleven  days.  How  difierentfrom 
that  more  lengthened  and  dangerous 
passage  of  eight  months,  and  •hnost 
perpetual  sea-sickness,  in  whkb  my 
poor  ^ear  sister  Emma  went  to  Ben- 
gal, to  become  the  wife  of  the  best  of 
husbands  and  the  mother  of  the  dear- 
est of  little  boys,  and  to  enjoy  these 
inestimable  blessings  for  so  brief  an 
interval !  She  has  quitted  this  wicked 
and  wretched  world  for  one  where  all 
is  peace.  The  misery  and  ill-treat- 
ment which  she  endured  from  Cap- 
tain Casey,  her  first  odious  husbandj, 
were,  I  am  sure,  amply  repaid,  my 
dear  Colonel,  by  your  subsequent 
affection.  K  the  most  sumptuous 
dresses  which  London,  even  Paris, 
could  supply,  jewelry  the  most  cost- 
ly, and  elegant  lace,  and  everything 
lovdy  and  fashionable  could  content  a 
woman,  these,  I  am  sure,  during  the 
last  four  years  of  her  life,jthe  poor 
girl  had.  Of  what  avail  are  ^  they 
when  this  scene  of  vanity  is  closed  ? 

''Mr.  Sneid  announces  that  ihe 
passage  was  most  favorable.  They 
stayed  a  week  at  t^e  Cape,  and  three 
days  at  St.  Helena,  where  they  visited 
Bonaparte's  tomb,  (another  instance 
of  the  vanity  of  all  things ! )  and 
their  voyage  was  enlivened  off  Ascen- 
sion by  the  taking  of  some  delicious 
turtle! 

"  You*  may  be  sure  that  ihe  most 
liberal  sum  which  you  have  placed  to 
my  credit  with  the  Messrs.  Hobson 
&  Co.  shall  be  faithfully  expended 
on  my  dear  little  charge.  Mrs.  New- 
come  can  scarcely  be  called  his  grand- 
mamma, I  suppose  ;  and  I  dare  say 
her  methodistical  Ladyship  will  not 
care  to  see  the  daughter  and  grand- 
son of  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of 
England !  My  brother  Charles  took 
leave  to  wait  upon  her  when  he^  pre- 
sented your  last  most  gentrous  bill  at 
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the  bank.  She  received  him  most 
rud'ttyy  and  said  a  fool  and  his  money 
are  soon  parted ;  and  when  Charles 
said,  '  Madam,  I  am  the  brother  of 
the  late  Mrs.  Major  Newcome.'  *  Sir/ 
says  she,  *  I  judge  nobody ;  but  from 
all  accounts,  you  are  the  brother  of  a 
very  vain,  idle,  thoughtless,  extrava- 
gant woman ;  and  Thomas  Newcome 
was  as  foolish  about  his  wife  as  about 
his  money.'  Of  course,  unless  Mrs. 
N.  writes  to  invite  dear  Clive,  I  shall 
not  think  of  sending  him  to  Clap- 
ham. 

"  It  is  such  hot  weather  that  I  can- 
not wear  the  beautiful  shawl  you  have 
sent  me,  and  shall  keep  it  in  laoencUir 
till  next  winter  1  My  brother,  who 
thanks  you  for  your  continuous  boun- 
ty, will  write  next  month,  and  report 
progress  as  to  his  dear  pupil.  Clive 
will  add  a  postscript  of  his  own, 
and  I  am,  my  dear  Major,  with  a 
thousand  thanks  for  your  kindness 
to  me, 

"  Your  grateful  and  affectionate 
"Mabtha  Honeyman." 

In  a  round  hand  and  onlines  ruled 
with  pencil :  — 

"  Dearest  Papa  i  am  very  well  i 
hope  you  are  Very  Well.  Mr.  Sneed 
brought  me  in  a  postchaise  i  like  Mr. 
Sneed  very  much,  i  like  Aunt  Mar- 
tha i  like  Hannah.  There  are  no 
ships  here  1  am  your  affectionate  son 
Clive  Newcome, 

II. 

**  Bui  St.  Doxiniqub  St.  Obbmhit, 

Pabis,  Nov.  16, 1820. 

"Long  separated  from  the  coun- 
try which  was  the  home  of  my  youth, 
I  carried  from  her  tender  recollec- 
tions, and  bear  her  always  a  lively 
gratitude.  The  Heaven  has  placed 
me  in  a  position  very  diflferent  from 
that  in  which  I  knew  you.  I  have 
been  the  mother  of  many  children. 
My  husband  has  recovered  a  portion 
of  the  property  which  the  Revolution 
tore  from  us ;  and  France,  in  retum- 
mir  to  its  legitimate  sovereign,  re- 
ceived once  more  the  nobility  which  ac- 


companied his  august  house  into  exile. 
We,  however,  preceded  his  Majesty, 
more  happy  than  many  of  our  com- 
panions. Believing  further  resist- 
ance to  be  useless  ;  dazzled,  perhaps, 
by  the  brilliancy  of  that  genius  which 
restored  order,  submitted  Europe, 
and  governed  France,  —  M.  de  Florae, 
in  the  first  days,  was  reconciled  to 
the  Conqueror  of  Marengo  and  Aus- 
teriitz,  and  held  aposition  in  his  Im- 
perial Court.  This  submission,  at 
first  attributed  to  infidelity,  has  sub- 
sequently been  pardoned  to  my  hus- 
band. His  sufferings  during  the 
Hundred  Days  made  to  pardon  his 
adhesion  to  him  who  was  Emperor. 
My  husband  is  now  an  old  man.  He 
was  of  the  disastrous  campaign  of 
Moscow,  as  one  of  the  chamberlains 
of  Napoleon.  Withdrawn  from  the 
world  ne  gives  his  time  to  his  feeble 
health,  —  to  his  family,  —  to  Heaven. 

"  I  have  not  forgotten  a  time  be- 
fore those  days,  when,  according  to 
promises  given  by  my  father,  I  be- 
came the  wife  of  M.  de  Florae. 
Sometimes  I  have  heard  of  your 
career.  One  of  my  parents,  M.  de 
F.,  who  took  service  in  the  English 
India,  has  entertained  me  of  you ;  he 
informed  me  how,  yet  a  vo^ng  man, 
you  won  laurels  at  Argom  and 
Bhartpour ;  how  you  escaped  to 
death  at  Laswari.  I  have  followed 
them,  sill  on  the  map.  I  have  taken 
part  in  your  victories  and  your  glory. 
Ah  !  I  am  not  so  cold  but  my  heart 
has  trembled  for  your  dangers ;  not 
so  aged  but  I  remember  the  young 
man  who  learned  fix)m  the  pupil  of 
Frederic  the  first  rudiments  of  war. 
Your  great  hearty  your  love  of  truth, 
your  couraj2:e  were  your  own.  None 
had  to  teach  you  those  qualities,  of 
which  a  good  God  had  endowed  yon. 
My  good  father  is  dead  since  many 
years.  He,  too,  was  permitted  to  see 
France  before  to  die. 

"  I  have  read  in  the  English  jour- 
nals not  only  that  you  are  married, 
but  that  you  have  a  son.  Permit  me 
to  send  to  your  wife,  to  your  child, 
these  accompanjing  tokens  of  an  old 
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friendsliip.  I  have  seen  that 
tress  Newcome  was  widow,  and  am 
not  sorry  of  it  Mj  friend,  I  hope 
there  was  not  that  difference  of  age 
between  your  wife  and  yon  that  I 
have  known  in  oth<>*r  unions.  I  pray 
the  good  Ood  to  bless  yours.  I  hold 
yon  always  in  my  memory.  As  I 
write  the  past  comes  back  to  me.  I 
see  a  noble  young  maa>  who  has  a 
soft  voice,  ana  brown  eyes.  I  see  the 
Thames,  and  the  smuing  plains  of 
Blackheath.  I  listen  and  pray  at  my 
chamber-door  as  my  father  talks  to 
you  in  our  little  cabinet  of  studies. 
I  look  from  my  window,  and  see  yo« 
depart. 

'*  My  sons  are  men  :  one  follows 
the  profession  of  arms,  one  has  em- 
braced the  ecclesiastical  state;  my 
daughter  is  herself  a  mother.  I  re- 
member this  was  your  birthday;  I 
have  made  myself  a  little  fete  in  ode- 
brating  it,  aner  how  many  years  of 
absence,  of  silence  I 

''COMTESBE   DB   FlORAG. 
*«(NeeL.  deBloiB.)" 

111. 

"  Mt  DEAB  Thomab,  —  Mr.  Sneid, 
supercargo  of  the  *  Bamchunder '  East 
Indiaman,  handed  over  to  tts  yester- 
day your  letter,  and,  to-day,  1  haye 
purchased  three  thousand  three  hun- 
dred and  twenty-three  pounds  6  and 
Sd.  three  per  cent  Consols,  in  our 
joint  names  (H.  and  B.  Newcome), 
held  for  your  little  boy.  Mr.  S.  giyes 
a  very  fayorable  account  of  the  little 
man,*  and  left  him  in  perfect  health 
two  days  since,  at  the  house  of  his 
aunt,  Miss  Honeyman.  We  have 
placed  £  200  to  that  lady's  credit,  at 
your  desire. 

"Lady  Ann  is  charmed  with  the 
present  which  she  receiyed  yesterday, 
and  says  the  white  shawl  is  a  great 
deal  too  handsome.  My  mother  is 
also  greatly  pleased  with  hers,  and 
has  forwarded,  by  the  coach  to  Brigh- 
ton, to-day,  a  packet  of  books,  tracts, 
&c,  suited  for  his  tender  age,  for  your 
little  hoy.  She  heard  of  you  latelj 
from  the  Bey.  T.  Sweatenham,  on  his 


retam  fh)m  India.  He  spoke  of  yonr 
kindness,  and  of  the  hospitable  man- 
ner in  which  you  had  received  him  at 
your  house,  and  alluded  to  you  in  a 
yery  handsome  way  in  the  course  of 
the  thanksgiying  that  eyening.  I 
dare  say  my  mother  will  ask  your 
little  boy  to  the  hermitages  and,  when 
we  have  a  house  of  our  owUy  I  am 
sure  Ann  and  1  will  be  yery  happy  to 
see  him.    Youn  affectionately, 

"B.  NvwcoHEr 
««MAicia  Nsirooju." 

!▼• 

"  Mt  DisjwB  Colonel,  -^  Did  I  not 
know  the  generosity  of  your  heart, 
and  the  bountiful  means  which  Heaven 
has  put  at  your  disposal  in  order  to 
gratify  that  noble  disposition ;  were  I 
not  certain  that  the  small  sum  I  re- 
quired will  permanently  ^lace  me  be- 
Jrond  the  reach  of  the  difficulties  of 
ife,  and  will  infallibly  be  repaid  before 
six  months  are  over,  believe  me  I 
neyer  would  have  yentured  apon  that 
bold  step  which  our  friendship  (car- 
ried on  epistolarily  as  it  has  been), 
our  relationship,  and  your  admirable 
disposition,  have  induced  me  to  ven- 
ture to  ti^. 

**  That  elegant  and  commodious 
chapel,  known-  as  Lady  Whittlesea's, 
Demnark  Street)  May  Fair,  being  for 
sale,  I  hare  determined  on  yentnring 
my  all  in  its  acquisition,  and  in  lay- 
ing, as  I  hope,  the  foundation  of  a 
competence  lor  myself  and  excellent 
sister.  What  is  a  lodging-house  ax 
Brighton  bat  an  uncertain  mainten* 
ance  ?  The  mariner  on  the  sea  before 
those  clifis  is  no  more  sure  of  wind 
and  wave^  or  of  fish  to  his  laborious 
net,  than  the  Brighton  house-owner 
(bred  in  affluence  she  may  have  been, 
and  used  to  unremitting  plenty)  to 
the  support  of  the  casual  travellers 
who  visit  the  city.  On  one  day  they 
come  in  shoals,  it  is  true,  but  where 
are  they  on  the  next?  For  many 
months  my  poor  sister's  first-floor 
was  a  desert,  until  occupied  by  your 
noble  little  boy,  my  nephew  and  pupil. 
Clive  is  ererything  that  a  father's,  an 
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ancle's  (who  loves  him  as  afathor), 
a  paitor'ti,  a  teacher's  aifections  could 
desire.  He  is  not  one  o'f  those  prema- 
ture geniuses  whose  much-vaunted  in- 
fiintine  talents  disappear  along  with 
adolescence ;  he  is  not,  I  franklj  own, 
more  advanced  in  his  classical  and 
mathematical  studies  than  some  chil- 
dren even  jounger  than  himself;  but 
he  has  aoqulred  the  mdiments  of 
health;  he  has  laid  in  a  store  of  hon- 
esty and  good'humor,  which  are  not 
less  likely  to  advance  faim  in  life  than 
mere  science  and  language^  than  the 
OS  inprcBseuti,  or  the  poo$  anporum. 

"  But  I  forget,  in  thinking  of  my 
dear  friend  and  pupil,  the  subject  of 
this  letter,  namely,  the  acquisition  of 
the  pn^rietary  chapel  to  which  I 
have  allnded,  and  the  hopes,  nay,  cer- 
tainty of  a  fortune,  if  aught  below  is 
certain,  which  that  acquisition  holds 
oat.  What  is  a  <9uracy,  but  a  syo- 
onyme  for  starvation  ?  If  we  accuse 
the  Eremites  of  old  of  wasting  their 
lives  in  unprofitable  wildernesses, 
what  shall  we  say  to  many  a  hermit 
of  Protestant  and  so-called  civilized 
times,  who  hides  bis  head  in  solitude 
in  Yorkshire,  and  buries  his  probably 
£ne  talents  in  a  LiBOolnshire  fon  ? 
Have  X  genius  ?  Am  I  hlessad  with 
gifts  of  eloquence  to  thrill  and  soothe, 
to  arouse  the  sluggish,  to  terrifv  the 
sinful,  to  cheer  and  convince  the  timid, 
to  lead  the  blind  gvoping  in  darkness, 
and  to  trample  the  au£cioas  sceptic 
in  the  dust  ?  My  own  omseience,  be- 
sides a  hundred  testimonials  frova. 
places  of  popular,  most  popular  wor^ 
ship,  from  reverend  nrelates,  from  dis- 
tinguished elfiiigy,  tell  me  I  have  these 
gifts.  A  voice  withiii  ma  cries,  '  Go 
forth,  Charles  Honeyman,  fight  the 
good  fight ;  wipe  the  tears  of  the  re- 
pentant dinner ;  sing  of  hope  to  the 
.agonized  criminal ;  whisper  courage, 
brother,  courage,  at  the  lastly  death- 
bed, and  strike  down  the  infidel  with 
the  lance  of  evidence  and  the  shield  of 
reason!'  In  a  pecuniary  point  of 
view,  I  am  confident,  nay,  the  calcula- 
tions may  be  established  as  irresistibly 
«s  an  algebraic  equation,  that  I  can 


realize,  as  incumbent  of  Lady  Whit- 
tlesea's  chapel,  the  sum  of  not  teas  than 
one  thousand  pounds  per  annum. 
Such  a  sum,  with  economy,  (and  with- 
out it  what  sum  wese  sufiicient  ?)  will 
enable  me  to  provide  amply  for  my 
wants,  to  discharge  my  obligations  to 
you,  my  sister,  and  some  other  cred- 
itors, ver^,  very  unlike  yon,  and  to 
place  Miss  Honeyman  in  a  home 
more  worthy  of  her  thaa  that  which 
she  now  occupies,  only  to  vacate  it  at 
the  beck  of  every  passing  stranger ! 

**  My  sistw  does  not  disapprove  of 
my  plan,  into  which  eater  some  modi- 
fications vrhich  I  have  not  as  yet  sub- 
mitted to  her,  being  anxious  at  first 
that  they  should  be  sanctioned  by 
you.  From  the  income  of  the  Whit- 
tlesea  Chapel  I  propose  to  allow  Miss 
Honeyman  the  sum  of  two  hundred 
pounds  per  annum,  paid  quarterly. 
This,  with  her  private  property,  which 
she  has  kept  more  thriftily  than  her 
anfortHuate  and  confiding  brother 
guarded  his  (for  whenever  I  had  a 
guinea  a  tale  of  distress  would  melt 
it  into  half  a  sovereign),  will  enable 
Miss  Honeyman  to  live  in  a  way  be- 
coming my  father's  daughter. 

"  Comforted  with  this  provision  as 
my  sister  will  be,  I  would  suggest 
that  our  dearest  young  Clive  should 
be  transferred  from  her  petticoat 
government,  and  given  up  to  the  care 
of  his  afl^tionate  uncle  and  tutor. 
His  present  allowance  will  most  liber- 
ally suffice  for  his  expenses,  board, 
lodging:,  and  education  while  under 
my  roof,  and  I  shall  be  able  to  exert 
a  paternal,  a  pastoral  influence  over 
his  studies,  his  conduct,  and  his  high- 
est welfare,  which  I  cannot  so  con- 
veniently exercise  at  Brighton,  where 
I  am  but  Miss  Honeyman's  stipen- 
diary, and  where  I  often  have  to  sub- 
mit in  cases  where  I  know,  for  dear- 
est Clive's  own  welfare,  it  is  I,  and 
not  my  sister,  should  be  paramount. 

"  I  have  given,  then,  to  a  friend, 
the  Rev.  Marcus  Flather,  a  draft  for 
two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  sterling, 
drawn  upon  you  at  your  agent's  in 
Calcutta,  which  sum.  will  go  in  liqui- 
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dation  of  dear  Cliye's-  first  year's 
board  with  me,  or,  upon  my  word  of 
honor  as  a  gentleman  and  clergyman, 
shall  be  paid  back  at  three  months 
after  sight,  if  you  will  draw  upon  me. 
As  I  never  —  no,  were  it  my  last 
penny  in  the  world  —  would  dishonor 
your  draft,  I  implore  you,  my  dear 
Colonel,  not  to  refuse  mine.  My 
credit  in  this  city  where  credit  is 
everjfthing,  and  the  awful  future  so 
little  thought  of,  my  engagements  to 
Mr.  Flather,  my  own  prospects  in 
life,  and  the  comfort  of  my  dear 
sister's  declining  years,  all  —  all  de- 
pend upon  this  tx>ld,  this  eventful 
measure.  My  ruin  or  my  earthly 
happiness  lies  entirely  in  your  hands. 
Can  I  doubt  which  way  your  kind 
heart  will  lead  you,  and  that  you  will- 
come  to  the  aid  of  your  affectionate 
brother-in-law, 

"  Chables  Honbtmak. 

"  Our  little  Clive  has  been  to  Lon- 
don on  a  visit  to  his  uncle's  and  to 
the  Hermitage,  Clapham,  to  pay  his 
duty  to  his  step-grandmother,  the 
wealthy  Mrs.  Newcome.  I  pass  oyer 
words  disparaging  of  myself  which 
the  child  in  his  artless  prattle  subse- 
quently narrated.  She  was  very  gra- 
cious to  Am,  and  presented  him  with 
a  five-pound  note,  a  copy  of  "  Kirk 
White  s  Poems,"  and  a  work  called 
"Little  Henry  and  his  Bearer,"  re- 
lating to  India,  and  the  excellent 
Catechism  of  our  Church.  Clive  is 
full  of  humor,  and  I  enclose  you  a 
rude  scrap  representing  the  bishopess 
of  Clapham,  as  she  is  called,  —  the 
other  figure  is  a  rude  though  enter- 
taining sketch  of  some  other  droll 
personage. 

t»  LiKUTBNANT-GOLOiriL  NrITOOMB,  &0.*' 

"  Mt  dear  Colonel,  —  The  Rev. 
Marcus  Flather  has  just  written  me  a 
letter  at  which  I  am  greatly  shocked 
and  perplexed,  informing  me  that  my 
brother  Charles  has  given  him  a  draft 
upon  you  for  two  hundred  and  fifty 
T>ounds,  when,  goodness  knows,  it  is  not 


you  but  we  who  are  many,  many  hun- 
dred pounds  debtors  to  you.  Charles 
has  explained  that  he  drew  the  bill 
at  your  desire,  that  you  wrote  to  say 
you  would  be  glad  to  serve  him  in  any 
way,  and  that  the  money  is  wanted  to 
make  his  fortune.  Yet  I  don't  know, 
poor  Charles  is  always  going  to  make 
his  fortune  and  has  never  done  it.  That 
school  which  he  bought,  and  for  which 
you  and  me  between  us  paid  the  pur- 
chase-money, turned  out  no  good,  and 
the  only  pupils  left  at  the  end  of  the 
first  half-year  were  two  woolly-headed 
poor  little  mulattoes,  whose  father  was 
m  jail  at  St.  Kitts,  and  whom  I  kept 
actually  in  my  own  second-floor  back- 
room whilst  the  lawyers  were  settling 
things,  and  Charles  was  away  in 
France,  and  until  my  dearest  little 
Clive  came  to  live  with  me. 

**  Then,  as  he  was  too  small  for  a 
great  school,  I  thought  Clive  could 
not  do  better  than  stay  with  his  old 
aunt,  and  have  his  uncle  Charles  for  a 
tutor,  who  is  one  of  the  finest  scholars 
in  the  world.  I  wish  you  could  hear 
him  in  the  pulpit.  His  delivery  is 
grander  and  more  impressive  than 
any  divine  now  in  England.  His 
sermons  you  have  subscribed  for,  and 
likewise  his  book  of  elegant  poems, 
which  are  pronounced  to  m  very 
JvM. 

"  When  he  returned  from  Calais, 
and  those  horrid  lawyers  had  left  off 
worriting  him,  I  thought,  as  his  frame 
was  much  shattered  and  he  was  too 
weak  to  take  a  curacy,  that  he  could 
not  do  better  than  become  Clive's 
tutor,  and  agreed  to  pay  him  out  of  ^ 
your  handsome  donation  of  250  /.  for 
Clive,  a  sum  of  one  hundred  pounds 
per  year,  so  that,  when  the  board  of 
the  two  and  Clive's  clothing  are  taken 
into  consideration,  I  think  you  will  see 
that  no  great  profit  is  left  to  Miss 
Martha  Honevman. 

"  Charles  talks  to  me  of  his  new 
church  in  London,  and  of  making 
me  some  grand  allowance,  —  the 
poor  boy  is  very  affectionate,  and 
always  building  castles  in  the  air,  — • 
and  of  having  Clive  to  live*  with  him 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


23 


in  London.  Now  this  must  n't  be,  and 
I  won't  hear  of  it.  Charles  is  too  kind 
to  be  a  schoolmaster,  and  Master 
Clive  laughs  at  him.  It  was  only 
the  other  day,  after  his  return  from 
his  granifmamma's,  regarding  which 
I  wrote  you,  per  *  Burrampooter,'  the 
23d  ult,  that  I  found  a  picture  of 
Mrs.  Newcome  and  Charles  too,  and 
of  both  their  spectacles,  quite  like.  I 
put  it  away,  but  some  rogue,  I  sup- 
pose, has  stolen  it.  He  has  done  me 
and  Hannah  too.  Mr.  Speck,  the 
artist,  laughed  and  took  it  home,  and 
says  he  is  a  wonder  at  drawing. 

"  Instead,  then,  of  allowing  Clive 
to  go  with  Charles  to  London  next 
month,  where  my  brother  is  bent  on 
going,  I  shall  send  Clivey  to  Dr. 
Timpany's  school.  Marine  Parade, 
of  which  I  hear  the  best  account, 
but  I  hope  you  will  think  of  soon 
sending  him  to  a  great  school.  My 
£ither  always  said  it  was  the  best 
place  for  boys,  and  I  have  a  brother 
to  whom  my  poor  mother  spared  the 
rod,  and  who,  I  fear,  has  turned  out 
but  a  spoilt  child. 

"I  am,  dear  Colonel,  your  most 
fiiithful  servant, 

*  "Martha  Honetman. 

**  IdBomAar-GoLoiraL  Niwoomb,  G.  B.** 

TI. 

"  My  dear  Brother,  —  I  hasten 
to  inform  you  of  a  calamity  which, 
though  it  might  be  looked  for  in  the 
course  of  nature,  has  occasioned  deep 
grief  not  only  in  our  family  but  in  this 
city.  This  morning,  at  half-past  four 
o'clock^  our  beloved  and  respected 
mother,  Sophia  Alethea  Newcome, 
expired,  at  the  advanced  age  of  eighty- 
three  years.  On  the  night  of  Tuesday- 
Wednesday,  the  12-13th,  havinp^been 
engaged  reading  and  writing  m  her 
library  until  a  Tate  hour,  and  having 
dismissed  the  servants,  whomshe  never 
would  allow  to  sit  up  for  her,  as  well 
as  my  brother  and  his  wife,  who  always 
are  in  the  habit  of  retiring  early,  Mrs. 
Newcome  extinguished  the  lamps,  took 
a  bedchamber  candle  to  return  to  her 
room,  and  must  have  fidlen  on  the  land- 


ing, where  she  was  discovered  b^  the 
maids,  sitting  with  her  head  rechning 
against  the  balustrades,  and  endeavor- 
ing to  stanch  a  wound  in  her  fore- 
head, which  was  bleeding  profusely, 
having  struck  in  a  fall  against  the 
stone  step  of  the  stair. 

"  When  Mrs.  Newcome  was  found 
she  was  speechless,  but  still  sensible, 
and,  medical  aid  being  sent  for,  she 
was  carried  to  bed.  M|[.  Newcome  and 
Lady  Ann  both  hurried  to  her  apart- 
ment, and  she  knew  them,  and  took 
the  hands  of  each,  but  paralysis  had 
probably  ensued  in  consequence  of 
the  shock  of  the  fall;  nor  was  her 
voice  ever  heard,  except  in  inarticu- 
late moanings,  since  the  hour,  on  the 
previous  evening,  when  she  gave  them 
ner  blessing  and  bade  them  good  night. 
Thus  perished  this  good  and  excellent 
woman,  the  truest  Christian,  the  most 
charitable  friend  to  the  poor  and  need- 
ful, the  head  of  this  great  house  of 
business,  the  best  and  most  affection- 
ate of  mothers. 

"  The  contents  of  her  will  have 
long  been  known  to  us,  and  that 
document  was  dated  one  month  after 
our  lamented  father's  death.  Mr. 
Thomas  Newcome's  property  being 
divided  equally  amongst  his  three 
sons,  the  property  of  his  second  wife 
naturally  devolves  upon  her  own 
issue,  my  brother  Brian  and  myself. 
There  are  very  heavy  legacies  to 
servants  and  to  charitable  and  re- 
ligious institutions,  of  which,  in  life, 
she  was  the  munificent  patroness  ; 
and  I  regret,  my  dear  brother,  that 
no  memorial  to  you  should  have 
been  left  by  my  mother,  because  she 
often  spoke  of  you  latterly  in  terms 
of  affection,  and  on  the  very  day  on 
which  she  died  commenced  a  letter 
to  vour  little  boy,  which  was  left  un- 
finished on  the  library  table.  My 
brother  said  that  on  that  same  day, 
at  breakfast,  she  pointed  to  a  volume 
of  *  Orme's  Hindostan,'  the  book, 
she  said,  which  set  poor  dear  Tom 
wild  to  go  to  India.  I  know  you  will 
be  pleased  to  hear  of  these  proofs  of 
returning  good-will  and  affection  in 
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<>ne  who  often  spoke  la-tterly  of  her 
early  regard  for  you.  I  have  no 
Biore  time,  under  the  weight  of  busi- 
ness whic^  this  present  aMlction  en- 
tails, than  to  say  that  I  am  yours, 
dear  brother,  very  sincerely, 

**  H.  Nbwcome. 
**  lacDTiiriUrTr<?OLOsaL  Nswooi^  &a" 


CHAPTER  IV. 

%S  WHICH  THE  AUTWOR  AN©  THE 
HEBO  RESUME  THEIR  ACQUAINT- 
ANCE. 

If  we  ai^  to  narrate  the  youthful 
history  not  only  of  the  hero  of  this 
|»,le,  but  of  the  hero's  father,  we 
shall  never  have  done  with  nurseir 
biography.  A  gentleman's  grand- 
mother may  delight  in  fond  recapitu- 
lation of  her  darling's  boyish  frolics 
and  early  genius ;  but  shall  we  weary 
xmr  kind  readers  by  this  infantile 
prattle,  and  set  down  the  revered 
JBritish  public  for  ui  old  woman? 
Only  to  two  or  three  persons  in  ail 
the  world  are  the  reminiscences  of  a 
man's  qarly  youth  interesting :  to  the 
parent  who  nursed  him  ;  to  the  fond 
wife  or  child  mayhap  afterwards  who 
loves  him ;  to  himself  always  and 
supremely,  —  whatever  may  be  his 
actual  prosperity  or  ill  fortune,  his 
present  age,  illness,  difficulties,  re- 
nown, or  disappointments, —  the  dawn 
of  his  life  still  shines  brightly  for 
•him,  the  early  griefs  and  delights 
luid  attjachments  reqialn  with  him 
€ver  faithful  and  dear.  I  shall  ask 
leave  to  say,  regairding  the  juvenile 
;biography  of  Mr.  CUve  Newcome, 
of  whose  histoay  I  am  .tiie  Ciuponi- 
«ler,  only  so  much  as  is  sufficient  to 
^coufit  for  some  peculiarities  of  his 
character,  ,and  for  his  subsequent  ca- 
reer in  the  world. 

Although  we  were  school-fellows, 
;my  acquaintance  with  young  New- 
come  at  the  seat  of  learning  where 
we  first  met  was  very  brief  and  cas- 
ual. He  had  the  advantage  of  being 
.•ix  yearp  th^  jnnipr  ai  his  present 


hiogra]^r,  and  such  a  difference  of 
age  between  lads  at  a  public  school 
puts  intimacy  out  of  the  question,  — 
a  junior  ensign  being  no  more  fa- 
miliar with  the  commander-in-chief 
at  the  Horse  Guards ;  or  a  barrister 
on  his  first  circuit  with  my  Lord 
Chief  Justice  on  the  bench,  than  the 
newly  breeched  infant  in  the  Petties 
with  a  senior  boy  in  a  tailed  coat. 
We  •*  knew  each  other  at  home,"  as 
Ojur  school  phrase  was,  aiid  our  fami- 
lies were  somewhat  .acquainted ;  New- 
cow^'^  maternal  uncle,  the  Rev. 
Charles  Qoneyman  (t;he  highly  gif^ 
ed  preacher,  and  incumbent  of  Lady 
Whit^lesea's  Chapel,Denn^ark  Street, 
May  Fair),  wj^en  he  brought  the 
child,  after  the  Christmas  vacation 
of  1 82-,  to  the  Greyfriars'  school, 
recommended  him,  in  a  neat  compli- 
mentary speech,  to  my  superintend- 
ence and  protectipn.  My  uncle, 
Major  Peijidennis,  had,  for  a  while,  ^. 
«eat  iu  f^e  chapel  of  this  sweet  and 
popular  pr^cher,  and  professed,  as  a 
great  number  of  persons  of  fasliio^ 
did,  a  great  admiration  for  him, — 
BjjL  adi^ation  which  I  shared  in  my 
early  youth,  but  which  has  been  moi- 
ified  by  maturer  judgment.  • 

Mr.*  Honeyman  told  me,  with  an 
air  of  deep  respect,  that  his  young 
nephew's  father.  Colonel  Thomas 
Newcome,  C.  B.,  was  a  most  gallant 
and  distingi^ish/e<]l  officer  in  the  Be^- 
^a.1  est}9tblishm^.t  of  the  Honorable 
East  Jp4i9L  Coi^pany;  and  that  his 
uncles,  th^  C<rionel's  half-hrothers, 
were  the  eq^inent  bankers,  heads  of 
the  finn  of  Hobson  Brothers  &  New- 
come,  Hobson  Newcoi^^e,  Esquire, 
Bryanston  Squa;rej  and  Marble  Head, 
Sussex,  and  Sir  Brian  Newcome,  of 
Neweomi,e,  and  Park  Lane,  "whom 
to  Aajme,"  says  Mr.  Honeyman,  with 
the  j^uent  eloquence  with  which  he 
decorated  the  commonest  circum- 
stances of  l^e,  "  is  to  designate  two 
of  the  merchant  princes  of  the  weal- 
thiest city  the  world  has  ever  known ; 
and  one,  if  not  two,  of  the  leaders  of 
that  aristocracy  which  rallies  round 
the  throne  of  the  n(iost  elega,nt  and  re- 
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fined  of  European  goyereigns."  I 
promised  Mr.  Iloneyman  to  do  what 
I  could  for  the  boy ;  and  he  proceeded 
to  take  leave  of  his  little  nephew  in 
my  presence  in  terms  equally  eloquent, 
pulling  out  a  long  and  very  slender 
qreen  purse,  from  which  he  extracted 
the  sum  of  two  and  sixpence,  which 
he  presented  to  the  child,  who  received 
the  money  with  rather  a  queer  twinkle 
in  his  blue  eyes. 

After  that  day's  school,  I  met  my 
little  protege  in  the  neighborhood  of 
the  pastry-cook's,  regsding  himself 
with  raspberry  tarts.  "  You  must 
not  spend  all  that  money,  sir,  which 
your  uncle  gave  you,"  said  I  (having 
perhap  even  at  that  early  age  a 
slightly  satirical  turn),  "  in  tarts  and 
ginger-beer." 

The  urchin  rubbed  the  raspberry 
jam  off  his  mouth,  and  said,  ''It 
don't  matter,  sir,  for  I  'vie  got  lots 


more." 
"How 


much?"  says  the  Grand 
Inquisitor :  for  the  formula  of  in- 
terrogation used  to  be,  when  a  new 
boy  came  to  the  school,  "What's 
your  name  ?  Who 's  your  father '{  and 
how  much  money  have  you  got  ?  " 

The  little  fellow  pulled  such  a  hand- 
ful of  sovereigns  out  of  his  pocket  as 
might  have  made  the  tallest  scholar 
feel  a  pang  of  envy.  "  Uncle  Hob- 
son,"  says  he,  "  gave  me  two ;  Aunt 
Hobson  gave  me  one,  —  no,  Aunt 
Hobson  gave  me  thirty  shillings ; 
Uncle  Ncwcome  gave  me  three  pound ; 
and  Aunt  Ann  gave  me  one  pound 
five ;  and  Aunt  Honeyman  sent  me 
ten  shillings  in  a  letter.  And  Ethel 
wanted  to  give  me  a  pound,  only  I 
would  n't  have  it,  you  know ;  because^ 
Ethel 's  younger  than  me,  and  I  have 
plenty." 

"And  who  is  Ethel?"  asks  the 
senior  boy,  smiling  at  the  artless 
youth's  confessions. 

"  Ethel  is  my  cousin,"  replies  little 
Newcorae;  "Aunt  Ann's  daughter. 
There  's  Ethel  and  Alice,  and  Aunt 
Ann  wanted  the  baby  to  be  called 
Boadicca,  only  uncle  would  n't ;  and 
there  's  Barnes  and  Egbert  and  little 


Alfred ;  only  he  don't  count,  he 's 
quite  a  baby  you  know.  Egbert  and 
me  was  at  school  at  Timpanv's ;  he 's 
going  to  Eaton  next  half!  He  's 
older  than  me,  but  I  can  lick  him." 

"  And  how  old  is  Egbert  ?  "  asks 
the  smiling  senior. 

"  Egbert 's  ten,  and  I  'm  nine,  and 
Ethel  's  seven,"  replies  the  little 
chubby-faced  hero,  digging  his  hands 
deep  into  his  trousers  pockets,  and 
jingling  all  the  sovereigns  there.  I 
advised  him  to  let  me  to  his  banker ; 
and,  keeping  one  out  of  his  many 
gold  pieces,  he  handed  over  the  others, 
on  which  he  drew  with  great  liberal- 
ly till  his  whole  stock  was  expended. 
The  school-hours  of  the  upper  and 
under  boys  were  different  at  that  time ; 
the  little  fellows  coming  out  t)f  their 
hall  half  an  hour  before  the  Fifth  and 
Sixth  Forms;  and  many  a  time  I 
used  to  find  my  little  blue-jacket  in 
waiting,  with  his  honest  square  face 
and  white  hair  and  bright  blue  eyes, 
and  I  ki)ew  that  he  was  come  to  draw 
on  his  bank.  Erelong  one  of  the  pretty 
blue  eyes  was  shut  up,  and  a  fine  black 
one  substituted  in  its  place.  He  had 
been  engaged,  it  appeared,  in  a  pugi- 
listic encounter  witn  a  giant  of  his 
own  Form,  whom  he  had  worsted  in 
the  combat.  "  Did  n't  I  pitch  into 
him,  that  's  all  ?  "  says  he,  in  the 
elation  of  victory ;  and,  when  I  asked 
whence  the  quarrel  arose,  he  stoutly 
informed  me  that  "  Wolf  Minor,  his 
opponent,  had  been  bullying  a  little 
boy,  and  that  he  (the  gigantic  New- 
come)  would  n't  stand  it. 

So,  being  called  away  from  the 
school,  I  said  farewell  and  God  bless 
you  to  the  brave  little  man,  who  re- 
mained awhile  at  the  Grcyfriarr, 
where  his  career  and  troubles  had 
only  just  begun.  Nor  did  we  meet 
again  until  I  was  myself  a  youni^ 
man  occupying  chambers  in  the 
Temple,  when  our  rencontre  took 
place  in  the  manner  already  de- 
scribed, 

Poor  Costigan's  outrageous  be- 
havior had  caused  my  meeting  with 
my  school-fellow  of  early  days  to  ter^ 
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niinate  so  ahrapdj  and  unpleasant- 
ly that  I  scarce  expected  to  see  Clive 
again,  or,  at  any  rate,  to  renew  my 
acquaintance  with  the  indignant  £a8t 
Indian  warrior  who  had  emitted  oar 
company  in  such  a  huff.  Breakfast, 
however,  was  scarcely  over  in  my 
chambers  the  next  morning,  when 
there  came  a  knock  at  the  outer  door, 
and  my  clerk  introduced  "  Colonel 
Newcome  and  Mr.  Newcome." 

Perhaps  the  (joint)  occupant  of 
the  chambers  in  Lamb  Court,  Temple^ 
felt  a  little  pang  of  shame  at  hearmg 
the  name  of  the  yisitors ;  for,  if  tit^ 
truth  must  be  told,  I  was  engaged 
pretty  much  as  I  had  been  occupied 
on  the  night  previous,  and  was  smok- 
ing a  cigar  over  the  Times  newspaper. 
How  man^  young  men  in  the  Temple 
smoke  a  cigar  after  breakfast  as  they 
read  the  Times?  My  friend  and 
companion  of  those  days,  and  all 
days,  Mr.  George  Warrington,  was 
employed  with  his  short  pipe,  and 
was  not  in  the  least  disconqerted  at 
the  appearance  of  the  visitors,  as  he 
would  not  have  been  had  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury  stepped  in. 

Little  Clive  looked  cunoqsly  about 
our  queer  premises,  while  the  Colonel 
shook  me  cordially  by  the  hand.  No 
traces  of  vesterday^s  wrath  were 
visible  on  his  fiice,  but  a  fHendly 
smile  lighted  his  bronzed  counte- 
nance, as  he,  too,  looked  round  the 
old  room  with  its  dingy  curtains  and 
prints    and    bookcases,  its  litter  of 

E roof-sheets,  blotted  manuscripts,  and 
ooks  for  review,  empty  soda-water 
bottles,  cigar-boxes,  and  what  not. 

"  I  went  off  in  a  flame  of  fire  last 
night,"  says  the  Colonel,  "  and  being 
cooled  this  morning,  thought  it  but 
my  duty  to  call  on  Mr*  Fendennis 
and  apologize  for  my  abrupt  behav- 
ior. The  conduct  of  that  tipsy  old 
Captain  -^  what  is  his  name  ? «—  was 
so  abominable  that  I  could  not  bear 
that  Clive  should  be  any  longer  in 
the  same  room  with  him,  and  I  went 
off  without  saying  a  word  of  thanks 
or  good  night  to  my  son's  old  friend. 
I  owe  you  a  shake  of  the  hand  for 


last  night,  Mr.  Fendennis."  Aqd,  «> 
saying,  he  was  kind  enough  to  giv9 
me  his  hand  a  second  time. 

"And  this  is  the  abode  of  the 
Muses,  is  it,  sir  ?  "  our  guest  went  on. 
"1  know  your  writings  very  well. 
Clive  here  used  to  send  me  the  Fall 
Mall  Orazette  every  month." 

"  We  took  it  at  Smiffle,  regular," 
says  Clive.  *'  Always  patronized 
Greyfriars  men."  *•  Smiffle,"  it  must 
be  explained,  is  a  fond  abbreviation 
for  Smithfleld,  near  to  which  great 
mart  of  mutton  and  oxen  our  school 
is  situated,  and  old  Cistercians  often 
playfully  designate  their  place  of 
education  bv  the  nami9  c^  the  neigh- 
boring market. 

"  Clive  sent  me  the  Gazette  every 
month ;  and  I  read  your  romance  o^ 
*  Walter  Lorraine'  in  mj  boat  a^j  I 
was  coming  down  the  nver  to  Cal- 
cutta." 

"  Have  Fen's  immortal  productions 
made  their  appearance  on  board  Ben- 
galee Budgerows ;  and  are  their  leaves 
floating  on  the  yellow  banks  of  Jum- 
na ?  "  asked  Warrington,  that  sceptic, 
who  respects  no  work  of  modern 
genius. 

**I  gave  vour  book  to  Mrs.  Tim- 
mins,  at  Calcutta/'  says  the  Colonel, 
simply.  **  I  dare  say  you  have  heard 
of  her.  She  is  one  of  the  most  dash- 
ing women  in  all  India.  8he  was 
delighted  with  your  work ;  and  I  can 
tell  you  it  is  not  with  every  man's 
writing  that  Mrs.  Timmins  is 
pleased,"  he  added,  with  a  knowing 
air. 

"  It  '8  capital,"  broke  in  CUve.  "  I 
say,  that  part  you  know  where  Walter 
runs  away  with  NesBra,  and  the  Gen- 
eral can't  purane  them,  though  he  has 
got  the  post-chaise  at  the  door,  be- 
cause Tim  O'Toole  has  hidden  his 
wooden  Icig  I  By  Jove,  it 's  capital ! 
All  the  iimny  part.  I  don't  like 
the  sentimental  stuff,  and  suicide, 
and  that ;  and  as  for  poetry,  I  hate 
poetry." 

"  fen  's  is  not  first  chop,"  says 
Warrington.  *♦  I  ^m  obliged  to  take 
the  young  man  down  from  time  to 
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time.  Colonel  Newcome.  Otherwiae 
he  would  grow  so  conceited  there 
would  be  no  bearing  him." 

"  I  say/'  says  Clive. 

"  What  were  you  about  to  remark?  " 
asks  Mr.  Warrmgton,  with  an  air  of 
great  interest. 

"  I  say,  Pendennis/'  continued  the 
artless  youth,  "  I  thought  you  were  a 
great  swell.  When  we  used  to  read 
about  the  grand  parties  in  the  Pall 
Mall  Gazette,  the  fellows  used  to 
say  yoQ  were  at  every  one  of  them, 
and,  you  see,  I  thought  you  must 
have  chambers  in  the  Al^ny,  and 
lots  of  horses  to  ride,  and  a  valet 
and  a  gooom,  and  a  cab  at  the  very 
least" 

♦*  Sir,"  says  the  Colonel,  *'  I  hope 
it  is  not  your  practice  to  measure 
and  estimate  gentlemen  by  such  pal- 
try standards  as  those.  A  man  of 
letters  follows  the  noblest  calling 
which  any  man  can  pursue.  I  would 
rather  be  the  author  of  a  work  of 
genius  than  be  Governor-General  of 
India.  I  admire  genius.  I  salute  it 
wherever  I  meet  it.  I  like  my  own 
profession  better  thin  any  in  the 
world,  but  then  it  is  because  I  am 
suited  to  it.  I  could  n't  write  four 
lines  in  verse,  no,  not  to  save  me  from 
being  shot.  A  man  cannot  have  all 
the  advantages  of  life.  Who  would 
not  be  poor  if  he  could  be  sure  of 
possessing  genius,  and  winning  fame 
ftnd  immortality,  sir  1  Think  of  Pr. 
Johnson,  what  a  genius  be  bad,  and 
where  did  he  live?  In  apartments 
that,  I  dare  say,  were  no  better  than 
these,  which,  1  am  sure,  gentlemen, 
are  most  cheer^l  and  pleasant,"  says 
the  Colonel,  thinking  he  had  offended 
us.  "  One  of  the  great  pleasures  and 
delights  which  I  had  proposed  to  my- 
self on  coming  home  was  to  be  aX" 
lowed  to  have  the  honor  of  meeting 
with  men  of  learning  and  genius, 
with  wits,  poets,  and  historians,  if  I 
may  be  so  fortunate ;  and  of  benefit- 
ing by  their  conversation.  I  left 
England  too  young  to  have  that 
privilege.  In  my  father's  house, 
m«ney  was  thought  i»f,  I  fear,  riither 


:/ 


than  intellect ;  neither  he  nor  I  had 
the  opportunities  which  I  wish  you 
to  have ;  and  I  am  surprised  you 
should  think  of  reflecting  upon  Mr. 
Pendennis's  poverty,  or  of  feeling  any 
sentiment  but  respect  and  admiration 
when  you  enter  the  apartments  of  the 
poet  and  the  literary  man.  I  have 
never  been  in  the  rooms  of  a  literary 
man  before,"  the  Colonel  said,  tam- 
ing away  fh>m  his  son  to  us;  ''ex- 
cuse me,  in  th^lM^  that  paper  really  a 
groof^heet  ?  "  tV  e  handed  over  to 
im  that  cariofsityj  smiling  at  the  en^ 
thusiasm  of  the  hottest  gentleman 
who  could  admire  whiit  to  n^  was 
as  unpalatable  m  a  tart  to  a  pastry-* 
cook. 

Being  with  men  of  letters,  he 
thought  proper  to  make  his  conver*^ 
sation  entirely  literary;  and,  in  the 
course  of  my  subsequent  more  inti- 
mate acquaintance  with  him,  though 
I  knew  he  had  distinguished  himself 
in  twenty  actions,  he  never  could  be 
brought  to  talk  of  his  military  fbats 
or  experience,  but  passed  them  by,  as 
if  they  were  suljects  utterly  unworthy  . 
of  notice, 

I  found  he  believed  Dr.  Johnson  to 
be  the  greatest  of  men  :  the  doctor's 
words  were  constantly  in  his  mouth ; 
and  he  never  travelle4  without  "  Bos- 
well's  Life."  Besides  these  he  read 
"Caesar"  and  "Tacitus,"  "with 
translations,  sir,  with  translations,  — 
I  'm  thankful  that  I  kept  some  of  my 
Latin  fVom  Greyfriars  " ;  and  he  quot- 
ed sentences  from  the  Latin  Grammar, 
apropos  of  a  hundred  events  of  com- 
mon life,  and  with  perfect  simplicity 
and  satisfaction  to  himself.  Besides 
the  above-named  books,  the  "  Spec- 
tator," '^  Don  Quixote,"  and  "  Sir 
Charles  Grandison,"  formed  a  part 
of  his  travelling  library.  "I  read 
these,  sir,"  he  used  to  say,  "  because 
I  like  to  be  in  the  company  of  gentle- 
men ;  and  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley,  and 
Sir  Charles  Grandison,  and  Don 
Quixote  are  the  finest  gentlemen  in 
the  world,"  And  when  we  asl^ed  him 
his  opinion  of  Fielding,  — ^ 

**  *Toin  JoneSj'  sir ;   *  Joseph  An- 
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drews/  sir,"  he  cried,  twirling  his 
mustachios.  "  I  read  them  when  I 
was  a  hoy,  when  I  kept  other  bad 
company,  and  did  other  low  and 
disj^raceful  things,  of  which  I  'm 
ashamed  now.  Sir,  in  my  father's 
library  I  happened  to  fall  in  with 
those  books;  and  I  read  them  in 
secret,  just  as  I  used  to  go  in  private 
and  drink  beer,  and  fight  cocks,  and 
smoke  pipes  with  Jack  and  Tom,  the 
grooms  in  the  stal^p.  Mrs.  New- 
come  found  me,  I  recollect,  with  one 
of  those  books;  and  thinking  it 
might  be  by  Mrs.  Hannah  More,  or 
some  of  that  sort,  for  it  was  a  grave- 
looking  volume:  and  though  I 
would  n't  lie  about  that  or  anything 
else, — never  did,  sir;  never,  before 
Heaven,  have  I  told  more  than  three 
lies  in  my  life,  —  I  kept  my  own 
counsel ;  —  I  say,  she  took  it  herself 
to  read  one  evening;  and  read  on 
gravely  —  for  she  had  no  more  idea 
of  a  joke  than  I  have,  of  Hebrew — 
until  she  came  to  the  part  about  Lady 

B and   Joseph    Andrews;    and 

-then  she  shut  the  book,  sir ;  and  you 
should  have  seen  the  look  she  gave 
me !  I  own  I  burst  out  a  laugMng, 
for  I  was  a  wild  young  rebel,  sir.  But 
she  was  in  the  right,  sir,  and  I  was 
in  the  wrong.  A  book,  sir,  that  tells 
the  stoiy  of  a  parcel  of  servants,  of  a 
pack  of  footmen  and  ladies'  maids 
fuddling  in  alehouses !  Do  you  sup- 
pose I  want  to  know  what  my  kit- 
mutgars  and  cansomahs  are  doing? 
I  am  as  little  proud  as  any  man  in 
the  world :  but  there  must  be  distinc- 
tion, sir ;  and  as  it  is  my  lot  and 
Olive's  lot  t»he  Sk  gentleman,  I  won't 
sit  in  the  kitchen  and  boose  in  the  ser- 
vant's hall.  As  for  that  Tom  Jones, 
—  that  fellow  that  sells  himself,  sir,  — 
by  Heavens,  my  blood  boils  when  I 
think  of  him  !  I  would  n't  sit  down 
in  the  same  room  with  such  a  fellow, 
sir.  If  he  came  in  at  that  door,  I 
would  say,  *  How  dare  vou,  you  hire- 
ling ruffian,  to  sully  with  your  pres- 
ence an  apartment  where  my  young 
friend  and  I  are  conversing  together  ? 
where    two   gentlemen,  I    say,  are 


taking  their  wine  after  dinner  ?  Bfow 
dare  you,  you  degraded  villain  ! '  I 
don't  mean  you,  sir.  I  —  I  < —  I  beg 
your  pardon." 

The  Colonel  was  striding  about  the 
room  in  his  loose  garments,  puffing  liis 
cigar  fiercely  anon,  and  then  waving 
his  yellow  bandanna ;  and  it  was  by 
the  arrival  of  Larkins,  my  clerk,  that 
his  apostrophe  to  Tom  Jones  was  in- 
terrupted ;  he-,  Larkins,  taking  care 
not  to  show  his  amazement,  having 
been  schooled  not  to  show  or  feel  sur- 
prise at  anything  he  might  see  or  hear 
in  our  chambers. 

"What  IS  it,  Larkins?"  said  L 
Larkins'  other  master  had  taken  his 
leave  some  time  before,  having  busi- 
ness which  called  him  away,  and  leav- 
ing me  with  the  honest  Colonel,  quite 
happy  with  his  talk  and  cigar. 

"  Jt  's  Bretts's  man,"  says  Larkins. 

I  confounded  Bretts's  man,  and  tOid 
the  boy  to  bid  him  call  again.  Young 
Larkins  came  grinning  back  in  a  mo- 
ment, and  said,  — 

"  Please,  sir,  he  says  his  orders  is  not 
to  go  away  without  the  money." 

"  Confound  him,"  again  I  cried. 
"Tell  him  I  have  no  money  in  the 
house.    He  must  come  to-morrow." 

As  I  spoke,  Clive  was  looking  in 
wonder,  and  the  Colonel's  counte- 
nance assumed  an  appearance  of  the 
most  dolorous  sympathy.  Neverthe- 
less, as  with  a  great  effiort,  he  fell 
to  talking  about  Tom  Jones  again, 
and  continued :  — 

"  No,  sir,  I  have  no  liv^ords  to  ex- 
press my  indignation  against  such 
a  fellow  as  Tom  Jones.  But  I  for- 
got that  I  need  not  speak.  The 
great  and*  good  Dr.  Johnson  has» 
settled  that  question.  You  remem- 
ber what  he  said  to  Mr.  Boswell 
about  Fielding  ?  " 

"And  yet  Gibbon  praises  him. 
Colonel,"  said  the  Colonel's  inter- 
locutor, "and  that  is  no  small  praise. 
He  says  that  Mr.  Fielding  was  of  the 
family  that  drew  its  origin  from  the 
Counts  of  Hapsburg;  but — " 

"  Gibbon  !*  Gibbon  was  an  infidel, 
and  I  would  not  give  the  end  of  thi« 
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cigar  for  snch  a  man's  opinion.  If 
Mr.  Fielding  was  a  gentleman  by 
birth,  he  ought  to  have  known  better ; 
and  so  much  the  worse  for  him  that  he 
did  not.  But  what  am  I  talking 
o%  wasting  your  valuable  time  1  No 
more  smoke,  thank  you.  I  must 
away  into  the  City,  but  would  not 
pass  the  Temple  without  calling  on 
you,  and  thanking  my  boy's  old 
protector.  You  will  have  the  kind- 
ness to  come  and  dine  with  us  —  to- 
morrow, the  next  day,  your  own  day  ? 
Your  friend  is  going  out  of  town  ?  I 
hope,  on  his  return,  to  have  the  pleas- 
ure of  making  his  further  acquaint- 
ance.    Come,  Clive." 

Clive,  who  had  been  deep  in  a  vol- 
ume of  Hogarth's  engravings  during 
the  above  discussion,  or  rather  oration 
of  his  fathef*s>  started  up  and  took 
leave,  beseeching  me,  at  the  same  time, 
to  come  soon  and  see  his  pony ;  and 
so,  with  renew.ed  greetings,  we  parted. 

I  was  scarcely  returned  to  my  news- 
paper again,  when  the  knocker  of  our 
door  was  again  agitated,  and  the  Colo- 
nel ran  back,  looking  very  much  agi- 
tated and  confused. 

" I  beg  pardon,"  says  he ;  "I  think 
I  left  my  —  my  —  "  Larkins  had 
quitted  the  room  by  this  time,  and 
then  he  began  more  unreservedly. 
"  My  dear  young  friend,"  says  he,  "  a 
thousand  pardons  for  what  I  am  going 
to  say,  but,  as  Clivers  friend,  I  know  I 
may  take  that  liber^.  I  have  left  the 
boy  in  the  court.  I  know  the  fate  of 
men  of  letters  and  genius.  When  we 
were  here  just  now,  there  came  a  single 
knock  —  a  demand  — Jjhat  —  that  you 
did  not  seem  to  be  momentarily  able 
to  meet.  Now  do,  do  pardon  the 
liberty,  and  let  me  be  your  banker. 
You  said  you  were  engaged  in  a  new 
work ;  it  will  be  a  masterpiece,  I  am 
sure,  if  it  's  like  the  last.  Put  me 
down  for  twenty  copies,  and  allow  me 
to  settle  with  you  in  advance.  I  may 
be  off,  you  know.  I  'm  a  bird  of  pas- 
sage, —  a  restless  old  soldier." 

"My  dear  Colonel,"  said  I,  quite 
touched  and  pleased  by,  this  extreme 
kiuduess,    **  my  dun    was    but    the 


washerwoman's  boy.  and  Mrs.  Brett 
is  in  my  debt,  if  I  am  not  mistaken. 
Besides  I  already  have  a  banker  in 
your  family." 

**  In  my  family,  my  dear  sir  ? " 
*'  Messrs.  Newcome,  in  Thread- 
needle  Street,  are  good  enough  to 
keep  my  money  for  me  when  I  have 
any,  and  I  am  happy  to  say  they  have 
some  of  mine  in  hand  now.  I  am  al- 
most sorry  that  I  am  not  in  want,  in 
order  that  I  might  have  the  pleasure 
of  receiving  a  kindness  from  you." 
And  we  shook  hands  for  the  fourth 
time  that  morning,  and  the  kind  gen- 
tleman left  me  to  rejoin  his  son. 


CHAPTER  V. 
olive's  uncles. 

The  dinner  so  hospitably  offered  by 
the  Colonel  was  gladly  accepted,  and 
followed  by  many  more  entertain- 
ments at  the  cost  of  that  good-natured 
friend.  He  and  an  Indian  chum  of 
his  lived  at  this  time  at  Nerpt's  Hotel, 
in  Clifford  Street,  where  Mr.  Clive, 
toQ,  found  the  good  cheer  a  great  deal 
more  to  his  taste  than  the  homely, 
though  plentiful  fare  at  Greyfriars,  at 
which,  of  course,  when  boys,  we  all 
turned  up  our  noses,  though  many  a 
poor  fellow,  in  the  struggles  of  after 
life,  has  looked  back  with  regret  very 
likely  to  that  well-spread  youthful 
table.  Thus  my  intimacy  with  the 
father  and  the  son  grew  to  be  consider- 
able, and  a  great  deal  more  to  my 
liking  than  my  relations  with  Clive  s 
city  uncles,  which  have  been  men- 
tioned in  the  last  chapter,  and  which 
were,  in  truth,  exceedingly  distant 
and  awful.    . 

If  all  the  private  accounts  kept  by 
those  worthy  bankers  were  like  mine, 
where  would  have  been  Newcome 
Hall  and  Park  Lane,  Marble  Head, 
and  Bryanstone  Square  ?  I  used,  by 
strong  efforts  of  self-denial,  to  main- 
tain a  balance  of  two  or  three  guineas 
untouched  at  the  bank,  so  that  my 
account  might  still  remain  open ;  and 
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fancied  the  clerks  atid  cashiers  grinned 
when  I  went  to  draw  for  money. 
Bather  than  face  that  awful  counter, 
I  would  send  Larkins,  the  clerk,  or 
Mrs.  Flanagan,  the  laundress.  As 
for  entering  the  private  parlor  at  the 
back,  wherein,  behind  the  glazed  par- 
tition, I  could  see  the  bald  heads  of 
Newcome  Brothers  engaged  with 
other  capitalists  or  peering  over  the 
newspaper,  I  would  as  soon  have 
thought  of  walking  into  the  Doctor's 
own  library  at  Greyfriars,  or  of  volun- 
teering to  take  an  arm-chair  in  a  den- 
tist's studio^  and  have  a  tooth  out,  as 
of  entering  into  that  awilil  precinct. 
My  good  uncle,  on  the  other  hand^ 
the  late  Major  Pendennis,  who  kept 
naturally  but  a  very  small  account 
with  Hobsons*,  would  walk  into  the 
parlor  and  salute  the  two  magnates 
who  governed  there  with  the  ease  and 
gravity  of  a  Rothschild.  "  My  good 
fellow,'^  the  kind  old  gentleman  would 
say  to  his  nephew  and  pupil :  "  il  faut 
se  faire  wdoir.  I  tell  you,  sir,  your 
bankers  like  to  keep  every  gentleman's 
account.  And  it 's  a  mistake  to  sup- 
pose they  are  only  civil  to  their 
great  moneyed  clients.  Look  at  «me. 
I  go  in  to  them,  and  talk  to  them 
whenever  I  am  in  the  City.  I  hear 
the  news  of  'Change,  and  carry  it  to 
our  end  of  the  tiovn.  It  looks  well, 
sir,  to  be  well  with  your  banker; 
and  at  our  end  of  London,  perhaps, 
I  can  do  a'  good  turn  for  tne  New- 
comes." 

It  is  certain  that,  in  his  own  king- 
dom of  May  Fair  and  St.  James's,  my 
reverend  uncle  was  at  least  the  bank- 
er's equal.  On  my  coming  to  London, 
he  was  kind  enough  to  procure  me  in- 
vitations to  some  of  Lady  Ann  New- 
come's  evening  parties  in  Park  Lane, 
as  likewise  to  Mrs.  Newcome's  enter- 
tainments in  Bryanstone  Square ; 
though,  I  confess,  of  these  latter,  after 
a  while,  I  was  a  lax  and  negligent  at- 
tendant. "Between  ourselves,  my 
good  fellow,"  the  shrewd  old  Mentor 
of  those  days  would  say,  "  Mrs.  New- 
come's  parties  are  not  altogether  select; 
bor  is  she  a  lady  of  the  very  highest 


breeding ;  but  it  gire^  a  man  a  good 
air  to  be  seen  at  his  banker's  house.  I 
recommend  you  to  go  for  a  few  min- 
utes whenever  you  are  asked."  And  go 
I  accordingly  did  sometimes,  though  I 
always  fancied,  rightly  or  wrongly, 
from  Mrs.  Newcome's  manner  to  me, 
that  she  knew  I  had  but  thirty  shil- 
ling left  at  the  bank.  Once  and  again, 
in  two  or  three  years,  Mr.  Hobson 
Newcome  would  meet  me,  and  ask 
me  to  fill  a  vacant  place  that  day  or 
the  next  evening  at  his  table ;  which 
invitation  I  might  accept  or  other- 
wise. But  one  does  not  eat  a  man's 
salt,  as  it  were^  at  these  dinners. 
There  is  nothing  sacred  in  this  kind 
of  London  hospitality.  Your  white 
waistcoat  fills  a  gap  In  a  man's  table, 
and  retires  filled  for  its  service  of  the 
evening.  **  Gad,"  the  dear  old  Major 
used  to  say,  "  if  we  were  not  to  talk 
freely  of  those  we  dine  with,  how  mum 
London  would  be !  Some  of  the  most 
pleasant  evenings  I  have  ever  spent 
have  been  when  we  have  sat  after 
a  great  dinner,  en  petit  comity,  and 
abused  the  people  who  are  gone. 
You  have  your  turn,  tnon  cfter ;  but 
why  not  ?  Do  you  suppose  I  fancy 
my  friends  have  n't  found  out  uiy 
little  faults  and  peculiarities  ?  And, 
as  I  can't  help  it,  I  let  myself  be  exe- 
cuted, and  cmer  up  my  oddities  de 
bonne  arcuiei  Entre  nous^  Brother  Hob- 
son  Newcome  is  a  good  fellow,  but  a 
vulgar  fellow ;  and  his  wife  —  his  wife 
exactly  suUs  him." 

Once  a  year  Lady  Ann  Newcome 
(about  whom  my  Mentor  was  much 
more  circumspect;  for  I  somehow 
used  to  remark  that,  as  the  rank  of 
persons  grew  higher.  Major  Penden- 
nis spoke  of  them  with  more  caution 
and  respect),  —  once  or  twice  in  a 
year  Lady  Ann  Newcome  opened 
her  saloons  for  a  concert  and  a  ball, 
at  both  of  which  the  whole  street  was 
crowded  with  carriages,  and  all  the 
great  world,  and  some  of  the  small, 
were  present.  Mrs.  Newcome  had 
her  ball  too,  and  her  concert  of 
English  music  in  opposition  to  the 
Italian  singers  of  oer  sister-in-law. 
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The  mnsie  of  her  coutitry,  Mrs.  N. 
said,  was  pood  enough  for  her. 

The  truth  must  be  told,  that  there 
was  no  love  lost  between  the  two 
ladies.  Bryanstone  Square  eould  not 
forget  the  superiority  of  Park  Lane's 
rank  ;  and  the  catalogue  of  grandees 
at  dear  Ann's  parties  filled  dear 
Maria's  heart  with  envy.  There  are 
people  upon  whom  rank  and  worldly 
goods  make  such  an  impression  that 
they  naturally  fall  down  on  their 
knees  and  worship  the  owners ;  there 
are  others  to  whom  the  sight  of  Pros- 
perity is  offensive,  and  who  never  see 
Dives'  chariot  but  to  growl  and  hoot 
at  it.  Mrs.  Newcome,  as  far  as  my 
humble  experience  would  lead  me  to 
suppose,  is  not  only  envious,  but 
proud  of  her  envy.  She  mistakes 
It  fbf  honesty  and  public  spirit.  She 
will  Aot  bow  down  to  kiss  the  hand 
of  a  hanehty  aristocracy.  She  is  a 
merchant^  wife  and  an  attorney's 
daughter.  There  is  no  pride  about 
hit.  Her  brother-in-law,  poor  dear 
Brian, — considering  eveiybody  knows 
everything  in  London,  was  there  ever 
such  a  delusion  as  his? — was  wel- 
come, after  banking-hours,  to  forsake 
his  own  friends  for  his  wife's  fine  rela/- ' 
tions,  and  to  dangle  after  lords  aar  ^ 
ladies  in  May  Fair.  She  had  no  fVLch 
absurd  vanity,  —  not  she.  She  im- 
parted these  opinions  l)retty  liberally 
to  all  her  acqua'mttincc^  in  almost  all 
her  conversations.  }t  was  clear  that 
the  two  ladies  were  best  apart.  There 
are  some  folks  who  will  see  insolence 
in  persons  of  rank,  as  there  are  others 
who  will  insist  that  all  clergymen  are 
hypocrites,  all  reformers  viiiains,  all 
placemen  plnnderei:s,  and  so  ferth; 
and  Mrs.  Kewcome  never,  I  am  sure, 
imagined  that  she  had  a  prejudice,  or 
that  she  was  other  than  an  honest,  in- 
dependent, high-spirited  woman.  Both 
of  the  ladies  had  command  over  their 
husbands,  who  were  of  soft  natures 
easily  led  by  woman,  as,  in  truth,  are 
all  the  males  of  this  family.  Accord- 
ingly, when  Sir  Brian  Newcome  voted 
for  tlie  Tory  candidate  in  the  City, 
Mr.  Hobson  Newcome  plumped  w\ 


the  Keformer.  Whild  Brtdfl,  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  sat  among  the 
mild  Conservatives,  Hobson  un- 
masked traitors  and  thundered  at 
aristocratic  corruption,  so  as  to  make 
the  Marylebone  Vestry  thrill  with 
enthusiasm.  When  Lady  Ann,  her 
husband,  and  her  flock  of  children, 
fasted  in  Lent,  and  declared  for  the 
High  Church  doctrines,  Mrs.  Hobson 
had  paroxysms  of  alarm  regarding 
the  progress  of  Popery,  and  shuddered 
out  of  Ae  chapel  where  she  had  a  pew, 
because  the  clergyman  there, for  a  very 
brief  season,  appeared  to  preach  in  a 
surplice. 

Poor  bewildered  Honeyman !  it  was 
a  sad  day  for  you,  when  you  appeared 
in  your  neat  pulpit  with  your  fra- 
grant pocket-handkerchief  (and  your 
sermon  likewise  all  millefleurs),  in  a 
trim,  prim,  freshly  mangled  surplice, 
which  you  thought  fecame  you ! 
How  did  you  look  i^hast,  and  ptiss 
youf  jewelled  hand  through  your 
curls,  as  you  saw  Mrs.  Newcome, 
w!io  had  been  as  good  as  five -and - 
twenty  pounds  a  year  to  you,  look  up 
ftom  ter  pew,  seize  hold  of  Mr.  New- 
tome,  fling  open  the  pew  door,  drive 
out  with  her  parasol  her  little  flock 
of  children,  bewildered,  but  not  ill 
pleased  to  get  away  from  the  sermon, 
and  summon  John  from  the  back 
seats  to  bring  away  the  bag  of  prayer-" 
books!  Many  a  good  dipner  did 
Charles  Honeyman  lose  by  assuming 
that  unlucky  ephod.  Why  did  the 
high-priest  of  his  diocese  order  him  to 
put  it  on  I  It  was  delightful  to  view 
nim  afterwards,  and  the  airs  of  martyr- 
dom which  he  assumed.  Had  they 
been  going  to  tear  him  to  pieces  witli 
wild  beasts  next  day,  he  could  scarce 
ly  have  looked  more  meek,  or  resigned 
himself  more  pathetically  to  the  per- 
secutors. But  I  am  advancing  mat- 
ters. At  this  early  time  of  which  I 
write,  a  period  not  twenty  years 
since,  ( nrplices  were  not  even  thought 
of  ir,  conjunction  with  sermons: 
oleric&i  gentlemen  have  appeared  in 
^h'mi,  and,  under  the  heavy  hand  of 
jl^jfVecutiM,  have  sunk  down  in  their 
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pulpits  again,  as  Jack  pops  back  into 
his  box.  Charles  Honeyman's  de- 
fiant discourses  were  at  this  time 
preached  in  a  rich  silk  Master-of-Arts 
j^own,  presented  to  him,  along  with  a 
teapot  ftill  of  sovereigns,  by  his  affec- 
tionate congregation  at  Leatherhead. 

But  that  I  may  not  be  accused  of 
prejudice  in  describing  Mrs.  New- 
come  and  her  family,  and  lest  the 
reader  should  suppose  that  some 
slight  offered  to  the  writer  by  this 
wealthy  and  virtuous  banker's  lady 
was  the  secret  reason  for  this  unfa- 
vorable sketch  of  her  character,  let 
me  be  allowed  to  renort,  as  accurately 
as  I  can  remember  them,  the  words  of 

a  kinsman  of  her  own, Giles, 

Esquire,  whom  I  had  the  honor  of 
meeting  at  her  table,  and  who,  as 
we  walked  away  from  Bryanstone 
Square,  was  kind  enough  to  discourse 
very  freely  about  the  relatives  whom 
he  had  just  left. 

"  That  was  a  good  dinner,  sir," 
said  Mr.  Giles,  puffing  the  cigar 
which  I  offered  to  him,  and  disposed 
to  be  very  social  and  communicative. 
**  Hobson  Newcome's  table  is  about 
as  good  a  one  as  any  I  ever  put  my 
legs  under.  You  did  n't  have  twice 
of  turtle,  sir,  I  remarked  that,  —  1 
always  do,  at  that  house  especially, 
for  I  know  where  Newcome  gets  it. 
•  We  belong  to  the  same  livery  in  the 
City,  Hobson  and  I,  the  Oyster- 
mongers'  Company,  sir,  and  we  like 
our  turtle  good,  I  can  tell  you,  — 
good  and  a  great  deal  of  it  you  say. 
Hay,  hay,  not  so  bad ! 

"  I  suppose  you  're  a  young  barris- 
ter, sucking  lawyer,  or  that  sort  of 
thing.  Because  you  was  put  at  the 
end  of  the  table  and  nobody  took 
notice  of  you.  That 's  my  place 
too,  I  'm  a  relative :  arid  Newcome 
asks  me,  if  he  has  got  a  place  to 
spare.  He  met  me  in  the  City 
to-day,  and  says,  *  Tom,'  says  he, 
*  there 's  some  dinner  in  the  Square  at 
half  past  seven  :  I  wish  you  would  go 
and  fetch  Louisa,  whom  we  have  n't 
seen  this  ever  so  long.'  Louisa  is 
my  wife,  gir, — Maria's  sister, — New- 


come  married  that  gal  from  my  house. 
'  No,  no,'  says  I,  *  Hobson  ;  Louisa  's 
engaged  nursing  number  eight,'  — 
that 's  our  number,  sir.  The  truth 
is,  between  you  and  me,  sir,  my  missis 
won't  come  any  more  at  no  price. 
She  can't  stand  it ;  Mrs.  Newcome's 
dam  patronizing  airs  is  enough  to 
choke  off  anybody.  '  Well,  Hobson, 
my  boy,'  says  I,  '  a  good  dinner 's  a 
good  dinner ;  and  I  11  come  though 
Louisa  won't,  that  is,  can't.'  " 

While  Mr.  Giles,  who  was  con- 
siderably enlivened  by  claret,  was 
uiscoursing  thus  candidly,  his  com- 
panion was  thinking  how  he,  Mr. 
Arthur  Pendennis,  had  been  met  that 
very  afternoon  on  the  steps  of  the 
"  Megatherium  Club  "  by  Mr.  New- 
come,  and  had  accepted  that  dinner, 
which  Mrs.  Giles,  with  more  spirit, 
had  declined.  Giles  continued  talk- 
ing, —  "I  am  an  old  stager,  I  am. 
I  don't  mind  the  rows  between  the 
women.  I  believe  Mrs.  Newcome 
and  Lady  Newcome's  just  as  bad 
too ;  I  know  Maria  is  always  driving 
at  her  one  way  or  the  other,  and 
calling  her  proud  and  aristocratic, 
and  that;  and  yet  my  wife  says 
Maria,  who  pretends  to  be  such  a 
Radical,  never  asks  us  to  meet  the 
Baronet  and  his  lady.  'And  why 
should  she.  Loo,  my  dear  ? '  says  1. 
*  I  don't  want  to  meet  Lady  New- 
come,  nor  Lord  Kew,  nor  any  of 
'em.'  Loni  Kew,  ain't  it  an  odd 
name?  Tearing  young  swell,  that 
Lord  Kew ;  tremendous  wild  fellow. 

"  I  was  a  clerk  in  that  house,  sir, 
as  a  young  man ;  I  was  there  in  the 
old  woman's  time,  and  Mr.  New- 
come's,  —  the  father  of  these  young 
men,  —  as  good  a  man  as  ever  stood 
on  'Change."  And  then  Mr.  'Giles, 
warming  with  his  subject,  enters  at 
large  into  the  history  of  the  house. 

"  You  see,  sir,"  says  he,  "  the 
banking-house  of  Hobson  Brothers, 
or  Newcome  Brothers,  as  the  part- 
ners of  the  firm  really  are,  is  not  one 
of  the  leading  banking  firms  of  the 
City  of  London,  but  a  most  respect- 
able house  of  many  years'  standing. 
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and  doing  a  most  respectable  busi- 
ness, especially  in  the  Dissenting 
connection."  After  the  business 
came  into  the  hands  of  the  Newcome 
Brothers,  Hobson  Newcome,  Esq., 
and  Sir  Brian  Newcome,  Bart.,  M. 
P.,  Mr.  Giles  shows  how  a  consider- 
able West  -  End  connection  was  like- 
wise established,  chiefly  through  the 
aristocratic  friends  and  connections 
of  the  above-named  Bart. 

But  the  best  man  of  business,  ac- 
cording to  Mr.  Giles,  whom  the  firm 
of  Hobson  Brothers  ever  knew,  bet- 
ter than  her  father  and  uncle,  better 
than  her  husband  Sir  T.  Newcome, 
better  than  her  sons  and  successors 
above  mentioned,  was  the  famous 
Sophia -Alethea  Hobson,  afterwards 
Newcome,  —  of  whom  might  be  said 
what  Frederick  the  Great  said  of  his 
sister,  that  she  was  sexu  foeminay  vir 
ingeniOf  —  in  sex  a  woman,  and  in 
mind  a  man.  Nor  was  she,  my  in- 
formant told  me,  without  even  manly 
personal  characteristics ;  she  had  a 
very  deep  and  gruff  voice,  and  in 
her  old  age  a  beard,  which  many  a 
young  man  might  envy ;  and  as  she 
came  in  to  the  bank  out  of  her  car- 
riage &om  Clapham,  in  her  dark 
green  pelisse  with  fur  trimmings,  in 
her  gray  beaver  hat,  beaver  gloves, 
and  great  gold  spectacles,  not  a  clerk 
in  that  house  dia  not  tremble  before 
her,  and  it  was  said  she  only  wanted 
a  pipe  in  her  mouth  considerably 
to  resemble  the  late  Field  Marshal 
Prince  Blucher. 

Her  funeral  was  one  of  the  most 
imposing  sights  ever  witnessed  in 
Clapham.  There  was  such  a  crowd 
you  might  have  thought  it  was  a 
t)erby  day.  The  carriages  of  some 
of  the  greatest  City  firms,  and  the 
wealthiest  Dissenting  houses ;  several 
coaches  full  of  ministers  of  all  de- 
nominations, including  the  Estab- 
lished Church ;  the  carriage  of  the 
Bight  Honorable  the  Earl  of  Kew, 
and  that  of  his  daughter,  Lady  Ann 
Newcome,  attended  that  revered  lady's 
remains  to  their  final  resting-place. 
No   less    than    nine   sermons    were 
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preached  at  various  places  of  public 
worship  regarding  her  end.  She  fell 
up  stairs  at  a  very  advanced  age, 
going  from  the  library  to  the  bed- 
room, after  all  the  household  was 
gone  to  rest,  and  was  found  by  the 
maids  in  the  morning,  inarticulate, 
but  still  alive,  her  head  being  cut 
frightfully  with  the  bedroom  candle 
with  which  she  was  retiring  to  her 
apartment.  "  And,"  said  Mr.  Giles, 
with  great  energy,  **  besides  the 
empty  carriages  at  that  funeral,  and 
the  parson  in  black,  and  the  mutes 
and  feathers  and  that,  there  were 
hundreds  and  hundreds  of  people 
who  wore  no  black,  and  who  were  n't 
present ;  and  who  wept  for  their 
benefactress,  I  can  tell  you.  She  had 
her  faults,  and  many  of  'em ;  but  the 
amount  of  that  woman's  charities 
are  unheard  of,  sir,  —  unheard  of,  — 
and  they  are  put  to  the  credit  side  of 
her  account  up  yonder." 

"  The  old  lady  had  a  will  of  her 
own,"  my  companion  continued. 
"  She  would  try  and  know  about 
everybody's  business  out  of  business 
hours ;  got  to  know  from  the  young 
clerks  whAt  chapel  they  went  to,  and 
from  the  clergymen  whether  they  at- 
tended regular ;  kept  her  sons,  vears 
after  they  were  grown  men,  as  if  they 
were  boys  at  school, — and  what  was 
the  consequence  ?  They  had  a  quar- 
rel with  Thomas  Newcome's  own  son, 
a  harum-scarum  lad,  who  ran  away, 
and  then  was  sent  to  India  ;  and, 
between  ourselves,  Mr.  Hobson  and 
Mr.  Brian  both,  the  present  Baronet,^ 
though  at  home  they  were  as  mum  as 
Quakers  at  a  meeting,  used  to  go  out 
on  the  sly,  sir,  and  l^  off  to  the  play, 
sir,  and  sowed  their  wild  oats,  like 
any  other  young  men,  sir,  like  any 
otner  young  men.  Law  bless  me, 
once,  as  I  was  going  away  from  the 
Haymarket,  if  I  did  n't  see  Mr.  Hob- 
son coming  out  of  the  opera,  in 
tights  and  an  opera-hat,  sir,  like 
*  Froggy  would  a  wooing  go,'  of  a 
Saturday  night,  too,  when  his  ma 
thought  him  safe  in  bed  in  the  City  ! 
I  warrant  he  had  n't  his  ^opera-hat  on 
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when  he  went  ft)  chapel  with  her 
Ladyship  the  next  morning,  —  that 
very  morning,  as  sure  as  my  name 's 
John  Giles. 

"  When  the  old  lady  was  gone,  Mr. 
Hobson  had  no  need  of  any  more 
hnmbng^ng,  bnt  took  his  pleasure 
freely.  Fighting,  tandems>  four-in- 
hanct,  anytmng.  He  and  his  brother 
—  his  elder  brother  by  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  —  were  always  very  good 
friends ;  but  after  Mr.  Bnaa  married, 
and  there  were  only  court-cards  at  his 
table,  Mr.  Hobson  could  n't  stand  it. 
They  were  n't  of  his  suit,  he  said ;  and 
for  some  time  he  said  he  was  n't  a  mar- 
rying man,  —  quite  the  contrary ;  but 
we  all  come  to  our  fate,  you  know, 
and  his  time  came  hs  mine  did.  You 
know  we  married  sisters?  It  was 
thought  a  fine  match  for  Polly  Smith, 
when  she  married  the  great  Mr.  New- 
come  ;  .but  I  doubt  whether  my  old 
woman  at  home  has  n*t  had  the  best 
of  it,  after  all ;  and  if  ever  you  come 
Bernard  Street  way  on  a  Sunday, 
»^about  six  o'clock,  and  would  like  a 
■*nslice  of  beef  and  a  glass  of  port,  I 
hope  you  '11  come  and  see  me. 

Do  not  let  us  be  too  angry  with  Colo- 
nel Newcome's  two  most  respectable 
brothers,  if  for  some  years  they  neg- 
lected their  Indian  relative,  or  held 
him  in  slight  esteem.  Their  mother 
never  pardoned  him,  or  at  least  by 
any  actual  words  admitted  his  restora- 
tion to  favor.  For  many  years,  as 
far  as  they  knew,  poor  Tom  was  an 
unrepentant  prodigal,  wallowing  in 
bad  company,  ana  cut  off  from  all 
respectable  sympathy.  Their  father 
had  never  had  the  courage  to  acquaint 
them  with  his  more  true,  and  kind, 
and  charitable  version  of  Tom's  story. 
So  he  passed  at  home  for  no  better 
than  a  black  sheep  ;  his  marriage 
with  a  penniless  young  lady  did  not 
tend  to  raise  him  in  the  esteem  of  his 
relatives  at  Clapham ;  it  was  not  un- 
til he  was  a  widower,  until  lie  had 
been  mentioned  several  times  in  the 
Gazette  for  distinguished  military  ser- 
vice, until  they  l^gan  to  speak  very 
well   of  him  in  Leadenhall  Street, 


where  the  representatives  of  "Qbhsoti 
Brothers  were  of  course  East  India 
proprietors,  and  until  he  remitted  con- 
siderable sums  of  money  to  England, 
that  the  bankers,  his  brethren,  oegan 
to  be  reconciled  to  him. 

I  say,  do  not  let  us  be  hard  upon  > 
them.  No  people  are  so  ready  to  give 
a  man  a  bad  name  as  his  own  kins- 
folk; and,  having  made  him  that 
present,  they  are  ever  most  unwilling 
to  take  it  back  again.  If  they  give 
him  nothing  else  in  the  days  of  his 
difficulty,  he  may  be  sure  of  their 
pity,  and  that  he  is  held  up  as  an  ex- 
ample to  his  young  cousins  to  avoid. 
If  he  loses  his  money  they  call  him 
poor  fellow,  and  point  morals  out  of 
nim.  If  he  falls  among  thi^es,  the 
respectable  Pharisees  of  his  race  turn 
their  heads  aside  and  leave  him  pen- 
niless and  bleeding.  They  clap  him 
on  the  back  kindly  enough  when 
he  returns,  after  shipwreck,  with 
money  in  his  pocket.  How  naturally 
Joseph's  brothers  made  salaams  to 
him,  and  admired  him,  and  did  him 
honor,  when  they  found  the  poor  out- 
cast a  prime  minister,  and  worth  ever 
so  much  money  !  Surely  human  na- 
ture is  not  much  altered  since  the 
days  of  those  primeval  Jews.  We 
would  not  thrust  brother  Joseph  down 
a  well  and  sell  him  bodily,  but  —  but  . 
if  he  has  scrambled  out  of  a  well  of 
his  own  digging,  and  got  out  of  his 
early  bondage  into  renown  and  credit, 
at  least  we  applaud  him  and  respect 
him,  and  are  proud  of  Joseph  as  a 
member  of  the  family. 

Little  Clive  was  the  innocent  and 
lucky  object  upon  whom  the  increas- 
ing affection  of  the  Newcomes  for 
their  Indian  brother  was  exhibited. 
When  he  was  first  brought  home  a 
sickly  child,  consigned  to  his  maternal 
aunt,  the  kind  old  maiden  lady  at 
Brighton,  Hobson  Brothers  scarce 
took  any  notice  of  the  little  man,  but 
left  him  to  the  entire  superintendence 
of  his  own  family.  Then  there  came 
a  large  remittance  from  his  father, 
and  the  child  was  asked  by  Uncle 
Newcome  at  Christmas.      Then  his 
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father's  name  was  mentioned  in  gen^ 
eral  orders,  and  Uncle  Ilobson  asked 
little  Ciive  at  midsummer.  Then 
Ix)rd  H.,  a  late  Grovernor-Greneral, 
coming  home,  and  meeting  the  broth- 
ers at  a  grand  dinner  at  the  **  Albion/' 
given  by  the  Court  of  Directors  to  his 
late  Excellency,  spoke  to  the  bankers 
about  that  most  distinguished  officer 
their  relative ;  and  Mrs.  Hobson  drove 
over  to  see  his  aunt,  where  the  boy 
was,  gave  him  a  sovereign  out  of  her 
purse,  and  advised  strongly  that  he 
should  be  sent  to  Timpany's  along^ 
with  her  own  boj.  Then  Cfliv*  went 
from  one  uncles  house  to  another; 
and  was  liked  at  both ;  and  much  pre- 
ferred ponies  to  ride,  going  out  after 
rabbits  with  the  keeper,  money  in  his 
pocket  (charged  to  the  debit  of  Lieut.- 
Col.  T.  Newcome),  and  clothes  from 
the  London  tailor,  to  the  homely 
quarters  and  conversation  of  poor 
kind  old  Aunt  Honeyman  at  Brighton. 
Clive's  uncles  were  not  unkind ;  they 
liked  each  other;  their  wives,  who 
hated  each  other,  unit  d  in  liking 
Clive  when  they  knew  him,  and  pet- 
ting the  wayward,  handsome  boy : 
they  were  only  pursuing  the  way  of 
the  world,  which  huzzas  at  prosperity, 
and  turns  away  from  misfortune  as 
from  some  contagious  disease.  In- 
deed, how  can  we  see  a  man's  brilliant 
-  qualities,  if  he  is  what  we  ciUl  in  the 
shade  ? 

The  gentlemen,  Clive's  uncles,  who 
had  their  afBEiirs  to  mind  during  the 
day,  society  and  the  family  to  occupy 
them  of  evenings  and  holidays,  treat- 
ed their  young  kinsman,  the  Indian 
Colonel's  son,  as  other  wealthy  British 
nncles  treat  other  young  kinsmen. 
They  received  him  m  his  vacations 
kindly  enough.  They  tipped  him  when 
he  went  to  school ;  when  he  had  the 
hooping-cough,  a  confidential  young 
clert  went  round  by  way  of  Greyfriars 
Square  to  ask  after  him ;  the  sea  being 
recommended  to  him,  Mrs.  Newomie 
gave  him  change  of  air  in  Sussex,  and 
transferred  him  to  his  maternal  aunt 
at  Brighton.  Then  it  was  bon  jour. 
As  the  lodge-gates  closed  upon  him, 


Mrs.  Newcome's  heart  shut  up  too, 
and  confined  itself  within  the  firs, 
laurels,  and  palings  which  bound  the 
home  precinctSi  Had  not  she  her 
own  children  and  affailv?  her  brood 
of  fowls,  her  Sunday-school,  her 
melou-beds,  her  rose-garden,  her  quar- 
rel with  the  parson,  &c.  to  attend  to  ? 
Mr.  Newcome,  arriving  on  a  Saturdav 
night,  bears  he  is  gone,  says  "  Oh ! 
and  begins  to  ask  about  the  new  gravel- 
walk  along  the  cliff,  and  whether  it  is 
completed,  and  if  the  China  pig  fat- 
tens kindly  upon  the  new  feed. 

Clive,  m  the  avuncular  gig,  is 
driven  over  the  downs  to  Brighton  to 
his  maternal  aunt  there ;  and  there  he 
is  a  king.  He  has  the  best  bedroom, 
yncle  Honeyman  turning  out  for 
him  ;  sweetbreads  for  dinner ;  no  end 
of  jam  fbr  breakfast;  excuses  from 
church  on  the  plea  of  delicate  health ; 
his  aunt's  maid  to  see  him  to  bed  ;  his 
aunt  to  come  smiling  in  when  ho  rings 
his  bell  of  a  morning.  He  is  made 
much  of,  and  coaxed,  and  dandled, 
and  fondled,  as  if  he  were  a  young 
duke.  So  he  is  to  Miss  Honeyman. 
Ha  is  the  son  of  Colonel  Newcome, 
C.  B.,  who  sends  her  shawls,  ivory 
chessmen,  scented  sandal-wood  work- 
boxes,  and  kittcob  scarfs  ;  who,  as  she 
tells  Hannah,  the  maid,  has  fifcy  ser- 
vants in  India ;  at  which  Hannah  con- 
stantly exclaims,  "  Lor',  mum,  what 
can  he  do  with  'em,  mum?  "  who, 
when,  in  consequence  of  her  misfor- 
tunes, she  resolved  on  taking  a  house 
at  Brighton,  and  letting  part  of  the 
same  &misbed,  sent  her  an  order  for 
a  hundred  pounds  towards  the  ex- 
penses thereof;  who  gave  Mr.  Honey- 
man, her  brother,  a  much  larger  sum 
of  money  at  the  period  of  his  calamity. 
Is  it  gratitude  for  past  favors  ?  is  it 
desire  for  more  ?  is  it  vanity  of  rela- 
tionship ?  ia  it  love  for  the  dead  sister, 
or  tender  regard  for  her  offspring, 
which  makes  Miss  Martha  Honeyman 
so  fond  of  her  nephew  ?  I  never  could 
count  how  many  causes  went  to  pro- 
duce any  given  effect  or  action  in  a 
person's  life,  and  have  been  for  my 
own  part  many  a  time  quite  misled  in 
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my  own  case,  fencying  some  grand, 
some  magnanimous,  some  virtuous 
reason,  for  an  act  of  which  I  was 
proud,  when  lo  !  some  pert  little  satiri- 
cal monitor  springs  up  ifiwardly,  up- 
setting the  fond  humbug  which  I  was 
cherishing,  —  the  peacock's  tail  where- 
in my  absurd  vanity  had  clad  itself,  — 
and  savs,  "  Away  with  this  boasting ! 
/  am  the  cause  of  your  virtue,  my  M. 
You  are  pleased  that  yesterday,  at 
dinner,  you  refrained  from  the  dry 
champagne.  My  name  is  Worldly 
Prudence,  not  Self-denial,  and  /caused 
you  to  refrain.  You  are  pleased  be- 
cause you  gave  a  guinea  to  Diddler  ? 
I  am  Laziness,  not  Generosity,  which 
inspired  you.  You  hug  yourself  be- 
cause you  resisted  other  temptation  ? 
Cowani !  it  was  because  you  dared  not 
run  the  risk  of  the  wrong.  Out  with 
your  peacock's  plumage !  Walk  off 
in  the  feathers  which  Nature  gave  you, 
and  thank  Heaven  they  are  not  alto- 
gether black."  In  a  word,  Aunt 
Honeyman  was  a  kind  soul,  and  such 
was  the  splendor  of  Olive's  father,  of 
his  gifts,  his  generosity,  his  military 
services,  and  Companionship  of  the 
Bath,  that  the  lad  did  really  >ippear  a 
young  duke  to  her.  And  Mrs.  New- 
corae  was  not  unkind ;  and  if  Olive 
had  been  really  a  young  duke,  I 
am  sure  he  would  have  had  the  best 
bedroom  at  Marble  Head,  and  not 
one  of  the  far-off  little  rooms  in  the 
boys'  wing ;  I  am  sure  he  would  have 
had  jellies  and  Oharlottes  Busses,  in- 
stead of  mere  broth,  chicken,  and  bat- 
ter pudding,  such  as  fell  to  his  lot ; 
and  when  he  was  gone  (in  the  carriage, 
mind  you,  not  in  the  gig  driven  by 
a  groom),  I  am  sure  Mrs.  Newcome 
would  have  written  a  letter  that  night 
to  her  Grac»  the  Duchess  Dowager 
his  mamma,  full  of  praise  of  the  dear 
child,  his  graciousness,  his  beauty, 
and  his  wit,  and  declaring  that  she 
must  love  him  henceforth  and  forever 
after  as  a  son  of  her  own.  You  toss 
down  the  page  with  scorn,  and  say, 
"  It  is  not  true.  Human  nature  is  not 
so  bad  as  this  cynic  would  have  it  to 
be.    You  would  make  no  difference  be- 


tween the  rich  and  the  poor."  Be  i« 
so.  You  would  not.  But  own  that 
your  next-door  neighbor  would.  Nor 
is  this,  dear  madam,  addressed  to 
you  ;  no,  no,  we  are  not  so  rude  as  to 
talk  about  you  to  your  face ;  but,  if 
we  may  not  speak  of  the  lady  who  has 
just  left  the  room,  what  is  to  become 
of  conversation  and  society  1 

We  forbear  to  describe  the  meeting 
between  the  Oolonel  and  his  son,  — 
tlie  pretty  boy  from  whom  he  had 
parted  more  than  seven  years  before 
with  such  pangs  of  heart;  and  of 
whom  he  had  thought  ever  since  with 
such  a  constant  longing  affection. 

Half  an  hour  after  the  father  left  the 
boy,  and  in  his  grief  and  loneliness 
was  rowing  -back  to  shore,  Olive  was 
at  play  with  a  dozen  of  other  chil- 
dren on  the  sunny  deck  of  the  ship. 
When  two  bells  rang  for  their  dinner, 
they  were  all  huri-ying  to  the  cuddy- 
table,  and  busy  over  their  meal.  What 
a  sad  repast  their  parents  had  that 
day !  How  their  hearts  followed  the 
careless  young  ones  home  across  the 
great  ocean !  Mothers'  prayers  go 
with  them.  Strong  men,  alone  on 
their  knees,  with  streaming  eyes  and 
broken  accents,  implore  Heaven  for 
those  little  ones,  who  were  prattling 
at  their  sides  but  a  few  hours  since. 
Long  dfter  they  are  gone,  careless  and 
happy,  recollections  of  the  sweet  past 
rise  up  and  smite  those  who  remain  : 
the  flowers  they  had  planted  in  their 
little  gardens,  the  toys  they  played 
with,  the  little  vacant  cribs  they  slept 
in  as  fathers'  eyes  looked  blessings 
down  on  them.  Most  of  us  who  have 
passed  a  couple  of  score  of  years  in 
the  world  have  bad  such  sights  as 
these  to  move  us.  And  those  who 
have  will  think  none  the  worse  of  my 
worthy  Oolonel  for  his  tender  and 
faithful  heart. 

With  that  fidelity  which  was  an.  in- 
stinct of  his  nature,  this  brave  man 
thought  ever  of  his  absent  child,  and 
longed  after  him.  He  never  forsook 
the  native  servants  and  nurses  who 
had  had  charge  of  the  child,  but  eu^ 
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dowed  tliem  with  money  sufficient 
(and  indeed  little  was  wanted  by  peo- 
ple of  that  frugal  race)  to  make  all 
their  future  lives  comfortable.  No 
friends  went  to  Europe,  nor  ship  de- 
parted, but  Newcome  sent  presents 
and  remembrances  'to  the  boy,  and 
costly  tokens  of  his  love  and  thanks  to 
all  who  were  kind  to  his  son.  What 
a  strange  pathos  seems  to  me  to  ac- 
company all  our  Indian  story!  Be- 
sides that  official  history  which  fills 
Gazettes,  and  embroiders  banners  with 
names  of  victory ;  which  gives  moral- 
ists and  enemies  cause  to  cry  out  at 
English  rapine ;  and  enables  patriots 
to  boast  of  invincible  British  valor,  — 
besides  the  splendor  and  conquest,  the 
wealth  and  glory,  the  crowned  ambi- 
tion, the  conquered  danger,  the  vast 
prize,  and  the  blood  freely  shed  in  win- 
ning it, — should  not  one  remember  the 
tears  too .?  Besides  the  lives  of  myri- 
ads of  British  men,  conquering  on  a 
hundred  fields,  from  Plassy  to  Meanee, 
and  bathing  them*  crworc  nostro:  think 
of  the  women,  and  the  tribute  which 
they  perforce  must  pay  to  those  vic- 
torious achievements.  Scarce  a  sol- 
dier goes  to  yonder  shores  but  leaves  a 
home  and  grief  in  it  behind  him.  The 
lords  of  the  subject  province  find 
wives  there;  but  their  children  can- 
not live  on  the  soil.  The  parents 
bring  their  children  to  the  shore  and 
part  from  them.  The  family  must  be 
broken  up.  Keep  the  flowers  of  your 
home  beyond  a  certain  time,  and  the 
sickening  buds  wither  and  die.  In 
America  it  is  from  the  breast  of  a  poor 
slave  that  a  child  is  taken  ;  in  India  it 
is  from  the  wife,  and  from  under  the 
palace,  of  a  splendid  proconsul. 

The  expenence  of  this  grief  made 
Newcome's  naturally  kind  heart  only 
the  more  tender,  and  hence  he  had  a 
weakness  for  children  which  made 
him  the  laughing-stock  of  old  maids, 
old  bachelors,  and  sensible  persons ; 
but  the  darling  of  all  nurseries,  to 
whose  little  inhabitants  he  was  uni- 
formly kind ;  were  they  the  Collec- 
tors* progeny  in  their  palanquins, 
or  the  Sergeants'  children  tumbUng 


about  the  cantonment,  or  the  dusky 
little  heathens  in  the  huts  of  his 
servants  round  his  gate. 

It  is  known  that  there  is  no  part 
of  the  world  where  ladies  are  more 
fascinating  than  in  British  India. 
Perhaps  the  warmth  of  the  sun  kin- 
dles names  in  the  hearts  of  both 
sexes,  which  would  probably  beat 
quite  coolly  in  their  native  air  ;  else 
why  should  Miss  Brown  be  engaged 
ten  days  after  her  landing  at  Cal- 
cutta? or  why  should  Miss  Smith 
have  half  a  dozen  proposals  before 
she  has  been  a  week  at  the  Station  ? 
And  it  is  not  only  bachelors  on  whom 
the  young  ladies  confer  their  affec- 
tions ;  they  will  take  widowers  with- 
out any  difficulty:  and  a  man  so 
generally  liked  as  Major  Newcome, 
with  such  a  good  character,  with  a 
private  fortune  of  his  own,  so  chiviil- 
rous,  generous,  good-looking,  eligible 
in  a  word,  you  may  be  sure  would 
have  found  a  wife  easily  enough,  had 
he  any  mind  for  replacing  the  late 
Mrs.  Casey. 

The  Colonel,  as  has  been  stated, 
had  an  Indian  chum  or  companion, 
wi^h  whom  he  shared  his  lodgings  ; 
and  from  many  jocular  remarks  of 
this  latter  gentleman  (who  loved 
good  jokes  and  uttered  not  a  few)  I 
could  gather  that  the  honest  widower 
Colonel  Newcome  had  been  often 
tempted  to  alter  his  condition,  and 
that  the  Indian  ladies  had  tried  num- 
berless attacks  upon  his  bereaved 
heart,  and  devised  endless  schemes 
of  carrying  it  by  assault,  treason,  or 
other  mode  of  capture.  Mrs.  Casey 
(his  defunct  wife)  had  overcome  it  by 
sheer  pity  and  helplessness.  He  had 
found  her  so  friendless  that  he  took 
her  in  to  the  vacant  place,  and  in- 
stalled her  there  as  he  would  have 
received  a  traveller  into  his  bunga- 
low. He  divided  his  meal  with  her, 
and  made  her  welcome  to  his  best. 
"  I  believe  Tom  Newcome  married 
her,"  sly  Mr.  Binnie  used  to  say, 
"  in  order  that  he  might  have  per- 
mission to  pay  her  milliner's  bills  "" 
and  in  this  way  he  was  amply  gr^ 
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fied  until  the  day  of  her  death.  A 
feeble  miniature  of  the  lady,  with 
yellow  ringlets  and  a  guitar,  hung 
over  the  mantel-piece  of  the  Colonel's 
bedchamber,  where  I  have  often  seen 
that  work  of  art ;  and  subsequently, 
when  he  and  Mr.  Binnie  took  a 
house,  there  was  hung  up  in  the 
spare  bedroom  a  companion  portrait 
to  the  miniature,  —  that  of  the  Colo* 
Bel's  predecessor,  Jack  Casey,  who, 
in  liie,  used  to  fling  plates  at  his 
Emma's  head,  and  who  perished  from 
a  fatal  attachment  to  the  bottle.  I 
am  inclined  to  think  that  Colonel 
Newcome  was  not  much  cast  down 
by  the  loss  of  his  wife,  and  that  they 
lived  but  indifferently  together.  Clive 
used  to  say  in  his  artless  way  that 
his  father  scarcely  ever  mentioned 
his  mother's  name ;  and  no  doubt 
,  the  nnion  was  not  happy,  although 
Newcome  continued  piously  to  ac- 
knowledge it,  long  after  death  had 
brought  it  to  a  termination,  by  con- 
stant benefactions  and  remembrances 
to  the  departed  lady's  kindred. 

Those  widows  or  virgins  who  en- 
deavored to  fill  Emma's  place  found 
the  door  of  Newcome's  heart  fast 
and  barred,  and  assailed  it  in  vain. 
Miss  Billing  sat  down  before  it  with 
her  piano,  and,  as  the  Colonel  was  a 
practitioner  on  the  flute,  hoped  to 
make  all  life  one  harmonious  duet 
with  him ;  but  she  played  her  most 
brilliant  sonatas  and  variations  in 
vain ;  and,  as  everybody  knows,  sub- 
sequently carried  her  grand  piano  to 
Lieutenant  and  Adjutant  Hod^kin's 
house,  whose  name  she  now  bears. 
The  lovely  Widow  Wilkins,  with  two 
darling  little  children,  stopped  at 
Newoome's  hospitable  house,  on  her 
way  to  Calcutta^:  and  it  was  thought 
Fhe  might  nevfer  leave  it;  but  her 
kind  host,  as  was  his  wont,  erammed 
her  children  with  presents  and  good 
things,  consoled  and  entertained  the 
fair  widow,  and  one  morning,  after 
she  had  remained  three  months  at 
the  station,  the  Colonel's  palanquins 
and  bearers  made  their  appearance, 
and  Elvira  Wilkins  went  away  weep- 


ing as  a  widow  should.  Why  did 
she  abuse  Newcome  ever  after  at  Cal- 
cutta, Bath,  Cheltenham,  and  wher- 
ever she  went,  calling  him  selfish, 
pompous,  Quixotic,  and  aBahdwder? 
I  could  mention  half  a  dozen  other 
names  of  ladies  of  most  respectable 
families  connected  with  Leadephall 
Street,  who,  according  to  Colonel 
Newcomers  chum,  —  that  wicked  Mr. 
Binnie,  —  had  all  conspired  more  or 
less  to  give  Clive  Newcome  a  step- 
mother. 

But  he  had  had  an  unlucky  experi- 
ence in  his  own  case;  and  thought 
within  himself,  "No,  I  won't  give 
Clive  a  step-mother.  As  Heaven  has 
taken  his  own  mother  from  him,  why 
I  must  try  to  be  father  and  mother 
too  to  the  lad."  He  kept  the  child 
as  long  as  ever  the  climate  would 
allow  of  his  remaining,  and  then  sent 
him  home.  Then  his  aim  was  to 
save  money  for  the  yorngster.  He 
was  of  a  nature  so  uncontrollably 
generous  that  to  be  sure  he  spent  five 
rupees  where  another  w^ould  save 
them,  and  make  a  fine  show  besides ; 
but  it  is  not  a  man's  gifts  or  hospi* 
talities  that  generally  injure  his  for- 
tune. It  is  on  themselves  that  prodi- 
gals spend  most.  And  as  Newcome 
had  no  personal  extravagances,  and 
the  smallest  selfish  wants  ;  could  live 
almost  as  frugally  as  a  Hindoo ;  kept 
his  horses  not  to  race  but  to  ride; 
wore  his  old  clothes  and  uniforms 
until  they  were  the  laughter  of  his 
regiment ;  did  not  care  for  show,  and 
had  no  longer  an  extravagant  wife,  — 
he  managed  to  lay  by  considerably 
out  of  his  liberal  allowances,  and  to 
find  himself  and  Clive  growing  richer 
everyyear. 

"  When  Clive  has  had  five  or  six 
years  at  school,"  —  that  was  his 
scheme,  —  "-he  will  he  a  fine  scholar, 
and  have  at  least  as  much  classical 
learning  as  a  gentleman  in  the  world 
need  possess.  Then  I  will  go  to 
•England,  and  we  will  pass  three  or 
four  years  together,  in  which  he  will 
learn  to  be  intimate  with  me,  and,  I 
hope,  to  like  me.    I  shall  be  his  pupil 
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for  Latin  and  Greek,  and  try  and  make 
up  fbr  lost  time.  I  know  there  is 
nothing  like  a  knowledge  of  the 
classics  to  give  a  man  good  br^ding, 
—  In^enuas  didicisse  Jiddtter  artes 
emoUunt  moreSj  nee  sinuisse  feros.  I 
shall  be  able  to  help  him  with  my 
knowledge  of  the  world,  and  to  keep 
him  out  of  the  way  of  sharpers  and 
a  pack  of  rogues  who  commonly  in- 
fest young  men.  I  will  make  myself 
his  companion,  and  pretend  to  no  su- 
periority ;  for,  indeed,  is  n't  he  my 
superior?  Of  course  he  is,  with  his 
advantages.  He  has  n't  been  an  idle 
young  scamp  as  I  was.  And  we  will 
travel  together,  first  through  England, 
Scotland^  and  Ireland,  fbr  every  man 
should  know  his  own  country,  and 
then  we  will  make  the  grand  totir. 
Then,  by  the  time  he  is  eighteen,  he 
will  be  able  to  choose  his  profession. 
He  can  go  into  the  army,  and  emulate 
the  glorious  man  after  whom  I  named 
him ;  or  if  he  prefers  the  church,  or 
the  law,  they  are  open  to  him ;  and 
when  he  goes  to  the  university,  by 
which  time  I  shall  be,  in  all  probar 
bility,  a  major-general,  I  can  come 
back  to  India  for  a  fbw  years,  and 
return  by  the  time  he  has  a  wife  and 
a  home  for  his  old  father ;  or  if  I  die, 
I  shall  have  done  the  best  for  him, 
and  my  boy  will  be  left  with  the 
best  education,  a  tolerable  small  for- 
tune, and  the  blessing  of  his  old 
father." 

Such  were  the  plans  of  our  kind 
schemer.  How  fondly  he  dwelt  on 
them,  how  affectionately  he  wrote  of 
them  to  his  boy  \  How  he  read  books 
of  travels  and  looked  over  the  maps 
of  Europe !    and  said,  **  Rome,  sir, 

florfous  Kome ;  it  won't  be  very  long, 
lajor,  before  my  boy  and  I  see  the 
Colosseum,  and  kiss  the  Pope's  toe. 
"We  shall  go  up  the  Rhine  to  Switzer- 
land, and  over  the  Simplon,  the  work 
of  the  great  Napoleon.  By  Jove,  sir, 
think  of  the  Turks  before  Vienna, 
and  Sobieski  clearing  eighty  thousand 
of  'em  off  the  face  of  the  earth !  How 
my  boy  will  rejoice  in  the  picture- 
galleries  there,  and  in  Prince  Eugene'a 


prints  !  You  know,  I  snppose,  that 
Prince  Eugene,  one  of  the  greatest 
generals  in  the  world,  was  also  one 
of  the  greatest  lovers  of  the  fine  arts. 
Ingemtas  didicisse,  hey.  Doctor?  you 
know     the     rest,  —  emoUunt    mores 

"EmoUunt  mores!  Colonel,"  says 
Doctor  ^  McTaggart,  who,  perhaps, 
was  too  canny  to  correct  the  com- 
manding officers  Latin.  "Don't  ye 
noo  that  Prence  Eugene  was  about 
as  savage  a  Turk  as  iver  was  ?  Have 
ye  niver  rad  the  mimores  of  the 
Prants  de  Leen  ?  " 

"  Well,  he  was  a  great  cavalry  offi- 
cer," answers  the  Colonel,  "and  he 
left  a  great  collection  of  prints,  — 
that  you  know.  How  Clive  will  de- 
light in  them !  The  boy's  talent  for 
drawing  is  wonderful,  «r,  wonderful. 
He  sent  me  a  picture  of  our  old  school, 
—  the  very  actual  thing,  sir ;  the  clois- 
ters, the  school,  the  head  sown-boy 
foing  in  with  the  rods,  and  tne  doctor 
imself.  It  would  make  you  die  of 
laughing ! " 

He  regaled  the  ladies  of  the  regi- 
ment with  Clive's  letters,  and  those 
of  Miss  Honeyman,  which  contained 
an  account  of  the  hoy.  He  even 
bored  some  of  his  bearers  with  this 
prattle ;  and  sporting  young  men 
would  give  or  take  odds  that  the 
Colonel  would  mention  Clive's  name, 
once  before  five  minutes,  three  times 
in  ten  minutes,  twenty-five  times  in 
the  course  of  dinner,  and  so  on.  But 
they  who  laughed  at  the  Colonel 
laughed  very  kindly ;  and  everybody 
who  knew  him  lov^  him  ;  everybody 
that  is,  who  loved  modesty,  and  gen- 
erosity, and  honor. 

At  last  the  happy  time  came  for 
which  the  kind  father  had  been  long- 
ing more  passionately  than  any  pris- 
oner for  liberty,  or  school-boy  for  holi- 
day. Colonel  Newcome  has  taken 
leave  of  his  regiment,  leaving  Major 
Tomkinson,  nothing  loath,  in  com- 
mand. He  has  travelled  to  Calcutta ; 
and  the  Commander-in-Chief,  in  gen- 
eral orders,  has  announced  that  in 
giving  to  Lieutenant-Colonel  Thomas 
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Newcome,  C.  B.,  of  the  Bengal  Cav- 
alry, leave  for  the  first  time,  after  .no 
less  than  thirty-four  years'  absence 
from  home,  "  he  ( Sir  George  Hustler) 
cannot  refrain  from  expressing  his 
sense  of  the  great  and  meritorious 
services  of  this  most  distinguished 
officer,  who  has  left  his  regiment  in 
a  state  of  the  highest  discipline  and 
efficiency."  And  now  the  ship  has 
sailed,  the  voyage  is  over,  and  once 
more,  after  so  many  long  ^ears,  the 
honest  soldier's  foot  is  on  his  native 
shore. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

NEWCOME  BROTHERS. 

Besides  his  own  boy,  whom  he 
worshipped,  this  kind  Colonel  had  a 
score,  at  least,  of  adopted  children,  to 
whom  he  chose  to  stand  in  the  light 
of  a  father.  He  was  forever  whirl- 
ing away  in  post-chaises  to  this 
school  and  that,  to  see  Jack  Brown's 
boys,  of  the  Cavalry ;  or  Mrs.  Smith's 
girls,  of  the  Civil  Service;  or  poor 
Tom  Hicks's  orphan,  who  had  nobody 
to  look  jifter  him  now  that  the  cholera 
had  carried  off  Tom,  and  his  wife  too. 
On  board  the  ship  in  which  he  re- 
turned from  Calcutta  were  a  dozen 
of  little  children,  of  both  sexes,  some 
of  whom  he  actually  escorted  to  their 
friends  before  he  visited  his  own ;  and 
though  his  heart  was  longing  for  his 
boy  at  Greyfriars.  The  children  at 
the  schools  seen,  and  largely  re- 
warded out  of  his  bounty  (his  loose 
white  trousers  had  great  pockets, 
always  heavy,  with  gold  and  silver, 
which  he  jingled  when  he  was  not 
pulling  his  mustachios,  —  to  see  the 
way  in  which  he  tipped  children 
made  one  almost  long  to  be  a  boy 
again)  ;  and  when  he  had  visited 
Miss  Pinkerton's  establishment,  or 
Doctor  Kamshom's  adjoining  acade- 
my at  Chiswick,  and  seen  little  Tom 
l^avis  or  little  Fanny  Holmes,  the 
honest  fellow  would  come  home  and 
write  off  straightway  .a  long  letter 
to    Tom's  or  Fanny's  parents,  far 


away  in  the  Indian  country,  whose 
hearts  he  made  happy  by  his  a& 
counts  of  their  children,  as  he  had 
delighted  the  children  themselves  by 
his  affection  and  bounty.  All  the 
apple  and  orange  women  (especiallv 
such  as  had  babies  as  well  as  lolli- 
pops at  their  stalls),  all  the  street- 
sweepers  on  the  road  between  Nerot's 
and  the  Oriental,  knew  him,  and 
were  his  pensioners.  His  brothers  in 
Threadneedle  Street  cast  up  their  eyes 
at  the  checks  which  he  drew. 

One  of  the  little  people  of  whom 
the  kind  Newcome  had  taken  charge 
luckily  dwelt  near  Portsmouth ;  and 
when  the  faithful  Colonel  consigned 
Miss  Fipps  to  her  grandmother,  Mrs. 
Admiral  Fipps,  at  Southampton,  Miss 
Fipps  clung  to  her  guardian,  and  with 
tears  and  howls  was  torn  away  from 
him.  Not  until  her  maiden  aunts  had 
consoled  her  with  strawberries,  which 
she  never  before  had  tasted,  was  the 
little  Indian  comforted  for  the  de- 
parture of  her  dear  Colonel.  Master 
Cox,  Tom  Cox's  boy,  of  the  Native 
Infantry,  had  to  be  carried  asleep 
from  the  "  George "  to  the  mail  that 
night.  Master  Cox  woke  up  at  the 
dawn  wondering,  as  the  coach  passed 
through  the  pleasant  green  roads  of 
Bromley.  The  good  gentleman  con- 
signed the  little  chap  to  his  uncle,  Dr. 
Cox,  Bloomsbury  Square,  before  he 
went  to  his  own  quarters,  and  then  on 
the  errand  on  which  his  fond  heart  was 
bent. 

He  had  written  to  his  brothers  from 
Portsmouth,  announcing  his  arrival, 
and  three  words  to  Clive,  conveying 
the  same  intelligence.  The  letter 
was  served  to  the  boy  along  with  one 
bowl  of  tea  and  one  buttered  roll,  of 
eighty  such  which  were  distributed  to 
fourscore  other  boys,  boarders  of  the 
same  house  with  our  young  friend. 
How  the  lad's  face  must  have  flushed 
and  his  eyes  brightened,  when  he  read 
the  news  !  When  the  master  of  the 
house,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Popkinson,  came 
into  the  long-room,  with  a  good- 
natured  face,  and  said,  "Newcome, 
you're  wanted,"  he  knows  who  is 
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come.  He  do6s  not  Ijced  that  noto- 
rious bruiser,  old  lloJge,  who  roars 
out,  "  Confound  you,  Newcome  :  I  '11 
give  it  to  you  for  upsettinj:^  your  tea 
over  my  new  trousers."  He  runs  to 
the  room  where  the  stranger  is  wait- 
ing for  him.  We  will  shut  the  door, 
if  you  please,  upon  that  scene. 

If  Clive  had  not  been  as  fine  and 
handsome  a  young  lad  as  any  in  that 
school  or  country,  no  doubt  his  fond 
father  would  have  been  just  as  well 
pleased,  and  endowed  him  with  a 
hundred  fanciful  graces  ;  but,  in 
truth,  in  looks  and  manners  he  was 
everything  which  his  parent  could 
desire ;  and  I  hope  the  artist  who  il- 
lustrates this  work  will  take  care  to 
do  justice  to  his"  portrait.  Mr.  Clive 
himself,  let  that  painter  be  assured, 
will  not  be  too  well  pleased  if  his 
countenance  and  figure  do  not  receive 
proper  attention.  He  is  not  yet  en- 
dowed with  those  splendid  musta- 
chios  and  whiskers  which  he  has 
himself  subsequently  depicted,  but  he 
is  the  picture  of  health,  strength,  ac- 
tivity, and  good-humor.  He  has  a 
good  forehead,  shaded  with  a  quan- 
tity of  waving  light  hair;  a  com- 
plexion which  ladies  might  envy; 
a  mouth  which  seems  accustomed  to 
laughing  ;  and  a  pair  of  blue  eyes 
that  sparkle  with  intelligence  and 
frank  kindness.  No  wonder  the 
pleased  father  cannot  refrain-  from 
looking  at  him.  He  is,  in  a  word, 
just  such  a  youth  as  has  a  right  to  be 
the  hero  of  a  novel. 

The  bell  rings  for  second  school, 
and  Mr.  Popkinson,  arrayed  in  cap 
and  gown,  comes'in  to  shake  Colonel 
Newcome  by  the  hand,  and  to  say 
he  supposed  it 's  to  be  a  holiday  for 
Newcome  that  day.  He  does  not  say 
a  word  about  Clive's  scrape  of  the 
day  before,  and  that  awful  row  in  the 
bedrooms,  where  the  lad  and  three 
others  were  discovered  making  a  sup- 
per off  a  pork-pie  and  two  bottles  of 
prime  ola  port  from  the  Red  Cow 
public-house  in  Greyfriars  Lane. 
When  the  bell  has  done  ringing,  and 
all  these  busy  little  bees  have  swarmed 


into  their  hive,  there  is  a  solitude  in 
the  place.  The  Colonel  and  his  son 
walked  the  playground  together,  that 
gravelly  flat  as*  destitute  of  herbage  as 
the  Arabian  desert,  but,  nevertheless, 
in  the  language  of  the  place,  called 
the  green.  They  walk  the  green,  and 
they  pace  the  cloisters,  and  Clive 
shows  his  father  his  own  name  of 
Thomas  Newcome  carved  upon  one  of 
the  arches  forty  years  ago.  As  they 
talk,  the  boy  gives  sidelong  glances 
at  his  new  friend,  and  wonders  at  the 
Colonel's  loose  trousers,  long  mus- 
tachios,  and  yellow  face.  He  looks 
very  odd,  Clive  thinks,  very  odd,  and 
very  kind,  and  he  looks  like  a  gentle- 
man, every  inch  of  him;  not  liko 
Martin's  father,  who  came  to  see  his 
son  lately  in  high-lows,  and  a  shock- 
ing bad  hat,  and  actually  flung  cop- 
pers amongst  the  boys  fbr  a  scramble. 
He  bursts  out  a-lau^hing  at  the  ex- 
quisitely ludicrous  idea  of  a  gentle- 
man of  his  fashion  scrambling  for 
coppers. 

And  now,  enjoining  the  boy  to  be 
ready  against  his  return  (and  you 
may  be  sure  Mr.  Clive  was  on  the 
lookout  long  before  hid  sire  ap- 
peared), the  Colonel  whirled  away  in 
his  cab  to  the  City  to  shake  hands 
with  his  brothers,  whom  he  had  not 
seen  since  they  were  demure  little 
men  in  blue  jackets,  under  charge  of 
a  serious  tutor. 

He  rushed  through  the  clerks  and 
the  banking-house,  he  broke  into  the 
parlor  where  the  lords  of  the  estab- 
lishment were  seated.  He  astonished 
those  trim  quiet  gentlemen  by  the 
warmth  of  his  greeting,  by  the  vigor 
of  his  hand-shake,  and  the  loud  high 
tones  of  his  voice,  which  penetrated 
the  glass  walls  of  the  parlor,  and 
might  Actually  be  heard  by  the  busy- 
clerks  in  the  hall  without.  He  knew 
Brian  from  Hobson  at  once,  —  th«t 
unlucky  little  accident  in  the  go-cfirt 
having  left  its  mark  forever  on  the 
nose  of  Sir  Brian  Newcome,  the  el- 
der of  the  twins.  Sir  Brian  had  a 
bald  head  and  light  hair,  a  short 
whisker  cut  to  his  cheek,  a  buff  waist* 
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coat,  yeiy  neat  boots  and  hands.  He 
looked  like  the  "  Portrait  of  a  Gen- 
tleman at  the  Exhibition/'  as  l^e 
woirthy  is  represented :  dignified  in 
attitude,  bland,  smiling,  and  states- 
manlike, sitting  at  a  table  unsealing 
letters,  with  a  despatch-box  and  a  sil- 
ver inkstand  before  him,  a  column 
and  a  scarlet  curtain  behind,  and  a 
park  in  the  distance,  with  a  great 
thunder-storm  lowering  in  the  sky. 
Such  a  portrait,  in  fact,  hangs  over 
the  great  sideboard-  at  Newcome  to 
this  day,  and  above  the  three  great 
silver  waiters  which  the  gratitude  of 
as  many  Companies  has  presented 
to  their  respeeted  director  and  chair- 
man. 

In  face  Hobson  Newcome,  Esq., 
was  like  his  elder  brother,  but  was 
more  portly  in  person.  He  allowed 
his  red  whiskers  to  grow  wherever  na- 
ture had  planted  them,  on  his  cheeks 
and  under  his  chin.  He  wore  thick 
shoes  with  nails  in  them,  or  natty, 
round-toed  boots,  with  tight-  trousers 
and  a  single  strap.  He  affected  the 
country  gentleman  in  his  appearance. 
His  hat  had  a  broad  brim,  and  the 
ample  pockets  of  his  cut-away  coat 
were  never  destitute  of  agricultural 
produce,  samples  of  beans  or  com, 
which  he  used  to  bite  and  €h<'w  even 
on  'Change,  or  a  whip-lash,  or  balls 
for  horses ;  in  fine,  he  was  a  good  old 
country  gentleman.  If  it  was  fine  in 
Threadneedle  Street,  he  would  say 
it  was  good  weather  for  the  hay  ;  if 
it  rained,  the  country  wanted  rain; 
if  it  was  frosty,  "  No  hunting  to-day, 
Tomkins,  my  boy,"  and  so  forth. 
As  he  rode  from  Hryahstone  Square 
to  the  City  you  would  take  him-^ 
and  he  was  pleased  to  be  so  taken  — 
for  a  country  squire.  He  was  a  bet- 
ter man  of  business  than  his  more 
solemn  and  stately  brother,  at  whom 
he  laughed  in  his  locular  way ;  and 
he  said  rightly,  tnat  a  gentleman 
must  get  up  very  early  in  the  mom- 
inp:  who  wanted  to  take  him  in. 

The  Colonel  breaks  into  the  sanc- 
tum of  these  worthy- gentlemen  :  and 
each  reoeives  him  in  a  manner  conso- 


nant with  his  peculiar  nature.  Sir 
Brian  regretted  that  Lady  Ann  was 
away  from  London,  being  at  Brigh- 
ton with  the  children,  who  were  all 
ill  of  the  measles.  Hobson  said, 
"  Maria  can't  treat  you  to  such  good 
company  as  my  Lady  could  give  you ; 
but  when  will  you  take  a  day  and 
come  and  dine  with  us  ?  Let 's 
see,  to-day  's  Wednesday ;  to-morrow 
we  've  a  party.  No,  we  're  engaged." 
He  meant  that  his  table  was  full,  and 
that  he  did  not  care  to  crowd  it ;  but 
there  was  no  use  in  imparting  this 
circamstance  to  the  Colonel.  "  Fri- 
day we  dine  at  Judge  Budge's, — 
queer  name.  Judge  Budge,  ain't  it  ? 
Saturday  I  'm  going  down  to  Marble 
Head  to  look  after*  the  hay.  Come 
on  Monday,  Tom,  and  I  'U  introduce 
you  to  the  misses  and  the  young  uns." 

"  I  will  bring  Clive,"  says  Colonel 
Newcome,  rather  disturbed  at  this  re- 
ception. "  After  his  illness  my  sis- 
ter-in-law was  very  kind  to  him." 

"  No,  hang  it,  don't  bring  boys ; 
there 's  no  good  in  boys ;  they  stop 
the  talk  down  stairs,  and  the  ladies 
don't  want  'em  in  the  drawing-room. 
Send  him  to  dine  with  the  children 
on  Sunday,  if  you  like,  and  come 
along  down  with  me  to  Marble  Head, 
and  I  '11  show  you  such  a  crop  of  hay 
as  will  make  your  eyes  open.  Are 
you  fond  of  fanning  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  seen  my  boy  for  years," 
says  the  Colonel ;  "  I  had  rather  pass 
Saturday  and  Sunday  with  him,  if 
you  please,  and  some  day  we  will  go 
to  Marble  Head  together." 

"  Well,  an  offer 's  an  offer.  I  don't 
know  any  pleasanter  thing  than  get- 
ting out  of^this  confound^  City  and 
smelling  the  hedges,  and  looking  ^t 
the  crops  coming  up,  and  passing  the 
Sunday  in  quiet.^'  And,  his  own  tastes 
being  thus  agricultural,  the  worthy 
gentleman  thought  that  everybody 
else  must  delight  in  the  same  recrea- 
tion. 

"  In  the  winter  I  hope  we  shall 
see  you  at  Newcome,"  says  the  elder 
brother,  blandly  smiling.  "I  can't 
give  you  any  tiger-shooting,  but  III 
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promise  jon  thftt  yon  shall  find  pleti- 
ty  of  pheasants  in  our  jungle,  and 
he  laughed  very  gently  at  this  mild 
sally. 

'fhe  Colonel  gave  him  a  queer  look. 
"I  shall  be  at  Newcome  before  the 
winter.  I  shaiU  be  there,  please  God, 
before  many  days  are  over." 

"  Indeed  I "  says  the  Baronet,  with 
an  air  of  great  surprise.  "  You  are 
going  down  to  look  at  the  cradle  of 
our  race.  I  believe  the  Newcomes 
were  there  before  the  Conqueror*  It 
was  but  a  village  in  our  grandfather's 
time,  and  it  is  an  immense  flourishing 
town  now,  for  which  I  hope  to  get  -^ 
I  expect  to  get —  a  charter.'* 

"  Do  yon  ?  "  says  the  Colonel.  "  I 
am  going  down  there  to  see  a  rela- 
tion." 

"  A  relation  !  What  relatives  have 
we  there  1 "  cries  the  Baronet.  "  My 
children  with  the  exception  of  Barnes. 
Barnes,  this  is  your  oncle,  Colonel 
Thomas  Newcome.  I  have  great 
pleasure,  brother,  in  introducing  you 
to  my  eldest  son." 

A  fair-haired  yonng  ^iientteman,  lan- 
giiid  and  pale,  and  arrayed  in  the 
very  height  of  fashion,  made  his  ap- 
pearance at  this  juncture  in  the  par- 
lor, and  returned  Colonel  Newcome's 
greeting  with  a  smiling  acknowledg- 
ment of  his  own.  "  Very  happy  to 
see  yon,  I  'm  sure,"  said  the  youne 
man.  "  Yon  find  London  very  much 
changed  since  you  were  here  1  y&ry 
good  time  to  come,  —  the  very  full  of 
the  season." 

Poor  Thomiis  Neweomto  was  qtiite 
abashed  by  this  strange  reception. 
Here  was  a  man,  hungry  for  aflfee- 
tion,  and  one  relation  asked  him  to 
dinner  next  Monday,  and  another  in- 
vited him  to  shoot  pheasants  at 
Christmas.  Here  was  a  beardless 
young  sprig,  who  patronized  him, 
and  voucn^fed  to  ask  him  whether 
he  found  London  was  changed. 

"  I  don't  know  whether  it 's 
changed,"  says  the  Colonel,  biting 
his  nails;  "I  know  it's  not  what  I 
expected  to  find  it." 

TcHlay  it's  really  at  hot  as  I 
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shonld  think  it  must  be  in  India/' 
says  young  Mr.  Barnes  Newcome. 

**  Hot ! "  says  the  Colonel,  with  a 
grin.  "  It  seems  to  me  you  are  all 
cool  enough  here." 

*'  Just  what  Sir  Thomas  de  Boots 
said,  sir,"  says  Barnes,  turning  round 
to  his  father.  **  Don't  you  remem- 
ber when  he  came  home  from  Bom- 
bay ?  I  recollect  his  saying,  at  Lady 
Featherstone's,  one  dooced  hot  night, 
aa  it  seemed  to  us;  I  recklect  his 
saying  that  he  felt  quite  cold.  Did 
von  know  him  in  India,  Colonel 
Newcome  ?  He 's  liked  at  the  Horse 
Guards,  but  he's  hated  in  his  regi- 
ment." 

Colonel  Newcome  here  growled  a 
wish  regarding  the  ultimate  fate  of 
Sir  Thomas  de  Boots,  which  we  trust 
may  never  be  realized  by  that  dis- 
tinguished cavalry  officer. 

"  My  brother  says  he 's  going  to 
Newcome,  Barnes,  next  week,"  said 
the  Baronet,  wishing  to  make  the 
conversation  more  interesting  to  the 
newly  arrived  Colonel.  "He  was 
saying  so  just  when  yon  came  in,  and 
I  was  asking  him  what  took  him 
there  1 " 

"  Did  yon  ever  hear  of  Sarah  Ma- 
son ?  "  says  the  Colonel. 

"  Really,  I  never  did,"  the  Baronet 
answered. 

"  Sarah  Mason  ?  No,  upon  my 
word,  I  don't  think  I  ever  did,"  said 
the  young  man. 

"  Well,  that 's  a  pity  too,"  the 
Colonel  said,  with  a  sneer.  "Mrs. 
Mason  is  a  relation  of  yours,  —  at 
least  by  marriage.  She  is  my  aunt 
or  cousin,  —  I  used  to  call  her  aunt, 
and' 'She  and  my  father  and  mother 
^1  worked  in  the  same  mill  at  New- 
come  together." 

"  I  remember,  —  God  bless  my  soul, 
—  I  remember  now  ! "  cries  the  Baro- 
net "We  pay  her  forty  pound  a 
year  on  your  account,  —  don't  you 
know,  brother?  Look  to  Colonel 
Newcome's  account,  —  I  recollect  the 
name  quite  well.  But  I  thought 
she  had  been  your  nurse,  and -^  and 
an  old  servant  of  my  father's. 
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"  So  she  wa8  my  narse,  and  an  old 
servant  of  mv  father's,"  answered  the 
Colonel.  "  But  she  was  my  mother's 
cousin  too ;  and  very  lucky  was  my 
mother  to  have  such  a  servant,  or  to 
have  a  servant  at  all.  There  is  not 
in  the  whole  world  a  more  faithful 
creature  or  a  better  woman.". 

Mr.  Hobson  rather  enjoyed  his 
brother's  perplexity,  and  to  see,  when 
the  Baronet  rode  the  high  horse,  how 
he  came  down  sometimes.  "I  am 
sure  it  does  you.  very  great  credit," 
gasped  the  courtly  head  of  the  firm, 
"  to  remember  a  —  a  humble  friend 
and  connection  of  our  father's  so 
well." 

"  I  think,  brother,  you  might  have 
recollected  her  too,"  the  Colonel 
growled  out.  His  face  was  blushing ; 
he  was  quite  angry  and  hurt  at  what 
seemed  to  him  Sir  Brian's  hardness 
of  heart 

"  Pardon  me  if  I  don't  see   the 
necessity,"  said  Sir  Brian.    **  /  have 
no   relationship  with    Mrs.    Mason, 
and  do  not   remember  ever  having 
seen   her.     Can  I  do  anything    for 
you,  brother?     Can  I  be  useful   to 
you  in  any  way?    Pray  command 
me  and  Barnes  here,  who,  after  City 
hours,  will  be  delighted  if  he  can  be 
serviceable  to  you,  —  /  am  nailed  to 
this  counter  all  the  morning,  and  to 
the  House  of  Commons  all  night ;  — 
I  will  be  with  you  in  one  moment, 
Mr.     Quilter.     Good  by,    my    dear 
Colonel.    How  well  India  has  agreed 
with  you  I  how  young  you  look  I  the 
hot  winds  are  nothing  to  what  we  en- 
dure in  Parliament.     Hobson,"  in  a 
low  voice,  "  you  saw  about  that  hm 
—  that  power  of  attorney,  —  and  hm 
and  hm  will  call  here  at  12  about 
that  hm.     I  am  sorry  I  must  say 
pood  by,  —  it  seems  so  hard  after  not 
meeting  for  so  many  years." 
**  Very,"  says  the  Colonel. 
"  Mind  and  send  for  me  whenever 
you  want  me,  now." 

"  O,   of  course,"  said    the     elder 
brother,  and  thought  when  will  that 
ever  be ! 
'*  Lady  Ann  will  be  too  delighted  at 


hearing  of  your  arrival.  Give  my 
love  to  Clive,  —  a  remarkably  fine 
boy,  Clive, — good  morning  "  :  and 
the  Baronet  "was  gone,  and  his  bald 
head  might  presently  be  seen  along- 
side of  Mr.  Quilter's  confidential 
gray  poll,  both  of  their  faces  turned 
into  an  immense  ledger. 

Mr.  Hobson  accompanied  the 
Colonel  to  the  door,  and  shook  him 
cordially  by  the  hand  as  he  got  into 
his  cab.  The  man  asked  whither  he 
should  drive?  and  poor  Newcome 
hardly  knew  where  he  was  or  whither 
he  should  go.  Drive!  a — oh  —  ah 
—  damme,  drive  me  anywhere  away 
from  this  place  I "  was  all  he  could 
say ;  and  very  likely  the  cabman 
thought  he  was  a  disappointed  debtor 
who  had  asked  in  vam  to  renew  a 
bill.  In  fact,  Thomas  Newcome  had 
overdrawn  his  little  account.  There 
was  no  such  balance  of  affection  in 
that  bank  of  his  brothers  as  the 
simple  creature  had  expected  to  find 
there. 

When  he  was  gone.  Sir  Brian  went 
back  to  his  parlor,  where  sat  young 
Barnes  perusing  the  paper.  "  My 
revered  uncle  seems  to  have  brought 
back  a  quantitv  of  cayenne  pepper 
from  India,  sir,"  he  said  to  his 
father. 

"  He  seems  a  very  kind-hearted, 
simple  man,"  the  Baronet  said ;  "  ec- 
centric, but  he  has  been  more  than  ^ 
thirty  years'  away  from  home.  Of 
course  you  will  call  upon  him  to- 
morrow ipoming.  Do  everything 
yon  can  to  make  him  comfortable. 
Whom  would  he  like  to  meet  at 
dinner?  I  will  ask  some  of  the 
Direction.  Ask  him,  Barnes,  for 
next  Wednesday  or  Saturday,  —  no  j 
Saturday  I  dine  with  the  Speaker. 
But  see  that  every  attention  is  paid 
him." 

"  Does  he  intend  to  have  our  re- 
lation up  to  town,  sir  ?  T  should  like 
to  meet  Mrs.  Mason  of  all  things.  A 
venerable  washerwoman  I  dare  say, 
or  perhaps  keeps  a  publicyhouse,"  sim- 
pered out  young  Barnes. 
**  Silence,   Barnes  ;    you  jest    at 
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everything,  yon  jonng  men  do,  — you 
do.  Colonel  Kcwcome's  affection  for 
his  old  nurse  docs  him  the  greatest 
honor,"  said  the  Baronet,  who  really 
meant  what  he  said. 

**  And  I  hope  my  mother  will  have 
her  to  stay  a  good  deal  at  Newcome. 
I  'm  sure  she  must  have  been  a  wash- 
erwoman, and  mangled  my  uncle  in 
early  life.  His  costume  struck  me 
with  respectful  astonishment.  ^He 
disdains  the  use  of  straps  to  his 
trousers,  and  is  seemingly  unac- 
quainted with  gloves.  If  he  had 
died  in  India,  would  my  late  aunt 
have  had  to  perish  on  a  funeral- 
pile"?"  Here  Mr.  Quilter,  entering 
with  a  heap  of  bills,  ptit  an  end  to 
these  sarcastic  remarKs,  and  young 
Newcome,  applying  himself  to  his 
business  (of  wMch  he  was-  a  perfect 
master),  forgot  about  his  uncle  till 
after  City  hours,  when  he  Bntertained 
some  young  gentleman  of  Bays*s  Club 
with  an  account  of  his  newly  arrived 
relative. 

Towards  the  City  whither  he  werid- 
ed  his  way,  whatever  had  been  the 
ball  or  the  dissipation  of  the  night 
before,  young  Barnes  Newcome  might 
be  seen  walking  every  morning,  res- 
olutely and  swiftly  with  his  neat  u\n- 
brella.  As  he  passed  Charing  Cross 
c  his  way  westwards,  his  little 
/ »-  ots  trailed  slowly  over  the  pave- 
jMciity  his  head  hung  languid  (bend- 
ing, lower  still,  and  smiling  with 
fiided  sweetness  as  he  doffed  his  hat 
and  saluted  a  passing  carriage),  his 
umbrella  trailed  after  him.  Not  a 
dandy  on  all  the  Pall  Mall  pave- 
ment seemed  to  have  less  to  do  than 
he. 

Heavyside,  a  large  young  officer  of 
the  household  troops,  old  Sir  Thomas 
de  Boots,  and  Horace  Fogey,  whom 
every  one  knows,  are  in  the  window 
of  Hays's,  yawning  as  widely  as  that 
window  itself.  Horses,  under  the 
charge  of  men  in  red  jackets,  are 
pacing  up  and  down  St.  James's 
Street.  Cabmen  on  the  stand  are 
regaling  with  boer.  Gentlemen  with 
groom3  behind  them  pass   towards 


the  park.  Great  dowager  barouches 
roll  along,  enblazoned  with  coronets, 
and  driven  by  coachmen  in  silvery 
wigs.  Wistful  provincials  gaze  in 
at  the  clubs.  Foreigners  chatter  sthd 
show  their  teeth,  and  look  at  the 
ladies  in  the  carriages,  and  smoke 
and  spit  refreshingly  'round  about. 
Policeman  X  slouches  along  the  pave- 
ment. It  is  5  o'clock,  the  noon  in 
Pall  Mall. 

"  Here 's  little  Newcome  coming," 
says  Mr.  Horace  Fogey.  "  He  and 
the  muffin-man  generally  make  their 
appearance  in  public  together." 

"Dashed  little  prig,"  says  Sir 
Thomas  de  Boots,  "  why  the  dash 
did  they  ever  let  him  in  here  1  If  I 
had  n't  been  in  India,  by  dash,  —  ho 
should  have  been  blackballed  twenty 
times  over,  by  dash."  Only  Sir 
Thomas  used  words  far  more  terrific 
than  dash  ;  for  this  distinguished 
cavalry  officer  swore  verv  fi'eely. 

"  He  amuses  me ;  he  s  such  a  mis- 
chievous little  devil,"  says  good-na- 
tured Charley  Heavyside. 

"  It  takes  very  little  to  amuse  you," 
remarks  Fogey. 

"  You  don't.  Fogey,"  answers 
Charley.  "  I  know  every  one  of 
your  demd  old  stories,  that  are  as  old 
as  my  grandmother.  How-dy-do, 
Barney."  (Enter  Barnes  Newcome.) 
"  How  are  the  Three  per  Cents,  you 
little  beggar  ?  I  wish  you  'd  do  nne 
a  bit  of  stiff;  and  just  tell  your 
father  if  I  may  overdraw  my  account, 
I  '11  vote  with  him,  —  hanged  if  I 
don't." 

Barnes  orders  absinthe-and- water, 
and  drinks ;  Heavyside  resuming  his 
elegant  raillery.  "  I  say,  Barney, 
your  name 's  Barney,  and  you  're  a. 
banker.  You  must  be  a  little  Jew, 
hey?  Veil,  how  mosh  vill  you  do 
my  little  pill  for?" 

"Do  hee-haw  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  Heavyside,"  says  the 
young  man,  with  a  languid  air. 
"  That 's  your  place :  you  're  re 
turned  for  it."  (Captain  the  Honor- 
able Charles  Heavyside  is  a  member 
of  the  legislature,  and  eminent  in  the 
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HJouse  for  asinine  imitationfl  which 
delight  his  own,  and  confuse  the  other 
party.)  "  Dqn't  bray  here.  I  hate 
the  sliop  out  of  shop  hours." 

*"Dash  the  little  puppy,"  growls 
Sir  De  Boots,  swelling  in  his  waist- 
band. 

"  What  do  they  say  about  the 
Kussians  in  the  City  ?  "  says  Horace 
Fogey,  who  hajs  been  in  the  diplomatic 
service.  "  Has  the  fleet  left  Cronstadt, 
or  has  it  not  ?  " 

*'  How  should  I  know  ? "  asks 
Barney.  "  Ain't  it  sX\  in  th^  event- 
ing  paper?" 

"  That  is  very  uncomfortable  news 
from  India,  General,"  resumes  Fogey, 
—  "  there  's  Lady  Doddington's  car- 
riage, how  well  she  looks,  ^r-  that 
movement  of  Hui\jeet  Singh  on  Fe- 
shawur :  that  fleet  on  the  Irrawaddy. 
it  looks  doocid  queer,  let  me  t^U  you, 
and  Penguin  is  not  the  man  to  be 
Governor-General  of  India  in  a  time 
of  difficulty." 

"  And  Hustler  's  not  the  man  to  be 
Commander-in-Chief;  dashderold  fool 
never  lived  :  a  dashed  old  psalm-sing- 
ing, blundering  old  woman,"  says  Sir 
Thomas,  who  wanted  the  command 
himself. 

"  You  ain't  in  the  psalm-singing 
line,  Sir  Thomas  ?  "  says  Mr.  Barnes ; 
"  quite  the  contrary."  In  fact.  Sir  de 
Boots  in  his  youtn  used  to  sing  with 
the  Duke  of  xork,  and /even  against 
Captain  Costigan,  but  was  beaten  by 
that  superior  bacchanalian  artist. 

Sir  Thomas  looks  as  if  to  ask  what 
the  dash  is  that  to  you  ?  but  wanting 
still  to  go  to  India  again,  and  knowing 
how  strong  the  Newcomes  are  in  Lead- 
enhall  Street,  he  thinks  it  necessary  to 
be  civil  to  the  young  cub,  and  swallows 
his  wrath  once  more  into  his  waist- 
band. 

"  I  Ve  got  an  uncle  come  home  from 
India,  —  upon  my  word  I  have,"  says 
Barnes  Newcome.  "  That  is  why  I  am 
so  exhausted.  I  am  going  to  buy  him 
a  pair  of  gloves,  number  fourteen,  — 
and  I  want  a  tailor  for  him,  —  not  a 
young  man's  tailor.  Fogey-s  tailor 
rather.    I  M  take  my  father's ;  but  he 


has  all  hts  things  made  in  the  conntry , 
—  ail,  —  in  the  borough,  you  know, — 
he  's  a  public  man." 

"  Is  Colonel  Newcome,  of  the  Bengal 
Cavalry,  your  uncle?"  abked  Sir 
Thomas  dc  Boots. 

"Yes;  will  you  come  and  meet 
him  at  dinner  next  Wednesday  week. 
Sir  Thomas  1  and  Fogey,  you  come ; 
^u  know  you  like  a  good  dinner. 
Vq^  don't  know  anything  against 
my  uncle,  do  you,  Sir  Thomas? 
Have  I  any  Bralupinical  cousin^)? 
Need  we  be  ashamed  of  him  ? " 

"  I  tell  you  what,  young  man,  if 
you  were  more  like  him  it  would  n't 
hurt  yon.  He  's  an  odd  man :  they 
call  him  Bon  Qiiixote  in  India;  I 
suppose  you  'ye  read  Don  Quixote." 

"Never  heard  of  it,  upon  my  word ; 
and  why  dp  you  wish  I  snould  be  more 
like  him  1  I  don't  wish  to  be  like  him 
at  all,  thank  you." 

"  Why,  because  he  is  one  of  the 
bravest  officers  that  ever  lived," 
roared  out  the  old  soldier.  "Because 
he  's  one  of  the  kindest  fellows ;  be- 
cause he  gives  himself  no  dashed  airs, 
although  he  has  reason  to  he  proud  if 
he  chose.  That 's  why,  Mr.  New- 
come." 

*^A  topper  for  you,  Barney,  my 
boy,"  remarks  Charles  Hcavyside, 
as  the  indignant  General  walks  away 
gobbhnff  and  red.  Barney  calmly 
drinks  the  remains  of  his  absinthe. 

"  I  don't  know  what  that  old  muff 
means,"  he  says  innocently,  when  he 
has  finisheil  his  bitter  draught.  "  He 's 
always  flying  out  at  me,  the  ^Id  turkey- 
cock.  He  quarrels  with  my  play  at 
whist,  the  old  idiot,  and  can  no  more 
play  than  an  old  baby.  He  pretends 
to  teach  me  billiards,  and  I  '11  give 
him  fifteen  in  twenty  and  beat  his  old 
head  off.  Why  do  they  let  such  fel- 
lows into  clubs  1'  Let 's  have  a  game 
at  piquet  till  dinner,  Heavysidc! 
Hallo  I  That 's  my  nncle,  that  tall 
man  with  the  mustachios  and  the 
short  trousers,  walking  with  that  boy 
of  his.  I  dare  say  they  are  going  to 
dine  in  Coven t  Garden,  and  going  to 
the  play.  How-dy-do,  Nunky,  —  and 
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1K>  the  worthy  pm  went  up  to  the  qard" 
room,  where  they  sat  at  piquet  until 
the  hour  of  sunset  and  dinner  arrived. 


CHAPTER  VII, 

IN  WHICH  MR.   olive's   BOHOOL- 
DA.Y8  ARE   OVER. 

Our  good  Colonel  had  luckily  to 
look  forward  to  a  more  pleasant  meet- 
ing with  his  son  than  that  unfortii- 
nate  interview  with  hi*  other  n^ar 
relatives. 

He  dismissed  his  cab  f^t  Ludgat^ 
Hill,  and  walked  thence  by  tlie  di«»- 
m.U  precincts  of  Newgate,  find  across 
the  muddy  pavement  of  Smithfield, 
oa  his  way  back  to  the  old  school 
where  his  son  was,  a  way  which  he 
had  trodden  many  a  time  in  his  owa 
early  days.  There  wa^  Cistercian 
Street,  and  the  Bed  Cow  of  his  youth : 
there  was  the  quaint  old  Qreyfriafs 
Square,  with  its  blackened  treep  and 
garden,  surrounded  by  ancient  houses 
of  the  build  of  the  last  centurv,  now 
slumbering  like  pensioner^  in  the  sun- 
shine. 

Under  the  great  archway  of  the 
hospital  he  could  look  ^t  the  old 
Gothic  building ;  and  a  black-gownad 
pensioner  or  two  crawling  over  the 

3uiet  square,  or  passing  fcom  one 
ark  aroh  to  another.    The  bofirding- 
houses  of  the  school  were  situated  in 
the  square,  hard  by  the  morQ  ancient 
buildings  of  the  hospital.     A  great 
noise  of  shouting,  crying,   clapping 
forms  and  cupboards,  treble  voices, 
bass  voices,  poured  out  of  the  school- 
boys' windows  :  their  life,  bustle,  and 
gayety  contrasted  strangely  with  the 
quiet  of  those  old  men  creeping  along 
in  their  black  gowns  under  the  an- 
cient arches  yonder,  whose  struggle 
of  life  was  over,   whose  hope    and 
noise  and  bustle  had  sunk  into  that 
gray  calm.     There  was  Thomas  New- 
come  arrived  at  the  middle  of  life, 
standing  between  the  shouting  boys 
and  the  tottering  seniors,  and  in  a 
iituation  to  moralize  npQU  both,  had 


not  his  son  Clive,  who  hus  espied  him 
from  within  Mr.  Hopkinson's,  or  let 
us  say  at  once  Hopkey's  house,  come 
jumping  down  the  steps  to  greet  his 
aire.  Clive  was  dressed  in  his  very 
be*i ;  not  one  of  those  four  hundred 
young  gentlemen  had  a  better  figure, 
a  better  tailor,  or  a  neater  boot. 
School-fellows,  grinning  through  the 
bars,  envied  him  as  he  walked  away  ; 
senior  boys  made  remarks  on  Colonel 
Newcome's  looiiQ  clothes  and  long 
mi4Stachios,  his  brown  hands  and 
nnbrushed  hftt.  The  Colonel  was 
smoking  a  cheroot  as  he  walked ;  and 
the  gigantic  ISmith,  the  cock  of  the 
scliool,  who  hs-ppened  to  be  looking 
majesticaUy  out  of  window,  w^ 
pleased  to  say  that  he  thought  New- 
come's  governor  was  a  fine  manly 
looking  fellow, 

<*  Tell  mo  about  your  uncles, 
Clive,"  paid  tha  Colonel,  as  they 
walked  arm  in  arm.  « 

"  What  i^l)out  them,  sir  1  "  ^sks 
the    boy.    "  I  don't    think   I   know 

muph-" 

"  You  h^ve  been  to  stay  with  them. 
You  wrote  fibout  them.  Were  they 
kind  to  you?" 

**  O  yes,  I  suppose  thev  are  very 
kind.  They  always  tipped  me ;  only 
you  know  when  I  go  there  I  scarcely 
ever  see  them.  Mr.  Newcome  asks 
me  the  oftenest,  ^—  two  or  three  times 
4  quarter  when  he's  in  town,  and 
gives  me  a  sovereign  regular." 

"Well,  he  must  see  you  to  give 
yon  the  sovereign,"  says  Clive's 
father,  laughing. 

The  boy  blushed  rather. 

"  Yes.  When  it 's  time  to  go  back 
to  Smithfield  on  a  Sunday  night,  I 
go  into  the  dining-room  to  shake 
hands,  and  he  gives  it  me ;  but  he 
don't  speak  to  me  much,  you  know, 
and  I  don't  care  about  going  to  Bry- 
anstone  Square,  e^^cept  for  the  tip,  of 
course  that 's  important,  because  I  am 
made  to  dine  with  the  children,  and 
they  are  quite  little  ones,  and  a  great 
cross  French  governess,  who  is  al- 
ways crying  and  shrieking  after  them, 
and  finding  fie^ult  with  them.    My 
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uncle  generally  has  his  dinner-parties 
on  Saturday,  or  goes  out ;  and  aunt 
p:ives  me  ten  shillings  and  sends  me 
to  the  play  ;  that 's  better  fun  tlian  a 
dinner-party."  Here  the  lad  blushed 
again.  "  1  used,"  says  he,  "  when  I 
was  younger,  to  stand  on  the  stairs 
and  prig  things  out  of  the  dishes 
when  they  came  out  from  dinner,  but 
I'm  past  that  now.  Maria  (that's 
my  cousin)  used  to  take  the  sweet 
tilings  and  give  'em  to  the  governess. 
Fancy !  she  used  to  put  lumps  of 
bugar  into  her  pocket  and  eat  them  in 
the  school-room !  Uncle  Hobson 
don't  live  in  such  good  society  as 
Uncle  Newcome.  You  see  Aunt  Hob- 
fcfon,  she  's  very  kind,  you  know,  and 
all  that,  but  I  don't  think  she 's  what 
you  call  comme  ilfaut." 

"  Why  how  are  you  to  judge  ? " 
ftsks  the  father,  amused  at  the  lad's 
candid  prattle,  "  and  where  does  the 
difference  lie  ?  " 

"  I  can't  tell  you  what  it  is,  or  how 
it  is,"  the  boy  answered,  "  only  one 
can't  heip  seeing  the  difference.  It  is 
n't  rank  and  that;  only  somehow  there 
are  some  men  gentlemen  and  some 
not,  and  some  women  ladies  and  some 
not.  There  's  Jones  now,  the  fifth- 
form  master,  every  man  sees  Ae  's  a 
gentleman,  though  he  wears  ever  so 
old  clothes ;  and  there 's  Mr.  Brown, 
who  oils  his  hair,  and  wears  rings, 
and  white  chokers,  —  my  eyes  !  such 
white  chokers !  —  and  yet  we  call  him 
the  handsome  snob  !  And  so  about 
Aunt  Maria,  she's  very  handsome 
and  she 's  very  finely  dressed,  only 
somehow  she  's  not  —  she  's  not  the 
ticket,  you  see." 

"  O,  she 's  not  ♦^he  ticket  ?  "  says 
the  Colonel,  much  amused. 

"  Well,  what  I  mean  is,  —  but  never 
mind,"  says  the  boy.  "I  can't  tell 
you  what  I  mean.  I  don't  like  to 
make  fiin  of  her,  you  know,  for,  after 
all,  she  is  very  kind  to  me :  bat  Aunt 
Ann  is  different,  and  it  seems  as  if 
what  she  says  is  more  natural ;  and 
though  she  has  funny  ways  of  her 
own  too,  yet  somehow  she  looks 
grander,"  —  and  here  the  lad  laughed 


again.  "  And  do  you  know,  I  often 
think  that  as  good  a  lady  as  Aunt 
Ann  herself  is  old  Aunt  Honeyman 
at  Brighton,  —  that  is,  in  all  essen- 
tials, you  know.  And  she  is  not  a 
bit  ashamed  of  letting  lodgings,  or 
being  poor  herself,  as  sometimes  I 
think  some  of  our  family  —  " 

"  I  thought  we  were  going  to  speak 
no  ill  of  them,"  says  the  Colonel, 
smiling. 

"  Well,  it  only  slipped  out  un- 
awares," says  CliVe,  laughing :  "  but 
at  Newcome  when  they  go  on  about 
the  Newcomesj  and  that  great  ass, 
Barnes'  Newcome,  gives  himself  his 
airs,  it  makes  me  die  of  laughing. 
That  time  I  went  down  to  Newcome, 
I  went  to  see  old  Aunt  Sarah,  and 
she  told  me  everything,  and  showed 
me  the  room  where  my  grandfather 
— -  you  know ;  and  do  you  know  I 
WJEis  a  little  hurt  at  first,  for  I  thought 
we  were  swells  till  then  ?  And  when 
I  came  back  to  school,  where  per- 
haps I  had  been  giving  myself  airs, 
and  bragging  about  Newcome,  why, 
you  know,  1  thought  it  was  right  to 
tell  the  fellows." 

"  That 's  a  man,"  said  the  Colonel, 
with  delight ;  though  had  he  said, 
"  That 's  a  boy,"  he  had  spoken  more 
correctly.  Indeed,  how  many  men 
do  we  know  in  the  world  without 
caring  to  know  who  their  fathers 
were "?  and  horw  many  more  who  wise- 
ly do  not  care  to  tell  us  ?  "  That 's 
a  man,"  cries  the  Colonel ;  "  never  be 
ashamed  of  your  father,  Clivc." 

"  Ashamed  of  my  father ! "  says 
Clive,  looking  up  to  him,  and  walking 
on  as  proud  as  a  peacock.  "  I  say, ' 
—  the  lad  resumed,  after  a  pause, 

"  Say  what  you  say,"  said  the 
father. 

"  Is  that  all  true  what 's  in  the 
Peerage, — in  the  Baronetage,  about 
Uncle  Newcome  and  Newcome ;  about 
the  Newcome  who  was  burned  at 
Smithfield ;  about  the  one  that  was  at 
the  battle  of  Bosworth  ;  and  the  old, 
old  Newcome  who  was  bar —  that  is, 
who  was '  surgeon  to  Edward  the 
Confessor,  and  was  killed  at  Hastings  ? 
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I  am  afraid  it  is  n't ;  and  yet  I  should 
like  it  to  be  true." 

"  I  think  everjr  man  would  like  to 
come  of  an  ancient  and  honorable 
race,"  said  the  Colonel,  in  his  honest 
way.  "  As  you  like  your  father  to  be 
an  honorable  man,  why  not  your 
grandfather,  and  his  ancestors  before 
him  ?  But  if  we  can't  inherit  a  good 
name,  at  least  we  can  do  our  best  to 
leave  one,  my  boy;  and  that  is  an 
ambition  which,  please  God^  you  and 
I  will  both  hold  by." 

With  this  simple  talk  the  old  and 
young  gentleman  beguiled  their  way, 
until  they  came  into  the  western  quar- 
ter of  the  town,  where  the  junior  mem- 
ber of  the  firm  of  Newcome  Brothers 
had  his  house,  —  a  handsome  and 
roomy  mansion  in  Bryanstone  Square. 
Colonel  Newcome  was  bent  on  paying 
a  visit  to  his  sister-in-law,  and  as  he 
knoCjked  at  the  door,  where  the  pair 
were  kept  waiting  some  little  time,  he 
could  remark  through  the  opened 
windows  of  the  dining-room,  that  a 
great  table  was  laid,  and  every  prep- 
aration made  for  a  feast. 

"  My  brother  said  Ibe  was  engaged 
to  dinner  to-day,"  said  the  Colonel. 
"Does  Mrs.  Newcome  give  parties 
when  he  is  away  ?  " 

"  She  invites  all  the  company," 
answered  Clive.  "My  uncle  never 
asks  any  one  without  aunt's  leave." 

The  Colonel's  countenance  fell. 
He  has  a  great  dinner,  and  does  not 
ask  hia  own  brother!  J^ewcome 
thought.  Why,  if  he  had  come  to  me 
in  India  with  all  his  family,  he  might 
have  stayed  for  a  year,  and  I  should 
have  been  offended  if  he  had  gone 
elsewhere. 

A  hot  menial,  in  a  red  waistcoat, 
came  and  opened  the  door ;  and  with- 
out waiting  for  preiparatory  queries, 
said,  "  Not  at  home." 

"  It 's  my  father^  John,"  said  ClWe ; 

my  aunt  will  see  Colonel  New- 
come." 

"  Missis  not  at  home,"  said  the 
man.  "Missis  is  gone  in  carriage. 
Not  at  this  door !  —  Take  them  things 
down  the  area  steps,  young  man ! " 
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bawls  out  the  domestic.  This  latter 
speech  was  addressed  to  a  pastry-cook's 
boy,  with  a  large  sugar  temple  and 
many  conical  papers  containing  deli- 
cacies for  dessert.  "  Mind  the  hice  is 
here  in  time ;  or  there  '11  be  a  blow-up 
with  your  governor, "  —  and  John 
struggled  back,  closing  the  door  on 
the  astonished  Colonel. 

"  Upon  my  life,  they  actually  shut 
the  door  in  oar  faces,'  said  the  poor 
gentleman. 

"  The  man  is  vey  busy,  sir.  There  *s 
a  great  dinner.  1  'm  sure  my  aunt 
would  not  refuse  you,"  Clive  inter- 
posed. "She  is  very  kind.  I  sup- 
pose it 's  different  here  to  what  it  is 
in  Ijidia.  There  are  the  children  in 
the  square,  —  those  are  the  girls  in 
blue,  —  that 's  the  French  governess, 
the  one  with  the  mustachios  and  the 
yellow  parasol.  How  d'ye  do,  Mary  ? 
How  dye  do,  Fanny?  This  is  my 
father,  —  this  is  your  uncle." 

"  Mesdemoiselles  !  Je  vous  defends 
de  parler  Ik  qui  que  ce  soit  hors  du 
Squar  ! "  screams  out  the  lady  of 
the  mustachios ;  and  she  strode  for- 
ward to  call  back  her  young  charges. 

The  Colonel  addressed  her  in  very 
good  French.  "  I  hope  you  will  per- 
mit me  to  make  acquaintance  with 
my  nieces,"  he  said,  "  and  with  their 
instructress,  of  whom  my  sop  has 
given  me  such  a  favorable  account." 

"  Hem ! "  said  Mademoiselle  Le- 
bnin,  remembering  the  last  fight  she 
and  Clive  had  had  together,  and  a 
portrait  of  herself  (with  enormous 
whiskers)  which  the  young  scapegrace 
had  drawn.  "  Monsieur  is  very  good. 
But  one  cannot  too  early  inculcate 
retenue  and  decorum  to  young  ladies 
in  a  country  where  demoiselles  seem 
forever  to  forget  that  they  are  young 
ladies  of  condition.  I  am  forced  to 
keep  the  eyes  of  lynx  upon  these 
young  persons,  otherwise  Heaven 
knows  what  would  come  to  them. 
Only  yesterday,  my  back  is  turned  for 
a  moment,  I  cast  my  eyes  on  a  book, 
havinar  but  little  time  for  literature, 
monsieur,  —  for  literature,  which  I 
Udore,  —  when  a  cry  makes  itself  to 
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hear.  1  turn  myself,  and  what  do  I 
see  ?  Mesdemoiselles  your,  nieces 
playing  at  criquette,  with  the  Mes- 
sieurs Smees, —  sons  of  Doctor  Smees, 
—  young  galopins,  monsieur ! "  All 
this  was  s&ieked  with  immense  volu- 
bility and  many  actions  of  the  hand 
and  parasol  across  the  square-railings 
to  the  amused  Colonel,  at  whom 
the  little  girls  peered  through  the 
bars. 

"  Well,  my  dears,  I  should  like  to 
have  a  game .  at  cricket  with  you, 
too,"  says  the  kind  gentleman,  reach- 
ing them  each  a  brown  hand. 

"  You,  monsieur,  c'est  different,  — 
a  man  of  your  age!  Salute  mon- 
sieur your  unde,  mesdemoiselles. 
You  conceive,  monsieur,  that  I  also 
must  be  cautious  when  I  speak  to  a 
man  so  distinguished  in  a  public 
squar."  And  she  cast  down  her  great 
eyes,  and  hid  those  radiant  orbs  from 
the  Colonel. 

Meanwhile,  Colonel  Newcoroe,  in 
different  to  the  direction  which  Miss 
Lebrun's  eyes  took,  whether  towards 
his  hat  or  his  boots,  was  surveying 
his  little  nieces  with  that  kind  expres- 
sion which  his  face  always  wore  when 
it  was  turned  towards  children,  "  Have 
you  heard  of  your  uncle  in  India  ?  " 
he  asked  them. 

"  No,"  says  Maria. 

"  Yes,"  says  Fanny.  "  You  know 
Mademoiselle  said "  (Mademoiselle  at 
this  moment  was  twittering  her  fin- 
gers, and,  as  it. were,  kissing  them  in 
the  direction  of  a  grand  barouche  that 
was  advancing  along  the  square),  — 
"you  know  Mademoiselle  said  that 
if  we  were  mAhantes  we  should  be 
sent  to  our  uncle  in  India.  I  think 
I  should  like  to  go  with  you." 

O  you  silly  cnild  1 "  cries  Maria. 
Yes,  I  should,  if  Clive  went  too," 
says  little  Fanny. 

'"  Behold  Madam,  who  arrives  from 
her  promenade  1"  Miss  Lebrun  ex- 
claimed ;  and,  turning  round,  Colonel 
Newcome  had  the  satisfaction  of  be- 
holding, for  the  first  time,  his  sister- 
in-law. 

A  stout  lady,  with  fair  hair  and  a 
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fine  bonnet  and  pelisse  (who  knows 
what  were  the  fine  bonnets  and  pe* 
lisses  of  the  year  183-  ? ),  was  reclining 
in  the  barouche,  the  scarlet  plush  in- 
teguments of  her  domestics  blazing 
before  and  behind  her.  A  pretty  little 
foot  was  on  the  cushion  opposite  to 
her ;  feathers  waved  in  her  bonnet ,  a 
book  was  in  her  lap ;  an  oval  portrait 
of  a  gentleman  reposed  on  her  volu- 
minous bosom.  She  wore  another 
picture  of  two  darling  heads,  with 
pink  cheeks  and  golden  hair,  on  one 
of  her  wrists,  with  many  more  chains, 
bracelets,  bangles,  and  knick-knacks. 
A  pair  of  dirty  gloves  marred  the 
splendor  of  this  appearance ;  a  heap 
of  books  froin  the  liDrary  strewed  the 
back  seat  of  the  carriage,  and  showed 
that  her  habits  were  literary.  Spring- 
ing down  from  his  station  behind  his 
mistress,  a  youth  clad  in  nether  gar- 
ments of  red  sammit  discharged  thun- 
derclaps on  the  door  of  Mrs.  New- 
come's  house,  announcing  to  the  whole 
square  that  his  mistress  had  relumed 
to  her  abode. 

Clive,  with  a  queer  twinkle  of  his 
eyes,  ran  towards  his  aunt.  She,  bent 
over  the  carriage  languidly  towards 
him.  She  liked  him.  "  What,  you, 
Clive ! "  she  said.  "  How  come  you 
away  from  scl^ool  of  a  Thursday, 
sir  ?  " 

■  "  It  is  a  holiday,"  says  he.  "  My 
father  is  come;  and  he  is  come  to 
see  you." 

She  bowed  her  head  with  an  ex- 
pression of  affable  surprise  and  ma- 
jestic satisfection.  "  Indeed,  Clive !  " 
she  was  good  enough  to  exclaim,  and 
with  an  air  which  seemed  to  say, 
"  Let  him  come  up  and  be  presented 
to  me."  The  honest  gentleman 
stepped  forward  and  took  ofi^  his  hat 
and  Dowed,and  stood  bareheaded.  She 
surveyed  him  blandly,  and  with  in- 
finite grace  put  forward  one  of  the 
pudgy  little  hands  in  one  of  the 
dirty  gloves.  Can  you  fancy  a  two- 
pennyialfpenny  baroness  of  King 
Francis's  time  patronizing  Bayard  ? 
Can  you  imagine  Queen  Guinevere's 
lady's-maid's  lady's-maid  being  af' 
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fable  to  Sir  Lancelot?  I  protest 
there  is  nothing  like  the  virtae  of 
Englishwomen. 

"  You  have  only  arrived  to-day, 
and  you  came  to  see  me  ?  That  was 
very  kind.  N'est-ce  pas  <me  c'etoit 
bong  de  Moseer  le  Colonel,  Mademoi- 
selle? Madamaselle  Lebnin  le  Colonel 
Newcome,  mong  frere."  (In  a  whis- 
per, "My  children's  governess  and 
my  friend,  a  most  superior  woman.") 
"  Was  it  not  kind  of  Colonel  New- 
come  to  come  to  see  me  ?  Have  yoa 
had  a  pleasant  voyage?  Did  yoa 
come  by  St.  Helena?  O,  how  I 
envy  you  seeing  the  tomb  of  that 
great  man  1  Nous  parlong  de  Nappl- 
leone,  Mademoiselle,  done  voter  pero 
a  4tiih  G^n^ral  fawory. 

"  O  Dieu !  que  n'ai-je  pu  le  voir," 
interjaculates  Mademoiselle.  "  Lui 
dont  parle  Tunivers,  dont  mon  p^re 
m'a  si  souvent  parl^  ?  "  but  this  re- 
mark passed  quite  unnoticed  by  Mad- 
emoiselle's friend,  who  continues,  — 

"Clive,  donnez-moi  voter  bras. 
These  are  two  of  my  girls.  My  boys 
are  at  school.  I  shall  be  so  glad  to 
introduce  them  to  their  uncle.  This 
naughty  boy  might  never  have  seen 
you,  but  that  we  took  him  home  to 
Marble  Head^  after  the  scarlet  fever, 
and  made  him  well,  did  n't  we,  Clive  ? 
And  we  are  all  very  fond  of  him, 
and  you  must  not  be  jealous  of  his 
lore  for  his  aunt.  We  feel  that  we 
quite  know  you  through  him,  and  we 
know  that  you  know  us,  and  we  hope 
yon  will  like  us.  Do  you  think  your 
papa  will  like  us,  Clive?  Or,  per- 
haps, you  will  like  Lady  Ann  best? 
Yes ;  you  have  been  to  her  first,  of 
course  ?  Not  been  ?  Oh !  because 
she  is  not  in  town."  Leaning  fondly 
on  the  arm  of  Clive,  Mademoiselle 
standing  grouped  with  the  children 
hard  by,  while  John,  with  his  hat  off, 
stood  at  the  opened  door,  Mrs.  New- 
come  slowly  uttered  the  above  re^ 
markable  remarks  to  the  Colonel,  on 
the  threshold  of  her  house,  which  she 
never  asked  him  to  pass. 

**  If  you  will  come  in  to  us  at  about 
ten  this  evening,"  she  then  said,  '*yoa 


will  find  some  men,  not  nndistin- 
guished,who  honor  me  of  an  evening. 
Perhaps  they  will  be  interesting  to  you, 
Colonel  Newcome,  as  you  are  newly 
arrived  in  Europe.  Not  men  of  world- 
ly rank,  necessarily,  although  some 
of  them  are  amongst  the  noblest  of 
Europe.  But  my  maxim  is,  that 
genius  is  an  illustration,  and  merit 
is  better  than  any  pedigree.  You 
have  heard  of  Professor  Bodgers? 
Count  Poski?  Doctor  McGufibg, 
who  is  called  in  his  native  country 
the  Ezekiel  of  Clackmannan?  Mr. 
Shaloony,  the  great  Irish  patriot? 
our  papers  have  told  you  of  him. 
These  and  some  more  have  been 
good  enough  to  promise  me  a  visit  to- 
night. A  stranser  coming  to  London 
could  scarcely  have  a  better  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing  some  of  our  great 
illustrations  of  science  and  literature. 
And  you  will  meet  our  own  family,  — 
not  Sir  Brian's, who  —  who  have  other 
society  and  amusements,  — but  mine. 
I  hope  Mr.  Newcome  and  myself  will 
never  forget  them.  We  have  a  few 
friends  at  dinner,  and  now  I  must  go 
in  and  consult  with  Mrs.  Hubbard, 
my  housekeeper.  Good  by  for  the 
present.  Mind,  not  later  than  ten, 
as  Mr.  Newcome  must  be  up  betimes 
in  the  morning,  and  our  parties  break 
up  early.  "Wlien  Clive  is  a  little 
older,  I  dare  say  we  shall  see  him, 
too.  Good  by  !  "  And  again  the 
Colonel  was  favored  with  a  shake  of 
the  glove,  and  the  lady  and  her  suite 
sailed  up  the  stair,  and  passed  in  at 
the  door. 

She  had  not  the  faintest  idea  but 
that  the  hospitality  which  she  was 
ofiering  to  her  kinsman  was  of  the 
most  cordial  and  pleasant  kind.  She 
fancied  everything  she  did  was  per- 
fectly right  and  graceful.  She  invited 
her  husband's  clerks  to  come  through 
the  rain  at  ten  o'clock  from  Kentish 
Town;  she  asked  artists  to  bring 
their  sketch-books  from  Kensington, 
or  luckless  pianists  to  trudge  with 
their  music  from  Brompton.  She 
rewarded  them  with  a  smile  and  a 
«up  of  tea,  and  thought  they  were 
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made  bappj  by  lier  oondeeoension. 
if  after  two  or  three  of  these  d^ight- 
fnl  eveninp^,  thev  ceased  to  attend 
her  receptions,  she  shook  her  little 
flaxen  head,  and  sadly  intimated  that 
Mr.  A.  was  getting  into  bad  courses, 
or  feared  that  Mr.  B.  fomid  merdy 
inteUectucU  parties  too  quiet  for  him. 
Else,  what  young  man  in  his  senses 
could  refuse  such  enteptainmont  and 
instruction  ? 


■^ 


CHAPTEE  VHL 


UBfi.  K^WCOH^E  AT  9OMB   (a  9M^(, 
EABLY   PJ^RTT). 

To  push  on  in  the  crowd,  eyery 
male  or  female  struggler  must  use  his 
or  her  shoulders.  I?  a  better  place 
than  yours  presents  itself  just  beyond 
your  neighbor,  elbow  him  and  take  it. 
Look  how  a  steadily  purposed  man  or 
woman  at  court,  at  a  boll,  or  exhibi- 
tion, whereyer  there  is  a  competition 
and  a  squeeze,  gets  the  best  place ;  the 
nearest  the  §oyereign,  if  bent  on  kiss- 
ing the  royal  hand ;  the  closest  to  the 
grand  stand,  if  minded  to  go  to  Ascot ; 
uie  best  yiew  and  hearing  of  die  Bey. 
Mr.  Thumpington,>when  all  die  towp 
is  rushing  to  hear  that  exciting  cUyine ; 
the  largest  quantity  of  ice^  champagne, 
and  seHzeir,  cold  p&t^,  or  other  his  or 
her  fayorite  flesh-pot,  if  gluttonously 
minded,  at  a  supper  whence  hundreds 
of  people  come  empty  away.  A  wo- 
man of  the  world  will  marry  her 
daughter  and  haye  done  with  her,  get 
her  carriage,  and  be  at  home  and 
asleep  in  bra ;  whilst  a  timid  mamma 
has  still  her  girl  in  the  nursery,  or  is 
beseeching  tte  senrants  in  the  cloak- 
room to  look  for  her  shawls,  with 
which  some  one  else  has  whisked 
away  an  hour  ago.  What  a  man  has 
to  do  in  society  is  to  assert  himself. 
Is  there  a  good  place  at  table  ?  Take 
it.  At  the  Treasury  or  the  Home 
Office  ■?  Ask  for  it  Do  you  want  to 
go  to  a  party  to  which  you  are  not  in- 
vited ?  Ask  to  be  asked.  Ask  A., 
ofk  B.,  ask  Mrs.  C,  ask  everybody 
you  know :  you  wiU  be  tiiougl^t  a 


bore ;  but  you  will  haye  your  way. 
What  matters  if  yon  are  considered 
obtrusive,  provided  that  you  obtrude  ? 
By  pushing  steadily,  nine  hundred 
and  ninety-nine  people  in  a  thousand 
will  yield  to  you.  Only  command 
persons,  «nd  you  may  be  pretty  sure 
that  a  good  number  will  obey.  How 
well  vour  money  will  have  been  laid 
out,  0  gentle  reader,  who  purchase 
this ;  and,  taking  the  maxim  to  heart; 
follow  it  throu^  life!  Tou  may  be 
eure  of  «ucoe8S.  If  youjr  neighbor's 
foot  obstructs  you,  stamp  on  it ;  and 
do  you  suppose  he  w(m't  take  it 
away  ?  ^^ 

The  fcojoia  of  the  cocrectness  of  the 
above  ran^arks  I  show  in  various 
members  of  the  Newcome  family. 
Here  was  a  vulgar  little  woman,  not 
clever  nor  pretty  especially  ;  meeting 
Mr.  NeaKcome  casually,  siie  ordered 
-him  to  macry  her,  and  he  obeyed  as  he 
obeyed  her  in  everything  else  which 
she  cboae  to  order  tmrough  life.  Meet- 
ing ColoDfld  Newcome  on  the  steps  of 
her  house,  ^e  orders  him  to  come  to 
her  evening-party  ;  and  .though  he 
has  not  been  to  an  evening-party  fo^ 
•flve-and-'thictv  years,  «->  though  he  has 
•not  been  to  l>ed  the  ni^ht  before, — 
.though  he  has  no  mu^-coat  except 
one  sent  hiia  out  by  Messi:s.  Stultz  tp 
India  in  the  year  1821,  — he  pever 
once  thiirkB  of  disobeying  MfB.  New- 
comf^s  order,  but  is  actually  at  her 
door  at  five  minutes  past  ten,  having 
arrayed  himself,  to  the  wonderment 
of  Clive,  and  Idt  the  boy  to  talk  to 
his  friend  and  fellow-passenger,  Mr. 
Binnie,  who  has  just  arrived  from 
Portsmouth,  who  has  dined  wfth  him, 
and  who,  by  previous  arraugement, 
has  taken  up  his  quarters  at  the  same 
hotel. 

This  Srtultz  coat,  a  blue  swallow- 
tail, with  yellow  buttons,  now  wear- 
ing a  tinge  of  their  native  copper,  a 
verr  high  velvet-collar,  on  -a  level 
witn  the  tips  of  the  Captain's  ears, 
with  a  high  waist,  indicated  by  two 
lapelles,  and  a  pair  of  buttons  high 
up  in  the  weavers  back,  a  white  waist- 
ooAt  and  scarlet  under-waistcoat,  and 
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a  pair  of  the  tieircr-fatMng  duck-  trott- 
sers,  complel)6  Thomas  Newcome's 
costume,  along  with  the  white  hat 
in  which  we  have  seen  him  in  the 
morning,  aAd  which  was  one  of  two 
dozen  purchased  by  him  some  years 
since  at  public  6Utcry,  Burnimtollah. 
We  have  caiUed  him  Captain  purpose- 
ly, while  speaking  of  hts  coat,  for  he 
held  that  i^nk  when  the  garment 
caine  out  to  him ;  and  h&ring  been 
in  the  habit  of  considering  it  a  splen^ 
did  coat  f&t  twelve  years  paist,  he  has 
not  thei  least  idea  of  changing  his 
opiiiion. 

Docfof  MeGofl^g,  ProfesBor  Bod^ 
gers,  Count  Poski,  and  all  the  lions 
|>resent  ai  Mm  Newcome's  r4ani<m 
that  eirening,  Wet«  cob^eteiy  eclipsed 
by  Colonel  Neweome.  The  werthy 
sou),  who  cared  not  the  least  about 
adorning  Inmself,  haci  a  handsome  difr- 
naond  brooch  of  the  ytsx  \m\  — » giv- 
en him  by  poor  Jack  Cutlet,  who  was 
kftdeked  over  by  his  side  at  Argaum, 
and  wore  lhi»  omamettt  in>  his  desk 
for  a  thousand  days  and  nights  at  a 
time  -^  iiir  his  sfairt^fiii),-  on  such  na- 
rade-evenings  As  he  considered  Mrs. 
Newcorae's^  Vb  be.  The  spIeHdot  of 
this  jewel,  aAd  ef  his  flashing  buttons, 
eaused  all  eyes  to  turn  to  him.  There 
were  many  pai]%  of  mnstachios  pres- 
ent ;  those  of  Professor  Schnurf,  a 
very  corpulent  mattyr^  just  escaped 
from  Spand&a,  and  of  Maximilien 
Tmnchard,  French  esiiik^  and  apostie 
of  liberty,  were  the  only  whiskers  in 
the  room  capable  of  tying  in  interest 
with  Colonel  Neweome's.  Polish  chief- 
tains weire'  at  this  time  so  convraon  in 
Londofi  that  nobody  (except  one  no- 
ble Memb^  for  Marylebone,  a»d, 
once  a  yeefr,  the  Lord  Mayor)  took 
any  intete&t  in  them.  The  general 
opinion  was,  l^at  the  stranger  was 
the  Wallachian  Boyar,  whose  arrival ' 
at  Mivart's  the  Morning  Post  had  just 
announced.  Mrs.  Mites,  whose  deli- 
cious every  other  Wednesdays  in  Mon- 
tague Square  are  supposed  by  some  to 
be  rival  entertainments  to  Mrs.  New- 
come's  alternate  Thursdays  in  Bryan- 
stone  Square,  pinched  her  daughter 


Mira,  engaged  in  a  polyglot  conver- 
sation wirh  Henr  Schnurr,  Si«mor 
Carabossi,  the  guitarist,  and  Mon- 
sieur Pivier,  the  Celebrated  French 
chess-player,  to  point  out  the  Boyar. 
Mirs  Miles  wished  she  knew  a  little 
Moldavian,  not  so  much  that  she 
might  speak  it,  but  that  she  might  ht 
}\eaxA  to  speak  it.  Mrs.  Miles,  who 
had  not  had  the  edueationial  advan» 
ta^s  of  her  daughter,,  sirapeied  up 
with  "  Madame  Kewcorae  pasici, — 
votre  excellence  nouveHeraent  arrive, 
^—ares^votts  fait  nne  bong  voyage? 
Je  re^ois  chez  moi  Mercredi  procha^ 
ing ;  lonnure  de  vons  voir  —  Madame 
asel  Miles  ma  fiUe  " ;  and  Mira,  now 
re-enfercirng  bet  raarama,  poared  in  a 
glib  little  oration  iu  French,  some- 
wllat  to  the  astonishra^t  of  tbe.Coio" 
ndy  who  began  to  thiAk,  however, 
that  perhaps  French  was  the  language 
of  the  polite  world,  into  which  he  was 
now  making  his-  \9rj  first  eiUr^i, 

Mrs.  Neweome  had  left  her  place 
at  the  door  of  her  drawiilg-room,  to 
walk  through  her  lOoms  with  Rum- 
mnn  Loll,  the  celebrated  Indian  mer- 
chant, otherwise  his  ExrelleTfcy  Knm- 
mun  Loll,  otherwise  his  Highness 
Rttmmun  Loll,  the  chief  proprietor 
of  the  diamond  mines  m  Gelconda, 
with  a  claim  of  three  millions  and  a 
half  upon  the  East  India  Company, 
-^who  smoked  his  hookah  af^  din- 
ner when  ^ihe  ladies  were  gone,  and 
in  whose  honor  (for  his  servants  al- 
ways brought  a  couple  or  more  of 
hookahs  with  thetti)  many  English 
gentlemen  made  themselves  sick, 
while  trying  to  emulate  the  same  prac- 
tiee.  Mr.  Neweome  had  been  obliged 
to  ffo  to  bed  himself  in  consequence 
of  me  uncontrollable  nausea  prmluced 
by  the  dirlhin ;  and  Doctor  McGuf- 
fog,  in  hopes  of  eonverting  his  High- 
ness, had  puffed  his  t»U  be  was  as 
black  in  the  face  as  the  interesting 
Indian,  -»  and  now,  having  hung  on 
his  arm,  *^  always  in  the  dirty  gloves, 
—  fkhrthig  a  fan  whilst  his  Excellency 
consumed  betel  out  of  a  silver  box; 
and  having  promenaded  him  and  his 
torboD,  and  his  shawls^  and  his  kiii« 
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cob  pelisse,  and  his  lacquered  mus- 
tache, and  keen  brown  face  and  opal 
eyeballs,  through  her  rooms,  the  host- 
ess came  back  to  her  station  at  the 
drawing-room  door. 

As  soon  as  his  Excellency  saw  the 
Colonel,  whom  he  perfectly  well  knew, 
his  Highness's  princely  air  was  ex- 
changed far  one  of  the  deepest  humil- 
ityT  He  bowed  his  head  and  put  his 
two  hands  before  his  eyes,  and  came 
creeping  towards  him  submissively^ 
to  the  wonderment  of  Mrs.  Miles; 
who  was  yet  more  astonished  when 
the  Moldavian  magnate  exclaimed  in 
perfectly  good  English, "  What,  Bum- 
mun,  you  here  1 " 

The  Rummun,  still  bending  and 
holding  his  hands  before  him,  uttered 
a  number  of  ^tipid  sentences  in  the 
Hindustani  language,  which  Colonel 
Newcome  received  twirling  his  mus- 
tachios  with  much  hauteur.  He 
turned  on  his  heel  rather  abruptly, 
and  began  to  speak  to  Mrs.  Newcome, 
who  smiled  and  thanked  him  for  com- 
ing—  on  his  first  night  after  his  re- 
turn. 

The  Colonel  said,  "To  whose 
house  should  he  first  come  but  to 
his  brother's  1 "  How  Mrs.  Newcome 
wished  she  could  have  had  room  for 
him  at  dinner !  And  there  was  room 
after  all,  for  Mr.  Shaloony  was  de- 
tained at  the  House.  The  most  in- 
teresting conversation.  The  Indian 
Prince  was  so  intelligent ! 

"  The  Indian  what ? ■*  asks  Colonel 
Newcome.  The  heathen  gentleman 
had  gone  off,  and  was  seated  by  one 
of  the  handsomest  young  women  in 
the  room,  whose  fair  face  was  turned 
towards  him,  whose  blond  ringlets 
touched  his  shoulder,  and  who  was 
listening  to  him  as  eagerly  as  Desde- 
mona  listened  to  Othello. 

The  Colonel's  rage  was  excited  as 
he  saw  the  Indian's  behavior.  He 
curled  his  mustachios  up  to  his  eyes 
in  his  wrath.  "You  don't  mean 
that  that  man  calls  himself  a  Prince  ? 
That  a  fellow  who  would  n't  sit  down 
in  an  officer's  presence  is  ...  " 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Honeyman  ? 


—  Eh,  bong  soir.  Monsieur  —  Yon 
are  very  late,  Mr.  Pressly.  What, 
Barnes  ;  is  it  possible  that  you  do  me 
the  honor  to  come  all  the  way  from 
May  Fair  to  Marylebone  ?  I  tnought 
you  young  men  of  fashion  never 
crossed  Oxford  Street.  Colonel  New- 
come,  this  is  your  nephew." 

"  How  do  you  do,  sir? "  says  Barnes, 
surveying  the  Colonel's  costume  with 
inward  wonder,  but  without  the  least 
outward  manifestation  of  surprise. 
"  I  suppose  jou  dined  here  to  meet 
the  black  Pnnce  ?  I  came  to  ask  him 
and  my  uncle  to  meet  you  at  dinner 
on  Wednesday.  Where 's  my  uncle, 
ma'am  ?  " 

"  Your  uncle  is  gone  to  bed  ill.  He 
smoked  one  of  those  hookahs  which 
the  Prince  brings,  and  it  has  made 
him  very  unwell  indeed,  Barnes.  How 
is  Lady  Ann  ?  Is  Lord  Kew  in  Lon- 
don ?  Is  your  sister  better  for  Brigh- 
ton air  ?  I  see  your  cousin  is  appoint- 
ed Secretary  of  Legation.  Have  yon 
good  accounts  of  your  aunt.  Lady 
Fanny?" 

"  Lady  Fanny  is  as  well  as  can  be 
expected,  and  the  baby  is  going  on 
perfectly  well,  thank  you,'  Barnes 
said  dryly  ;  and  his  aunt,  obstinately 
gracious  with  him,  turned  away  to 
some  other  new-comer. 

"  It 's  interesting,  is  n't  it,  sir,"  says 
Barnes,  turning  to  the  Colonel,  "  to 
see  such  union  in  families  ?  When- 
ever I  come  here,  my  aunt  trots  out 
all  my  relations ;  and  I  send  a  man 
round  in  the  mornin'  to  ask  how  they 
all  are.  So  Uncle  Hobson  is  gone  to 
bed  sick  with  a  hookah  ?  I  know. there 
was  a  deuce  of  a.  row  made  when  I 
smoked  at  Marble  Head.  You  are 
promised     to    us    for    Wednesdav, 

f)lease.  Is  there  anybody  you  would 
ike  to  meet  1  Not  our  friend  the  Rum- 
mun ?  How  the  girls  crowd  round 
him!  By  Gad,  a  fellow  who's  rich 
in  London  may  have  the  pick  of  any 
gal,  —  not  here,  —  not  in  this  sort  of 
thing ;  I  mean  in  society,  you  know," 
says  Barnes,  confidentially.  "  I  've 
seen  the  old  dowagers  crowdin'  round 
that  fellowj  and  the  girls  snugglin* 
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up  to  his  India-mbber  face.  He's 
known  to  have  two  wives  already  in 
India ;  but,  by  Gad,  for  a  settlement, 
I  believe  some  of  'em  here  would 
marry, —  I  mean  of  the  girls  in  soci- 
ety." 

"But  isn't  this  society?"  asked 
the  Colonel. 

"  O,  of  course.  It 's  very  good  so- 
ciety and  that  sort  of  thing ;  but  it 's 
not,  you  know, — you  understand.  I 
give  you  my  honor  there  are  not  three 
people  in  the  room  one  meets  any- 
where, except  the  Bummun.  What 
is  he  at  home,  sir  ?  I  know  he  ain't 
a  Prince,  you  know,  any  more  than  I 
am." 

"  I  believe  he  is  a  rich  man  now," 
said  the  Colonel.  "  He  began  from 
very  low  beginnings,  and  odd  stories 
are  told  about  the  origin  of  his  for- 
tune." 

"  That  may  be,"  says  the  young 
man  ;  **  of  course,  as  business  men, 
that 's  not  our  affair.  But  has  he  got 
the  fortune?  He  keeps  a  large  ac- 
count with  us ;  and,  I  think,  wants  to 
have  larger  dealings  with  us  still. 
As  one  of  the  &mily  we  may  ask  you 
to  stand  by  us,  and  tell  us  anything 
you  know.  My  father  has  asked  him 
down  to  Newcome,  and  we  've  taken 
him  up;  wisely  or  not  I  can't  say. 
I  think  otherwise ;  but  I  'm  quite 
young  in  the  house,  and  of  course  the 
elders  have  the  chief  superintendence." 
The  young  man  of  business  had 
dropped  his  drawl  or  his  languor,  and 
was  speaking  quite  unaffectedly,  good- 
naturedly,  and  selfishly.  Had  you 
talked  to  him  for  a  week,  you  could 
not  have  made  him  understand  the 
scorn  and  loathing  with  which  the 
Colonel  regarded  him.  Here  was  a 
young  fellow  as  keen  as  the  oldest 
curmudgeon;  a  lad  with  scarce  a 
beard  to  his  chin  that  would  pursue 
his  bond  as  rigidly  as  Shylock.  "  K 
he  is  like  this  at  twenty,  what  will  he 
be  at  fifty  ?"  groaned  the  Colonel. 
"I'd  rather  Clive  were  dead  than 
have  him  such  a  heartless  worldling 
as  tMs."  And  yet  the  young  man's 
lite  was  as  good  as  that' of  other  folks 


he  lived  with.    You  don't  suppose 
he  had  any  misgivings,  provided  he 
was  in  the  City  early  enough  in  the 
morning;  or  slept  badly  unless  ho 
indulged    too   freely    overnight;    or 
twinges  of  conscience  that  his  life  was 
misspent  ?   He  thought  his  life  a  most 
lucky  and  reputable  one.     He  had  a 
share  in  a  good  business,  and  felt  that 
he  could  increase  it.     Some  day  he 
would  marry  a  good  match,  with  a 
good  fortune;  meanwhile,  he  could 
take  his  pleasure  decorously,  and  sow 
his  wild  oats  as  some  of  the  young 
Londoners  sow  them,  not  broadcast 
after  the  fashion  of  careless  scatter- 
brained youth,  but  trimly  and  neatly, 
in  quiet  places,  where  the  crop  can 
come  up  unobserved,  and  be  taken  in 
without  bustle  or  scandal.    Barnes 
Newcome    never    missed    going    to 
church;  or  dressing  for  dinner.    He 
never  kept  a  tradesman  waiting  for 
his  money.    He  seldom  drank   too 
much,  and  never  was  late  for  business, 
or  huddled  over  his   toilet,  however 
brief  had  been  his  sleep,  or  severe  his 
headache.    In  a    word,  he  was    as 
scrupulously  whited  as  any  sepulchre 
in  the  whole  bills  of  mortality. 

Whilst  young  Barnes  and  his  uncle 
were  thus  holding  parley,  a  slim  gen- 
tleman of  bland  aspect,  with  a  ropmy 
forehead,  or  what  his  female  admirers 
called  "a  noble  brow," and  a  neat 
white  neckcloth  tied  with  clerical 
skill,  was  surveying  Colonel  New- 
come  through  his  shining  spectacles, 
and  waiting  for  an  opportunity  to  ad- 
dress him.  The  Colonel  remarked 
the  eagerness  with  which  the  gentle- 
man in  black  regarded  him,  and  asked 
Mr.  Barnes  who  was  the  padre  ?  Mr. 
Barnes  turned  his  eyeglass  towards 
the  spectacles,  and  said  "  he  did  n't 
know  any  more  than  the  dead;  he 
did  n't  know  two  people  in  the  room." 
The  spectacles  nevertheless  made  the 
eyeglass  a  bow,  of  which  the  latter 
took  no  sort  of  cognizance.  The 
spectacles  advanced;  Mr.  Newcome 
fell  back  with  a  peevish  exclamation 
of  "  Confound  the  fellow,  what  is  he 
coming  to  speak  to  me  for?"    He 
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did  not  choose  to  be  addressed  by  nil 
sorts  of  persons  in  all  houses. 

But  he  of  the  spectacles,  with  an 
expression  of  delight  in  his  pale  blue 
eyes,  and  smiles  dimpling  his  counte- 
nance, pressed  onwards  with  out- 
stretched hands,  and  it  was  towards 
the  Colonel  he  turned  these  smiles 
and  friendly  salutations.  ''Did  I 
hear  arighty  sir,  from  Mrs.  Miles,"  he 
said,  ''  and  have  I  the  honor  of  speak- 
ing to  Colonel  Newcome  ?  " 

"  The  same,  sir," says  the  Colonel; 
at  which;  the  other,  tearing  off  a 
glove  of  lavender-colored  kid,  uttered 
the  words  "  Charles  Honeyman," 
and  seized  the  hand  of  his  brother-in 
law.  "My  poor  sister's  husband," 
he  continued ;  "  my  own  benefactor ; 
*  Clive's  father.  How  strange  are 
these  meetings  in  the  mighty  world ! 
How  I  rejoice  to  see  you,  and  know 
you  I " 

"  You  are  Charles,  are  you  ?  "  cries 
the  other.  "  I  am  very  glad,  indeed, 
to  shake  you  by  tlie  hand.  Honey- 
man.  Clive  and  I  should  have  beat 
up  your  quarters  to-day,  but  we  were 
busy  until  dinner-time.  You  put  me 
in  mind  of  poor  Emma,  Charles,"  he 
added  sadly.  Emma  had  not  been  & 
good  wife  to  him ;  a  flighty  silly  little 
woman,  who  had  caused  him  when 
alive  many  a  night  of  pain  and  day 
of  anxiety. 

"  Poor,  poor  Emma ! "  exclaimed 
the  ecclesiastic,  casting  his  eyes  to- 
wards the  chandelier,  and  passing  a 
white  cambric  pocket-handkerchief 
jiracefuUy  before  them.  No  man  in 
London  understood  the  ring  business 
or  the  pocket  -  handkerchief  business 
better,  or  smothered  his  emotion  more 
beautifully.  "  In  the  gayest  moments, 
in  the  giddiest  throng  of  fashion,  the 
thoughts  of  the  past  will  rise  ?  the  de- 
parted will  be  among  us  still.  But 
this  is  not  the  strain  wherewith  to 
greet  the  friend  newly  arrived  on  our 
shores.  How  it  rejoices  me  to  behold 
von  in  old  England  1  How  you  must 
Viavc  joyed  to  see  Clive !  " 

"  I> — r-  the    humbug,"    muttered 
BLirnes,  who  knew  him  perfectly  well. 


"The  fellow  is  always  in  the  pnl- 
pit." 

The  incumbent  of  Lady  Whittle* 
sea's  chapel  smiled  and  bowed  to  him. 
"You  do  not  recognize  me,  sir;  I 
have  had  the  honor  of  seeing  you  in 
your  public  capacity  in  the  City, 
when  I  have  called  at  the  bank,  the 
bearer  of  my  brother-in-law's  gene- 
rous —  " 

"  Never  mind  that,  Honeyman  !  "^ 
cried  the  Colonel. 

"  But  I  do  nlind*,  my  dear  Colonel," 
answers  Mr.  Honeyman.  "I  should 
be  a  very  bad  man  and  a  very  un- 
grateful brother  if  1  evet  forgot  youi 
kindness." 

"  i'or  God's  Sake  leave  my  kind 
ness  alone. " 

"He'll  never  leave  it  alone  as  long 
as  he  can  use  it,"  muttered  Mr. 
Barnes  in  his  teeth ;  and  turning  to 
his  uncle,  "May  I  take  you  home, 
sir?  My  cab  is  at  the  door,  and  I 
shall  be  glad  to  drive  yon"  But  the 
Colonel  said  he  must  talk  to  his  broth- 
er-in-law for  a  while ;  and  Mr.  Barnes, 
bowing  very  respectfully  to  him, 
slipped  under  a  dowager's  arm  in  the 
doorway,  and  retreated  silently  down 
stairs. 

Newcome  was  nO"V^  thrown  entirely 
iipon  the  clergytnAii,  and  the  latter 
described  the  personages  present  to  the 
strianger,  who  was  Curious  to  know 
how  the  pa;rty  was  composed.  Mrs. 
Newcome  herself  would  have  been 
pleased  had  she  heard  Honeyman 's 
discourse  regarding  her  guests  and 
herself.  Charles  Honeyman  so  spoke 
of  most  persons  that  you  might  fancy 
they  were  listening  over  his  shoulder. 
Such  an  assemblage  of  learning,  ge- 
nius, and  virtue  might  well  delight  and 
astonish  a  stranger.  "That  lady  in 
the  red  turban,  with  the  handsome 
daughters,  is  Lady  Budge,  wife  of  the 
eminent  judge  of  that  name,  — every- 
body was  astonished  that  he  was  not 
made  Chief  Justice,  and  elevated  to  the 
Peerage,  —  the  only  ohjection  (as  I 
have  heard  confidentially)  was  on  the 
part  of  a'late  soveieign,  who  said  he 
never  could  consent  to  have  a  peer  of 
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itt^  name  of  Bndge.  Her  Ladyship 
'jiras  of  humble,  i  hnye  heard  evea  me- 
nial, station  originally,  but  becomes 
her  present  rank,  dispenses  the  most 
ei^ant  hospitality  at  her  mansion  in 
Connaoghi  Terrace,  and  is  a  pattern 
as  a  wife  and  a  mother.  The  young 
man  talking  to  her  daughter  is  a  young 
barrister,  already  becoming  celeorated 
as  a  contributor  to  some  fx  our  princi- 
pal reviews." 

"  Who  is  tliat  iiKVBtey  officer  in  a 
white  waistcoat  talking  to  the  Jew 
with  the  beard  ?  "  asks  the  Cok>nel. 

"  He,  —  he !  That  ctfvfdry  officer 
18  another  literary  man  of  celebrity, 
and  by  profewion  an  attorney.  But 
he  has  quitted  the  law  for  the  Muses, 
and  it  would  appear  that  the  Nine  are 
never  wooed  except  by  gentlemen  with 
mnstachios." 

"  Never  wrote  a  vewe  in  my  life," 
says  the  Colonel^  lauglnng,  and  strok- 
ing his  own. 

"For  I  remark  00  mwaj  literary 
gentlemen  with  that  decoration.  The 
Jew  with  the  beard,  as  you  call  him, 
is  Herr  von  Lungen,  the  eminent 
hautboy-player.  The  three  next  geiK- 
llemen  are  Mr.  Smee,  of  the  Royal 
Academy  (who  is  shaved  as  you  per- 
ceive), and  Mr.  Moyes  md  Mr.  Crop- 
per, who  are  both  very  hairy  about  the 
chin.  At  the  piano,  singing,  accom- 
panied Inr  Mademoiselle  Ix^mn,  is 
Signor  lilezzocaldo,  the  great  barytone 
from  Rome.  Professor  Quarts  and 
Baron  Hammerstdn,  celebrated  geol- 
ogists from  Germany,  are  talking  with 
their  illustrious  confrere.  Sir  Kobort 
Craxton,  in  the  door.  Do  you  see 
yonder  that  stout  gentleman,  with 
snuff  on  his  shirt  ?  the  eloquent  Dr. 
McGufibg,  of  Edinbutgh,  talking  to 
Dr.  Ettore,  who  lately  escaped  from 
the  Inquisition  at  Rome,  in  the  dis- 
guise or  a  washerwoman,  afler  under- 
going the  question  several  times,  the 
rack,  and  the  thumbscrew.  They  say 
that  he  was  to  have  been  burned  in  the 
Grand  Square  the  next  morning ;  but 
between  ourselves,  my  dear  Colonel,  I 
mistrust  these  stories  of  converts  and 
mar^TS.    Did  you  ever  see  a  more 
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jolly-looking  mail  than  Professor 
Schnurr,  who  was  locked  up  in  Spiel- 
berg, and  got  out  up  a  chimney,  and 
throngh  a  window  ?  Had  he  waited 
a  few  months,  there  afe  tery  few  win- 
dows he  could  have  passed '  through. 
That  sideUdid  man  m>  the  red  fez  is 
Kiu'basn  Pasha,  — another  reltegadc, 
I  deeply  lament  to  say,  — ^  a  hair-dress- 
er from  Marseilles,  by  name  Monsieur 
Ferchaud,  who  passed  into  Egypt,  and 
laid  aside  the  tong$  for  the  turmn.  He 
is  talking  with  Mr.  Palmer,  one  of 
our  most  delightful  young  po^ts,  and 
with  Desmond  O'Tara,  son  Of  the  late 
revered  bishop  of  Ballmafad,  who  has 
lately  quitted  ours  for  the  errors  of  the 
Church  of  Rome.  Let  me  whisper  to 
yon  that  your  kinswoman  is  rather  a 
searcher  after  what  we  call  here  Noto- 
bUities.  I  heard  talk  of  one  I  knew 
in  better  da^s,  -^  of  one  Who  was  the 
comrade  of  my  youth,  and  the  de- 
light of  Oxford, — poor  Pidge  of  Bra- 
senose,  who  got  the  Newdegate  hi  my 
third  year,  and  who,  under  nis  present 
name  of  Father  Bartolo,  wsss  to  have 
been  hete  in  his  capuchin  dress,  with 
a  beard  and  bare  feet ;  but  I  presume 
he  could  not  get  permission  from  his 
superior:  That  is  Mr.  HiifT,  the  po^ 
litical  economist^  talking  with  Mr. 
Macdttffy  the  Member  for  Glenlivat. 
That  is  the  coroner  for  Middlesex, 
conversing  with  the  great  surgeon  Sir 
Cutler  Sharp,  and  that  pretty  little 
laughing  gin  talking  with  thran  is  no 
other  than  the  celebrated  Miss  Pinfii- 
fet,  whose  neivel  of' Ralph  the  Res- 
urrectionist '  created  such  a  sensation 
after  it  was  abused  in  the  Trimestrial 
Review.  It  was  a  little  bold  oertaiii- 
ly,  —  I  just  looked  at  it  at  inv  club,  — 
after  hours  devoted  to  parish  duty  a 
clergyman  is  sometimes  allowed,  you 
know,  desipere  in  loco,  —  there  are  de- 
scriptions m  it  certainly  startling,  — ^ 
ideas  about  marriage  not  exactly  or- 
thodox ;  but  the  poor  child  wrote  the 
book  actually  in  the  nursery,  and  all 
England  was  ringing  with  it  before 
Dr.  Pinnifer,  her  fathet,  knew  who 
was  the  author.  That  is  the  Doctor 
asleep  in  the  oorner  by  Miss  Rudge^ 
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the  American  authoress,  who,  I  dare 
say,  is  explaining  to  him  the  differ- 
ence between  the  two  Grovernments. 
My  dear  Mrs.  Newcome,  I  am  givin^r 
my  brother-in-law  a  little  sketch  o^ 
some  of  the  celebrities  who  are  crowd- 
ing your  salon  to-night.  What  a  de- 
lightful evening  you  have  given  us  ! " 
"  I  try  to  do  my  best,  Colonel  New- 
come,"  said  the  lady  of  the  house. 
"  I  hope  many  a  night  we  may  see 
you  here ;  and,  as  I  said  this  morn- 
ing, Clive,  when  he  is  of  an  age  to 
appreciate  this  kind  of  entertainment. 
Fashion  I  do  not  worship.  You  may 
meet  that  amongst  other  branches  of 
our  fiimily ;  but  genius  and  talent  I 
do  reverence.  £id  if  I  can  be  the 
jPeans — the  humble  means  —  to  bring 
men  of  genius  together, — mind  to 
associate  with  mind,  —  men  of  all  nar 
tions  to  mingle  in  friendly  unisoriy  — 
I  shall  not  have  lived  aUogdJter  in  vain. 
They  call  us  women  of  the  world 
frivclous,  Colonel  Newcome.  So  some 
may  be ;  I  do  not  say  there  are  not  in 
our  own  family  persons  who  worship 
mere  worldly  rank,  and  think  but  of 
fashion  and  gavety  ;  but  such,  I  trust, 
will  never  be  tne  objects  in  life  of  me 
and  my  children.  We  are  but  mer- 
chants ;  we  seek  to  be  no  mere.  If  I  can 
look  around  me  and  see  as  I  do  "  — 
'(she  waves  her  fan  round,  and  points 
to  the  illustrations  scintillating  round 
the  room)  —  "  and  see  as  I  do  now, 
-^a  Poski,  whose  name  is  ever  connect- 
ed with  Polish  history,  —  an  Ettore, 
who  has  exchanged  a  tonsure  and  a 
rack  for  our  own  free  country,  —  a 
Hammerstien,  and  a  Quartz,  a  Miss 
Budge,  our  Transatlantic  sister  (who, 
I  trust,  will  not  mention  this  modest 
salon  in  her  forthcoming  work  on  En- 
rope),  and  Miss  Pinnifer,  whose  ge- 
nius I  acknowledge,  though  I  deplore 
her  opinions ;  if  I  can  gather  togeth- 
er travellers,  poets,  and  painters,  prin- 
ces and  distinguished  soldiers  from 
the  East,  and  clergymen  remarkable 
for  their  eloquence,  mv  humble  aim  is 
attained,  and  Maria  Newcome  is  not 
altogether  useless  in  her  generation. 
Will  you  take  a  little  refreshment  ? 


Allow  your  sister  to  go  down  to  the 
dining-room,  supported  by  your  gal^ 
lant  arm."  She  looked  round  to  the 
admiring  congregation,  whereof  Hon- 
eyman,  as  it  were,  acted  as  clerk, 
and,  flirting  her  fan  and  flinging  up 
her  little  head.  Consummate  Virtue 
walked  down  on  tbe  arm  of  the  Colo- 
nel. — 

The  refreshment  was  rather  meagre. 
The  foreign  artists  generally  dashed 
down  stairs,  and  absorbed  all  the  ices, 
creams,  &c.  To  those  coming  late 
there  were  chicken-bones,  table-cloths 
puddled  with  melted  ice,  glasses  hazy 
with  sherry,  and  broken  bits  of  bread. 
The  Colonel  said  he  never  sopped; 
and  he  and  Honeyman  walked  away 
together,  the  former  to  bed,  the  latter, 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  to  his  club :  for  he 
was  a  dainty  feeaer,  and  loved  lobster, 
and  talk  late  at  night,  and  a  comforta- 
ble little  glass  of  something  wherewith 
to  conclude  the  day. 

He  agreed  to  come  to  breakfast  with 
the  Colonel,  who  named  eicht  or  nine 
for  the  meal.  Nine  Mr.  Honeyman 
agreed  to  with  a  sigh.  The  incum- 
bent of  Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel  sel- 
dom rose  before  eleven.  For,  to  tell 
the  truth,  no  French  abb^  of  Louis 
XV.  was  more  lazy  and  luxurious 
and  efieminate  than  our  polite  bache^ 
lor  preacher. 

One  of  Colonel  Newcomers  fellow- 
passengers  from  India  was  Mr.  James 
Binnie,  of  the  civil  service,  a  jolly 
young  bachelor  of  two  or  three  and 
forty,  who,  having  spent  half  of  his 
past  life  in  BengS,  was  bent  on  en- 
joying the  remainder  in  Britain  or 
in  Europe,  if  a  residence  at  home 
should  prove  agreeable  to  him.  The 
nabob  of  books  and  tradition  is  a 
personage  no  longer  to  be  found 
among  us.  He  is  neither  as  wealthy 
nor  as  wicked  as  the  jaundiced  mon- 
ster of  romances  and  comedies,  who 
purchases  the  estates  of  broken-down 
English  gentlemen  with  rupees  tor- 
tured out  of  bleeding  rajahs,  who 
smokes  a  hookah  in  public,  and  in 
private  carries  about  a  guilty  con- 
science, diamonds    of  untold  value, 
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and  a  diseased  liver ;  who  has  a  vul- 
gar wife,  with  a  retinue  of  black  ser- 
vants whom  she  maltreats,  and  a  gen- 
tle son  and  daughter  with  good  im- 
pulses and  an  imperfect  education, 
desirous  to  amend  their  own  and 
their  parents'  lives,  and  thoroughly 
ashamed  of  the  follies  of  the  old  peo- 

fle.  If  yon  go  to-  the  house  or  an 
ndian  gentleman  now,  he  does  not 
say,  "  Bring  more  curricles,"  like  the 
famous  Nabob  of  Stanstead  Park. 
He  goes  to  Leadenhall  Street  in  an 
omnibus,  and  walks  back  from  the 
City  for  exercise.  I  have  known 
some  who  have  maid-servants  to  wait 
on  them  at  dinner.  I  have  met 
scores  who  look  as  florid  and  rosy 
as  any  British  squire  who  has  never 
left  his  paternal  beef  and  acres.  They 
do  not  wear  nankeen  jackets  in  sum- 
mer. Their  livers  are  not  out  of 
order  any  more ;  and  as  for  hookahs, 
I  dare  swear  there  are  not  two  now 
kept  alight  within  the  bills  of  mortal- 
ity; and  that  retired  Indians  would 
as  soon  think  of  smoking  them  as 
their  wives  would  of  burning  them- 
selvies  on  their  husbands'  bodies  at  the 
cemetery,  Kensal  Green,  near  to  the 
Tyhnmian  quarter  of  the  city  which 
the  Jndian  world  at  present  inhabits. 
It  used  to  be  Baker  Street  and  Har- 
ley  Street;  it  used  to  be  Portland 
Place,  and,  in  more  early  days,  Bed- 
ford Square,  where  the  Indian  mag- 
nates flourished ;  districts  which  have 
fallen  from  their  pristine  state  of 
splendor  now,  even  as  Agra,  and 
Benares,  and  Lucknow,  and  Tippoo 
Sultan's  city  are  fallen. 

After  two  and  twenty  years*  ab- 
sence from  London,  Mr.  Binnie  re- 
turned to  it  on  the  top  of  the  Qosport 
coach  with  a  hat-box  and  a  little 
portmanteau,  a  pink  fresh-shaven  face, 
a  perfect  appetite,  a  suit  of  clothes 
like  eveirbody  else's,  and  not  the 
shadow  of  a  black  servant.  He  called 
a  cab  at  the  White  Horse  Cellar, 
and  drove  to  Nerot's  Hotel,  Clifford 
Street ;  and  he  gave  the  cabman  eight- 

Eence,  making  the  fellow,  who  grum- 
led,  understand  that  Clifford*  Street 


was  not  two  hundred  yards  from 
Bond  Street,  and  that  he  was  paid  at 
the  rate  of  five  shillings  and  fourpence 
per  mile,  —  calculating  the  mue  at 
only  six  teen  hundred  yards .  He  asked 
the  waiter  at  what  time  Colonel  New- 
come  had  ordered  dinner,  and  finding 
there  was  an  hour  on  his  hands  before 
the  meal,  walked  out  to  examine  the 
nei&;hborhood  for  a  lodging  where  he 
could  live  more  quietly  than  in  a 
hotel  He  called  it  a  hotal.  Mr. 
Binnie  was  a  North  Briton,  his  father 
having  been  a  Writer  to  the  Signet, 
in  lldinburgh,  who  had  procured  his 
son  a  writership  in  return  for  his  elec- 
tioneering services  done  to  an  East 
Indian  Director.  Binnie  had  his  re- 
tiring pension,  and,  besides,  had  saved 
half  his  allowances  ever  since  he  had 
been  in  India.  He  was  a  man  of 
great  reading,  no  small  ability,  con- 
siderable accomplishment,  excellent 
good  sense  and  good-humor.  The 
ostentatious  said  he  was  a  screw; 
but  he  gave  away  more  money  than 
far  more  extravagant  people ;  he  was  ^ 
a  disciple  of  David  Hume  (whom  he  ' 
admired  more  than  any  other  mortal), 
and  the  serious  denounced  him  as  a 
man  of  dangerous  principles,  though 
there  were,  among  the  serious,  men 
much  more  dangerous  than  James 
Binnie. 

On  returning  to  his  hotel.  Colonel 
Newcome  found  this  worthy  gentle- 
man installed  in  his  room  in  the  best 
arm-chair  sleeping  cosily;  the  even- 
ing paper  laid  decently  over  his 
plump  waistcoat,  and  his  little  legs 
placed  on  an  opposite  chair.  A&. 
Binnie  woke  up  briskly  when  the 
Colonel  entered.  "It  is  you,  you 
gad-about,  is  it  ?  "  cried  the  civilian. 
"How  has  the  beau-monde  of  Lon- 
don treated  the  Indian  Adonis  ? 
Have  you  made  a  sensation.  New- 
come  1  Gad,  Tom,  I  remember  you 
a  buck  of  bucks  when  that  coat  first 
came  out  to  Calcutta, — just  a  Bar- 
rackpore  Brummel, — in  LordMinto's 
reign  was  it,  or  when  Lord  Hastings 
was  Satrap  over  us  1 " 

"  A  man  must  have  one  good  coat," 
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says  the  Colonel ;  "  I  don't  profess  to 
be  a  dandy ;  but  get  a  coat  from  a 
good  tailor,  and  then  have  done  with 
it."  He  still  thought  his  garment 
was  as  handsome  as  need  be. 

"  Done  with  it  —  ye  're  never  done 
with  it ! "  cried  the  civilian. 

"  An  old  coat  is  an  old  friend,  old 
Binnie.  I  don't  want  to  be  rid  of 
one  or  the  other.  How  long  did  you 
and  my  boy  sit  up  together,  —  is  n't 
he  a  fine  lad,  Binnie?  I  expect  you 
are  going  to  put  him  down  for  some- 
thing handsome  in  your  will."     • 

"  See  what  it  is  to  have  a  real  friend 
now,  Colonel !  I  sat  up  for  ye,  or 
let  us  say  more  correctly,  I  waited  for 
you,  —  because  I  knew  you  would 
want  to  talk  about  that  scapegrace 
of  vours.  And  if  I  had  gone  to  bed, 
I  should  have  had  you  walking  up 
to  No.  26,  and  waking  me  out  of  my 
iirst  rosy  slumber.  Well,  now  con- 
fess ;  avoid  not.  Have  n't  ye  fall- 
en in  love  with  some  young  beauty 
on  the  very  first  night  of  your  arrival 
in  your  sister's  salong,  and  selected  a 
mother-in-law  for  your  scapegrace  ?  " 

"  Is  n't  he  a  fine  fellow,  James  ?  " 
says  the  Colonel,  lighting  a.  cheroot, 
as  he  sita  on  the  table.  Was  it  jov 
or  the  bedroom  candle  with  which 
he  lighted  his  cigar,  which  illuminated 
his  honest  features  so,  and  made  them 
so  to  shine? 

"  I  have  been  occupied,  sir,  in  tak- 
ing the  lad's  moral  measurement; 
and  I  have  pumped  him  as  success- 
fully as  ever  I  cross-examined  a  rogue 
in  my  court.  I  place  his  qualities 
thus :  —  Love  of  approbation,  sixteen. 
Benevolence,  fourteen.  Combative- 
ness,  fourteen.  Adhesiveness,  two. 
Amativeness  is  not  yet  of  course  fully 
developed,  but  I  expect  will  be  pro- 
deegiously  strong.  The  imaginative 
and  reflective  organs  are  very  large ; 
those  of  calculation  weak.  He  may 
make  a  poet  or  a  painter,  or  you 
may  make  a  sojor  of.  him,  though 
worse  men  than  him 's  good  enough 
for  that,  —  but  a  bad  merchant,  a  laz^ 
lawyer,  and  a  miserable  mathemati- 
cian.   He  has  wit  and  conscientious- 


ness, so  ye  mus'  n't  think  of  making  a 
clergyman  of  him. " 

"  Binnie !  "  says  the  Colonel,  grave- 
ly* "you  are  always  sneering  at  the 
cloth." 

"When  I  think  that,  but  for  my 
appointment  to  India,  I  should  have 
been  a  luminary  of  the  faith  ted  a 
pillar  of  the  church  I  grappling  with 
the  ghostly  enemy  in  the  pulpit,  and 
giving  Out  the  psawm.  Eh,  sir,  wh^at 
a"  losi  Scottish  Divrnily  has  had  in 
James  Binnie  I "  cries  the  little  civil- 
ian with  his  most  comical  f%ce.  "  Bat 
that  is  not  the  question.  My  djyinron, 
Colonel,  is,  that  young  scapegrace 
will  give  you  a  deal  of  trouble ;  Or 
would,  only  you  are  so  absurdly 
proud  of  him  tliat  you  think  everv- 
thing  he  does  fs  pcrfaction.  He  11 
spend  your  money  for  you ;  he  '11  do 
as  little  work  as  need  be.  He  '11  get 
into  scrapes  with  tlie  sax.  He 's  al- 
most as  simple  as  his  father,  and  that 
is  to  say  that  any  rogue  will  cheat 
him ;  and  he  seems  to  me  to  have  got 
your  obstinate  habit  of  telling  the 
truth,  Colonel,  which  may  prevent 
his  getting  on  in  the  world ;  but  on 
the  other  hand  will  keep  him  ftom. 
going  very  wrong.  So  that,  though 
there  is  every  fear  for  him,  there  's 
some  hope  and  some  consolation. " 

"  What  do  you  think  oF  his  Latin 
and  Greek  ?  "  asks  the  Colonel.  Be- 
fore going  out  to  his  party,  Newcome 
had  laid  a  deep  scheme  with  Binnie, 
and  it  had  been  agreed  that  the  latter 
should  examine  the  young  fellow  in 
his  humanities. 

"Wall,"  cries  the  Scot,  "I  find 
that  the  lad  knows  as  much  about 
Greek  and  Latin  as  I  knew  myself 
when  I  was  eighteen  years  of  age." 

"My  dear  Binnie,  is  it  possible? 
You,  the  best  scholar  in  all  India ! " 

"  And  which  amounted  to  exactly 
nothing.  He  has  acquired  in  fivd 
years,  and  by  the  admirable  seestem 
purshood  at  your  public  schools,  just 
about  as  much  knowledge  of  the  an- 
cient languages  as  he  could  get  by 
three  months'  application  at  home. 
Mind  ye,  I  don't  say  he  would  apply; 
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!i  ia  most  probable  lie  would  do  no 
such  thin^.  But  at  the  cost  of — 
how  much  ?  two  hundred  pounds  an- 
nually— for  five  years  —  ne  has  ac- 
quired about  fire  and  twenty  guin- 
eas' worth  of  classical  leeterature,  — 
enough,  I  dare  say;  to  enable  him  to 
quote  Horace  respectably  through  Hfe, 
and  what  mote  do  you  want  m>m  a 
young  man  of  his  expectations  ?  I 
think  I  should  send  nim  into  the 
army,  that  '6  the  best  place  fbr  him,  — 
there 's  the  least  to  do.  And  the  hand- 
somest clothes  to  wear.  Acce  sea- 
num!"  says  the  little  wag,  daintily 
taking  up  the  tail  of  his  friend's  coat. 
"In  earnest  now,  Tom  Newcome,  I 
think  your  boy  is  as  fine  a  lad  as  I 
erer  set  eyes  on.  He  seems  to  have 
intelligence  and  good  temper.  He 
carries  his  letter  of  recommendation 
in  his  countenance;  and  with  the 
honesty — and  the  rupees,  mind  ye  — 
which  he  inherits  from  his  father,  the 
deuce  is  in  it  if  he  can't  make  his  way. 
What  time 's  the  breakfast  ?  Eb,  but 
it  was  a  oomfbrt  this  morning  not  to 
hear  the  holystoning  on  the  deck. 
We  ought  to  go  into  lodgings,  and 
not  fling  our  money  out  of  the  window 
of  this  hotel.  We  must  make  the 
young  chap  take  us  about  and  show 
^us  the  town  in  the  morning,  Tom. 
'I  had  but  three  days  of  it  five  and 
twenty  years  ago,  and  I  propose  to 
reshoome  my  observations  to-morrow 
after  breakfastt.  We'll  inst  go  on 
deck  and  see  how's  her  head  before 
we  turn  in,  eh,  Colonel  ?  "  and  with 
this  the  jolly  gentlemlin  nodded  over 
his  canme  to  his  friend,  and  trotted 
off  to  bed. 

The  Colonel  atid  his  friend  were 
light  sleepers  and  early  risers,  like 
most  men  that  come  ftom  the  coun- 
try where  they  had  both  been  so  long 
sojourning,  and  were  awake  and 
dressed  long  before  the  London 
waiters  had  thought  of  quitting  their 
beds.  The  housemaid  was  the  only 
being  stirring  in  the  morning  when 
little  Mr.  Binnie  blundered  over  her 
pail  as  she  was  washing  the  deck. 
karly  as  he  was,  his  f^ow-traveller 


had  preceded  him.  l^innie  found  the 
Colonel  in  his  sitting-room  arrayed 
in,  what  are  called  in  Scotland,  his 
stocking-feet,  already  puffing  the  ci- 
gar, which,  in  truth,  was  seldom  out 
of  his  month  at  any  hour  of  the  day. 

He  had  a  couple  of  bedrooms  ad- 
jacent to  this  sitting-room,  And  when 
Binnie,  as  brisk  aira  rosy  about  the 
gills  as  Chatiticleer,  broke  out  in  a 
morning  sidutation,  "Hush,"  says 
the  Colonel,  putting  a  long  finger  up 
to  his  mouth,  and  advancing  towards 
him  as  noiselessly  as  a  ghost. 

"  What's  in  the  Wmd  now?  "  asks 
the  little  Scot ;  **  and  what  for  have 
ye  not  got  your  shoes  on  ?  ''* 

"  Clive  's  asleep,"  says  the  Colonel, 
with  a  cottntenance  full  of  extreme 
anxiety. 

"  The  darling  boy  slumbers,  does 
he  ?  "  said  the  wag ;  **  may  n't  I  just 
step  in  and  look  at  his  bteutiful  coun- 
tenance whilst  he 's  asleep,  Colonel  ?  " 

"You  may  if  you  take  off  those 
confounded  creaking  shoes,"  the  other 
answered,  quite  gravely :  and  Binnie 
turned  away  to  hide  his  jolly  round 
face,  which  was  screwed  up  with 
laughter. 

"  Have  ye  been  breAfhing  a  prayer 
over  your  rosy  infant's  slumbers, 
Tom  ?  "  asks  Mr.  Binnie. 

"  And  if  I  have,  Jame»  Binnie," 
the  Colonel  said  gravely,  and  his  sal- 
low face  blushing  somewhat,  "if  I 
have  I  hope  I  've  done  no  harm.  The 
last  time  I  saw  him  asleep  was  nine 
^ears  ago,  a  sickly  littl6  pale-faced  boy 
m  his  little  cot,  and  now,  sir,  that  I 
see  him  again,  strong  and  handsome, 
and  all  that  a  fond  father  can  wish  to 
see  a  boy,  I  should  be  an  ungrateful 
viUain,  James,  if  I  did  n't— if  I  did  n't 
do  what  you  said  just  now,  and  thank 
Grod  Almighty  for  restoring  him  to 
me." 


Binnie  did  not  laugh  any  more. 
"By  George,  Tom  Newcome,"  said 
he,  "  you  're  just  one  of  the  saints  of 
the  earth.  If  all  men  were  like  you 
there  'd  be  an  end  of  both  our  trades ; 
there  would  be  no  fighting  and  no 
soldiering,  no  rogues,  and  no  magis- 
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trates  to  catch  tbem."  The  Colonel 
wondered  at  his  friend's  enthusiasm, 
who  was  not  used  to  be  compliment- 
ary ;  indeed  what  so  usual  with  him 
as  that  simple  act  of  gratitude  and  de- 
votion about  which  his  comrade  spoke 
to  him?  To  ask  a  blessing  for  his 
boj  was  as  natural  to  him  as  to  wake 
with  the  sunrise,  or  to  go  to  rest  when 
the  day  was  over.  His  first  and  his 
last  thought  was  always  the  child. 

The  two  gentlemen  were  home  in 
time  enough  to  find  Clive  dressed, 
and  his  uncle  arrived  for  breakfast. 
The  Colonel  said  a  grace  over  that 
meal:  the  life  was  b^un  which  he 
had  longed  and  prayed  for,  and  the 
son  smiling  before  his  eyes  who  had 
been  in  his  thoughts  for  so  many  fond 
years. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

HISS  honbtman's. 

In  Steyne  Gardens,  Brighton,  the 
lodging-houses  are  among  the  most 
frequented  in  that  city  of  lodging- 
houses.  These  mansions  have  bow- 
windows  in  front,  bulging  out  with 
gentle  prominences,  and  ornamented 
with  neat  verandas,  from  which  you 
can  behold  the  tide  of  humankind  as 
it  flows  up  and  down  the  Steyne,  and 
that  blue  ocean  over  which  Britannia 
is  said  to  rule,  stretching  brightly 
away  eastward  and  westward.  The 
Chain-pier,  as  everybody  knows,  runs 
intrepidly  into  the  sea,  which  some- 
times, in  fine  weather,  bathes  its  feet 
with  laughing  wavelets,  and  anon,  on 
stormy  days,  dashes  over  its  sides 
with  roaring  foam.  Here,  for  the 
sum  of  twopence,  you  can  go  out  to 
sea  and  pace  this  vast  deSs.  without 
need  of  a  steward  with  a  basin.  You 
can  watch  the  sun  setting  in  splendor 
over  Worthing,  or  illuminating  with 
its  rising  glones  the  ups  and  downs 
of  Rottingdean.  You  see  the  citizen 
with  his  family  inveigled  into  the 
shallops  of  the  mercenary  native  mar- 
iner, and  fancy  that  the  motion  can- 
not be  pleasant ;  and  how  the  hirer  of 


the  boat,  oCitim  et  oppidi  laudans  rum 
sui,  haply  sighs  for  ease,  and  prefers 
Kichmond  or  Hampstead.     You  be- 
hold a  hundred  bathing-machines  put 
to  sea ;  and  your  naughty  fancy  de- 
picts the  beauties    spfasning   under 
their  white  awnings.     Along  the  rip- 
pled sands   (stay,   are  they  rippled 
sands  or  shingly  beach  \)  the  prawn- 
boy  seeks  the  delicious  material  of 
your  breakfast.    Breakfast — meal  in 
London    almost  unknown,   greedily 
devoured  in  Brighton !    In  yon  ves- 
sels now  nearing  the  shore  the  sleep- 
less mariner  has  ventured   forth  to 
seize  the  delicate  whiting,  the  greedy 
and  foolish  mackerel,  and  the  homely 
sole.     Hark  to  the   twanging  honv! 
it  is  the  early  coach  going  out  to  Lon- 
don.   Your  eye  follows  it,  and  rests 
on  the  pinnacles  built  by  the  beloved 
George.    See  the  worn-out  London 
roud  pacing  the  pier,  inhaling  the  sea 
air,  and  casting  furtive  glances  under 
the  bonnets  of  the  pretty  girls  who 
trot  here  before  lessons!    Mark  the. 
bilious  lawyer,    escaped    for  a  llay 
from  Pump  Court,  and  sniffing  tho 
fi^sh  breezes  before  he  goes  back  to 
breakfast  and  a  bag  full  of  briefk  at 
the  Albion!    See  that  pretty  string 
of  prattling  school-girls,    from    the 
chuoby-cheeked,  flaxen-headed  little 
maiden  just  toddling  by  the  side  of  the 
second  teacher,  to  the  arch  damsel  of 
fifteen,  giggling  and  conscious  of  her 
beauty,  whom  Misp  GrifSn,  the  stem 
head  -  governess,    awfully    reproves  I 
See  Tomkins  with  a  telescope  and 
marine-jacket;  young   Nathan    and 
voung  Abrams,  already  bedizened  in 
jewelry,  and   rivalling   the   sun    in 
Oriental  splendor ;  yonder  poor  inva- 
lid crawling  along  in  her  chair ;  yon- 
der jolly    fat   lady    examining    the 
Brighton   pebbles   ( I  actually  once 
saw  a  lady  buy  one ),  and  her  chil- 
dren wondering  at  the  sticking-plaster 
portraits  with  gold  hair,  and  gold 
stocks,   and    prodigious    high-heeled 
boots,  miracles  of  art,  and  cheap  at 
seven-and-sixpence  I    It  is  the  fashion 
to  run  down   George  IV.,  but  what 
myriads  of  Londoners  ought  to  thank 
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him  for  inTenting  Brighton!  One 
of  the  best  of  physicians  our  city  has 
ever  known  is  kind,  cheerful,  merry 
Doctor  Brighton.  Hail,  thou  pur- 
veyor of  shrimps  and  honest  prescrib- 
er  of  Soath  Down  mutton !  There 
is  no  mutton  so  good  as  Brighton 
mutton  ;  no  flys  so  pleasant  as  Brigh- 
ton flys ;  nor  any  cliff  s6  pleasant  to 
ride  on ;  no  shops  so  beautiful  to  look 
at  as  the  Brighton  gimcrack  shops, 
and  the  fruit-shops,  and  the  market. 
I  fancy  myself  in  Mrs.  Honeyman's 
lodgings  in  Stejrne  Gardens,  and  in 
enjoyment  of  all  these  things. 

If  the  gracious  reader  has  hasd  losses 
in  life,  losses  not  so  bad  as  to  cause 
absolute  want,  or  inflict  upon  him  or 
her  the  bodily  injury  of  starvation,  let 
him  confess  that  the  evils  of  this  pov- 
erty are  by  no  means  so  great  as  his 
timorous  fancy  depicted.  Say  your 
money  has  been  invested  in  West 
Diddlesex  bonds,  or  other  luckless 
speculations,  —  the  news  of  the  smash 
comes ;  you  pay  your  outlying  bills 
with  the  balance  at  the  banker's ;  you 
assemble  your  family  and  make  them 
a  fine  speech ;  the  wife  of  your  bosom 
goes  round  and  embraces  the  sons  and 
daughters  aeriaiiih ;  nestling  in  your 
own  waistcoat  finally,  in  possession 
of  which,  she  says,  (with  tender  tears 
and  fond  quotations  finom  Boly  Writ, 
God  bless  her !)  and  of  the  darlings 
round  about  her,  lies  all  her  woridly 
treasure;  the  weeping-  servants  are 
dismissed,  their  wages  paid  in  fudl, 
and  with  a  present  of  prayer  and 
hymn  books  from  their  mistress; 
^our  elegant  house  in  Harley  Street 
18  to  let,  and  you  subside  into  lodg- 
ings in  Pentonville,  or  Kensington, 
or  Brompton.  How  unlike  the  man- 
sion where  you  paid  taxes  and  dis- 
tributed •  elegant  hospitality  for  so 
many  years  1 

You  subside  into  lodgings,  Isay,  and 
you  find  yourself  very  tolerably  com- 
fortable. I  am  not  sure  that  in  her 
heart  your  wife  is  not  happier  than 
in  what  she  calls  her  happy  days. 
She  will  be  somebody  hereafter :  she 
was   nobody  in  Harley  Street:  that 


is,  everybody  else  in  her  visiting- 
book,  take  the  names  all  round,  was 
as  good  as  she.  They  had  the  same 
entries,  plated  ware,  men  to  wait,  &c. 
at  all  the  houses  where  you  visited 
in  the  street.  Your  candlesticks 
might  be  handsomer  (and  indeed  they 
had  afine  efiect  upon  the  dinner-table), 
but  then  Mr.  Jones's  silver  (or  elec- 
tro-plated) dishes  were  much  finer. 
You  had  more  carriages  at  your  door 
on  the  evening  of  your  delightful  soi- 
rees than  Mrs.  Brown  (there  is  no 
phrase  more  elegant,  and  to  my  taste, 
than  that  in  which  people  are  de- 
scribed as  "  seeinc  a  great  deal  of  car- 
riage company ")  ;  but  yet  Mrs. 
Brown,  from  the  circumstance  of  her 
being  a  baronet's  niece,  took  prece- 
dence of  your  dear  wife  at  most  ta- 
bles. Hence  the  latter  charming 
woman's  scorn  at  th&  British  baron- 
etcy, and  her  many  iokes  at  the  order. 
In  a  word,  and  in  the  height  of  your 
social  prosperity,  there  was  always  a 
lurking  dissatisfaction,  and  a  some- 
thing bitter,  in  the  midst  of  the  foun- 
tain of  delights  at  which  you  were 
permitted  to  drink. 

There  is  no  good  (unless  your  taste 
is  that  way)  in  living  in  a  society 
where  you  are  merely  the  equal  of 
everybody  else.  Many  people  give 
themselves  extreme  pains  to  frequent 
company  where  all  around  them  are 
their  superiors,  and  where,  do  what 
you  will,  you  must  be  subject  to  con- 
tinual mortification  (as,  for  instance, . 
when  Marchioness  X.  forgets  you, 
and  you  can't  help  thinking  that 
she  cuts  you  on  purpose ;  when 
Duchess  Z.  passes  by  in  her  dia- 
monds, &c.).  The  true  pleasure  of 
life  is  to  live  with  your  inreriors.  Be 
the  cock  of  your  village  ;  the  queen 
of  your  coterie;  and,  besides  very 
great  persons,  the  people  whom  Fate 
has  specially  endowed  with  this  kind- 
ly consolation  are  those  who  have 
seen  what  are  called  better  days,  — 
those  whp  have  had  losses.  I  am 
like  Cffisar,  and  of  a  noble  mind  : 
if  I  cannot  be  first  in  Piccadilly, 
let  me  try  Hatton  Garden,  and  see 
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whether  I  cannot  lead  the  tori  there. 
If  I  cannot  take  the  lead  at  White's 
or  the  Travellers',  let*  me  be  presi- 
dent of  the  Jolly  Sandboys  at  the 
Bag  of  Nails,  and  blackball  every- 
body who  does  not  pay  me  honor.    If 
my  darling  Bessy  cannot  go  out  of  a 
drawing-room  nntfl  a  baronet's  niece 
(ha !  ha !  a  baroilet's  niece,  forsooth !) 
has  walked  before  her,  let  us  frequent 
company  where  we  shall  be  the  first  ,* 
and  how  can  we  be  the  first  unless 
we  select  our  inferiors  for  our  asso- 
ciates t    This  kind  of  pleasure  is  to 
be  had  by  almost  evenrbody,  and  at 
scarce  any  cost.     With  a  shilling's 
worth  of  tea  and  muffins  you  can  get 
as  much    adulation    and  respect  as 
many  people  cannot  purchase  with  a 
thousand  pounds'  worth  of  plate  atad 
profusion,  hired     fbotnien,  .  turning 
their    houses  topsy-ttuhry,   and  sup- 
pers fix)m   Gunter^s.     Adulation  I  — 
why  the  people  who   come  to  you 
give  as  good  parties  as  you  do.    Ke- 
spcct !  — =■  the  very  menials  who  wait 
behind  your  supper-table  waited  at  a 
duke's  yesterday,  and  actually  J>at- 
ronize    you!      O    you    silly  spend- 
thrift !  you  can  buy  flattery  fbr  two- 
pence, and  you  spend  ever  so  much 
money  in  entertaining  your  equals 
and  betters,  and  nobody  admires  you  ! 
VNow  Aunt  Honeyman  was  a  woman 
of  a  thousand  virtues  ;  cheerful,  fru- 
gal,   honest,    laborious,    charitable, 
good-humored,  truth-telling,  devoted 
to  her  family,  capable  of  any  sacrifice 
for  those  she  loved ;  and  when  she 
came  to  have  losses  of  money.  For- 
tune straightway  compensated  her  by 
many  kindnesses  which  no  income 
can  supply.    The  good  old  lady  ad- 
mired the  word  **  gentlewoman  "  of 
all  others  in  the  English  vocabulary, 
and  made  all  around  her  feel  that 
such  was  her  rank.     Her  mother's 
father  was  a  naval  captain  ;  her  father 
had  taken  pupils,  got  a  living.  Sent 
his   son  to  college,  dined  with  the 
squire,  published  his  volume  of  ser- 
mons, was  liked  in  his  parish,  where 
Miss  Honeyman  kept  house  for  him, 
Was  respected  for  nis  lundness  and 


famoas  for  his  port  wine;  and  86 
died,  leaving  about  two  hundred 
pounds  a-  year  to  his  two  children, 
nothing  to  Clive  Newcome*s  nrother, 
who  hf^  displeased  him  by  her  first 
marriage  (an  ekypement  with  Ensign 
Casey),  and  sufbsequent  light  courses. 
Chaj'les  H6neyinan  spent  his  money 
elegantly  in  wiAe-partie»  at  Oxford, 
and  afterwards  in  foreign  travel ;  — 
spent  his  moneys  and  as  much  of 
Miss  Honeymian's  as  that  worthy  soul 
would  give  him.  She  was  a  woman 
of  spirit  and  resolution.  She  brought 
her  furniture  to  Brighton  (believing 
that  the  whole  place  stiU  fondly  re- 
membered her  grandfather.  Captain 
Nokes,  who  had  resided  there,  and  his 
gallantfy  in  Lord  Bodney's  action 
with  the  Count  de  Qrasse),  took  a 
house,  and  let  the  upper  floors  to 
lodgers. 

The  little,  brisk  old  lady  brought  a 
maid-servant  out  of  the  country  with 
her,  who  was  daughter  to  her  fiather's 
clerk,  and  had  learned  her  letters  and 
worked  her  first  sampler  under  Miss 
Honeyman's   own    eye,   whom   she 
adored  all  through  her  life.  Ko  Indian 
bc^um  rolling  in  wealth,  no  countess 
mistress  of  castles  and  town-houses, 
ever   bad  such  a  faithfal  toady  as 
Hannah  Hicks  was  to  her  mistress. 
Under  Hannah  was  a  young  lady 
from  the  workhorse,  who  called  Han- 
nail  "Mrs.  Hicks,  mum,"  and  who 
bowed  as  much  in  awe  before  that  do- 
mestic as  Hannah  did  before  Miss 
Honeyman.    At  five  o'clock  in  sum- 
mer,  at  seven  in  winter  (for  Miss 
Honeyman,  a  good  economist,  was 
chary  of  candle-light),  Hannah  woke 
up  little  Sally,  and  these  thf«e  women 
rose.    I  leave  you  to  imagine  what  a 
row  there  was  m  the  establishment  if 
Sally  appeared  with  flowers  under  her 
bonnet,  gave  signs  of  levity  or  insub- 
ordination,   prolonged    her   absence 
when  sent  forth  for  the  beer,  or  was 
discovered  in  flirtation  with  the  ba- 
ker's boy  or  the  grocer's  young  man. 
Sally  was  frequently  renewed.     Miss 
Honeyman  called  all  her  young  per- 
sons Sally;  and  a  great  numGsr  of 
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Sallies  were  consuitied  in  her  house*. 
The  qualities  of  the  Sally  for  the 
time  being  formed  a  c6hstant  and  de- 
lightful subject  of  conversation  be- 
tween JIanAah  and  her  mistress. 
The  few  friends  who  visited  Miss 
Honey  than  in  her  back  parlot  had 
their  Sallies,  in  discussing  whose  pe- 
culiarities of  disposition  these  gCK>d 
ladies  passed  the  hours  agreeably  over 
their  tea. 

Many  persoris  who.  let  lodgings  in 
Brighton  have  been  servants  them- 
selves,—  a^    retired     housekeepers, 
tradesfolk,  and  the  like.     With  these 
su'rrov'nding  individuals  HaAnah  treat- 
ed on  ft  footing  of  equality,  bringing 
to  heif  mistress  accounts  of  their  vari- 
ous goings  on ;  "how  No.  6  was  let; 
how  No.  9  had  hot  paid  his  rent 
again ;  how  the  first  floor  at  27  had 
game  almost  every  day,  and  made- 
dishes  from  Mutton's ;  how  the  faibily 
who  had  taken  Mrs.  Bugsby's  had 
left  as  u^ual  after  the  very  first  night, 
the  poor  little  infant  blistered  all  over 
with  bites  on  its  dear  little  face ;  how 
the  Miss  Learys  was  going  on  shame- 
ful with  the  two  yOung  men,  actially 
in  their  setting-rootn,  mum,  where  one 
of  them  offered  Miss  Laura  Leary  a 
cigar;    how  Mrs.   Cribb    stilt    went 
cuttin'  pounds  and  potmds  of  meat  ofi^ 
the  lodgers'  jinfs,  emntying  their  tea- 
caddies,  actially  reading  their  letters. 
Sally  had  been  told  so  by  Polly  the 
Cribb's  maid,  who  was  kep',  how  that 
poor  child  was  kep\  hearing  language 
perfectly*  hawful ! "    These  tales  and 
anecdotes,  not  altogether  redounding 
to  their  neighbors    ctedit,  Hannah 
copiously  collected  and   brought  to 
her  mistress's  tea-table,  or  served  at 
her  flrugal  little^  supper  when  Miss 
Honeyman,  the   labors    of  the  day 
over,  partook  of  that  cheerful  meal. 
I  need  not  s^y  that  such  horrors  as 
occurred  at  Mrs.  Bugsby's  never  be- 
fell in  Miss  Honeyman's  establish- 
ment.     Every    toom    was     fiercely 
swept  and  sprinkled,  and  watched  by 
cunning  eyes    which   nothing  could 
escape  ;   curtains  were  taken   down, 
mattresses  explored,  every  bone  in 


bed  dislocated  ancf  #ashed  as  soon 
as  a  lodger  took  his  depaiture.  And 
as  for  cribbing  meat  or  sugar,  Sal- 
ly might  occasionally  abstract  a 
lump  or  two,  or  pop  a  veal-cutlet  into 
her  mouth  while  bringing  the  dishes 
down  stairs  ;  —  Sallies  would,  —  gid- 
dy creatures  bred  in  workhouses ;  but 
Hannah  might  be  intrusted  with  un- 
told gold  and  uncorked  brandy  ;  and 
Miss  Honeyman  would  as  soon  think 
of  cutting  a  slice  otf  Hannah's  nose 
and  devouring  it  as  of  poaching  oil 
her  lodgers'^  mutton.  The  best  mut- 
ton-broth, the  best  veal-cutlets,  th©  *• 
best  necks  of  muttoti  and  French 
beans,  the  best  fHed  fish  and  plumpest 
partridges,  im  all  Brighton,  were  to 
oe  had  at  Miss  Honeyman's  ;  and 
for  her  favorites  the  best  Indian  curry 
and  rice,  coming  from  a  distinguished 
relative,  at  present  an  ofiicer  in  Ben- 
gal. Bat  very  few  were  admitted  to 
this  mark  of  Miss  Honeyman's  con- 
fidence. IS  a  family  did  not  go  to 
church  they  were  not  in  favor;  if 
they  went  to  a  Dissenting  meeting 
she  had  no  opinion  of  them  at  all. 
Once  there  came  to  her  hou!se  a  quiet 
Staffordshire  fa^nily  who  ate  no  meat 
on  Fridays,  and  whoM  Miss  Honey- 
man pitied  as  belonging  to  the  Ro- 
mish superstition  ;  but  when  they 
were  visited  by  two  corpulent  gentle- 
men in  black,  one  of  whom  wore  a 
purple  underwaistcoat,  and  before 
whom  the  Staffordshire  lady  abso- 
lutely sank  down  on  her  knees  as  he 
went  into  the  drawihg-roonl.  Miss 
Honeyman  sternly  gave  warning  to 
these  idolaters.  She  would  have  no 
Jesuits  in  her  premises.  She  showed 
Hannah  the  picture  in  Howell's 
"  Medulla,"  of  the  martyrs  bumin)?  at 
Smithfield  :  who  said,  "  Lord  bless 
you,  mum,"  and  hoped  it  '^tas  a  long 
time  ago.  She  called  on  the  curate  ; 
and  many  and  many  a  time,  for  years 
after,  pointed  out  to  her  friends,  and 
sometimes  to  her  lodgers,  the  spot 
on  the  carpet  where  the  poor  benight- 
ed creature  had  knelt  down.  So  she 
Went  on,  respected  by  all  her  friends, 
by  all  her  tradesmen,  by  herself  not  a 
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little,  talking  of  her  preyioas  **  mis- 
fortunes "  with  amusing  equanimity ; 
as  if  her  father's. parsonage-house  had 
been  a  palace  of  splendor,  and  the 
one  -  horse  chaise  (with  thie  lamps  for 
evenings),  from  which  she  had  de- 
scended, a  noble  equipage.  "  But  I 
know  it  is  for  the  best,  Clive,"  she 
would  say  to  her  nephew,  in  describ- 
ing those  grandeurs,  ^'and,  thank 
Heaven,  can  be  resigned  in  that  sta- 
tion in  life  to  which  it  has  pleased 
God  to  call  me." 

The  good  lady  was  called  the  Duch- 
ess by  her  fellow-tradesfolk  in  the 
square  in  which  she  lived.  (I  don't 
know  what  would  have  come  to  her 
had  she  been  told  that  she  was  a 
tradeswoman ! )  Her  butchers,  ba- 
kers, and  market-people  paid  her  as 
much  respect  as  though  she  had  been 
a  grandee's  housekeeper  out  of  Kemp 
Town.  Knowing  her  station,  she 
yet  was  kind  to  those  inferior  beings. 
She  held  affable  conversations  with 
them,  she  patronized  Mr.  Rogers, 
who  was  said  to  be  worth  a  hundred 
thousand,  —  two  hundred  thousand 
pounds,  (or  lbs.  was  it  ? )  and  who 
said,  "Law  bless  the  old  Duchess, 
she  do  make  as  much  of  a  pound  of 
Teal-cutlet  as  some  Tvould  of  a  score 
of  bullocks,  but  yon  see  she  's  a  lady 
bom  and  a  lady  bred  :  she  'd  die  be- 
fore she  'd  owe  a  farden,  and  she  's 
seen  better  days,  you  know."  She 
went  to  see  the  grocer's  wife  on  an  in- 
teresting occasion,  and  won  the  heart 
of  the  family  by  tasting  their  candle. 
Her  fishmonger  (it  was  fine  to  hear 
her  talk  of  "  m^  fishmonger  "  )  would 
sell  her  a  whitmg  as  respectfully  as  if 
she  had  called  for  a  dozen  turbots  and 
lobsters.  It  was  believed  by  those 
good  folks  that  her  father  had  been  a 
Bishop  at  the  very  least ;  and  the 
better  days  which  she  had  known 
were  supposed  to  signify  some  almost 
unearthly  prosperity.  "  I  have  al- 
ways found,  Hannah,"  the  simple 
soul  would  say,  "  that  people  know 
their  place,  or  can  be  very  easily  made 
^o  find  it  if  they  lose  it ;  and  if  agen- 
\ewoman  does  not  forget  herself,  her 


inferiors  will  not  forget  that  she  is  a| 
gentlewoman."  "  ]Jo,  indeed,  mum,' 
and  I  'm  sure  they  would  do  no  such 
thing,  mum,"  says  Hannah,  who  car- 
ries away  the  teapot  for  her  own 
breakfast  (to  be  transmitted  to  Sally 
for  her  subsequent  refection),  whilst 
her  mistress  washes  her  cup  and  sau- 
cer, as  her  mother  had  washed  her 
own  china  many  scores  of  years  ago. 

If  some  of  tne  surrounding  l^lg- 
ing-house  keepers,  as  1  have  no  doubt 
they  did,  disliked  the  little  Duchess 
for  the  airs  which  she  gave  herself,  as 
they  averred,  they  must  have  envied 
her  too  her  superior  prosperity,  for 
there  was  scarcely  ever  a  card  in  her 
window;  whilst  those  ensigns  in  her 
neighbors'  houses  would  remain  ex- 
posed to  the  fiies  and  the  weather, 
and  disregarded  by  passers-by  for 
months  together.  She  had  many 
regular  customers,  or  what  should  tie 
rather  called  constant  friends.  Deaf 
old  Mr.  Cricklade  came  every  winter 
for  fourteen  years,  and  stopped  until 
the  hunting  was  over ;  an  invaluable 
man,  giving  little  trouble,  passing  all 
day  on  horseback,  and  all  night  over 
his  rubber  at  the  dub.  The  Misses 
Barkham,  Barkhambury,  Tunbridge 
Wells,  whose  father  had  been  at  col- 
lege with  Mr.  Honeyman,  came  regu- 
larly in  June  for  sea  air,  letting  Bark- 
hambury for  the  summer  season. 
Then,  for  many  years,  she  had  her 
nephew,  as  we  have  seen ;  and  kind 
recommendations  from  the  clergymen 
of  Brighton,  and  a  constant  friend  in 
the  celebrated  Dr.  Goodenough  of 
London,  who  had  been  her  father  s  pri- 
vate pupil,  and  of  his  college  after- 
wards, who  sent  his  patients  from 
time  to  time  down  to  her,  and  his  fel- 
low-physician. Dr.  H ,  who,  on 

his  part,  would  never  take  any  fee 
from  Miss  Honeyman,  except  a  pack- 
et of  India  curry-powder,  a  ham  cured 
as  she  only  knew  how  to  cure  them, 
and,  once  a  year  or  so,  a  dish  of  her 
tea. 

"  Was  there  ever  such  luck  as  that 
confounded  old  Duchess's  ?  "  says 
Mr.    Gawler,    coal  -  merchant    and 
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lodging-house  keeper,  next  door  bnt 
two,  whose  apartments  were  nH>re 
odious,  in  some  respects,  than  Mrs. 
Bugsby's  own.  "  Was  there  ever  such 
devil's  own  luck,  Mrs.  G.  ?  It 's  only  a 
fortnight  ago  as  I  read  in  the  Sussex 
Advertiser  the  death  of  'Miss  Bark- 
ham,  of  Barkhamburv,  Tunbridge 
Wells,  and,  thinks  I,  there  's  a  spoke 
in  your  wheel,  you  stuck-up  little  old 
Duchess,  with  your  cussed  airs  and 
impudence.  And  she  ain't  put  her 
card  up  three  days;  and  look  yere, 
yere  's  two  carriages,  two  maids,  three 
children,  one  of  mem  wrapped  up  in 
a  Hinjar  shawl,  —  man  hont  a  livery, 
—  looks  like  a  foring  cove,  I  think,  — 
lady  in  satin  pelisse,  and  of  course 
they  go  to  the  Ihichess,  be  hanged  to 
her !  Of  course  it 's  our  luck,  noth- 
ing ever  was  like  our  luck.  I  'm 
blowed  if  I  don't  put  a  pistol  to  my 
'ead,  and  end  it,  Mrs.  G.  There 
they  go  in,  —  three,  four,  six,  seven 
on  'em,  and  the  man.  That 's  the 
precious  child's  physic  I  suppose  he 's 
a  carryin'  in  the  basket.  Just  look 
at  the  luggage.  I  say !  There  's  a 
bloody  hand  on  the  first  carriage. 
It 's  a  baronet,  is  it  ?  I  'ope  your 
Ladyship  's  very  well ;  and  I  'ope  Sir 
John  will  soon  be  down  yere  to  join 
his  family."  Mr.  Gawler  makes  sar- 
castic bows  over  the  card  in  his  bow- 
window  whilst  making  this  speech. 
The  little  Gnwlers  rush  on  to  the 
drawin^room  veranda  themselves  to 
examine  the  new  arrivals. 

"  This  is  Miss  Honeyman's  ?  " 
asks  the  gentleman  designated  by 
Mr.  Gawler  as  "the  foring  cove,'' 
and  hands  in  a  card  on  which  the 
words,  "  Miss  Honeyman,  1 10  Steyne 
Gardens.  J.  Goodenough,"  are  writ- 
ten in  that  celebrated  physician's 
handwriting.  "We  want  me  bet- 
rooms,  six  bets,  two  or  dree  sitting- 
rooms.    Have  you  got  dese  ?  " 

"  Will  you  speak  to  my  mistress  ?  " 
says  Hannah.  And  if  it  is  a  fact 
that  Miss  Honeyman  does  happen  to 
be  in  the  front  parlor  looking  at  the 
^rarria^es,  what  harm  is  there  in  the 

cumstanoe,  pray  ?    Is  not  Gawler 


looking,  and  the  people  next  door? 
Are  not  half  a  dozen  little  boys  al- 
ready gathered  in  the  street  (as  if 
they  started  up  out  of  the  trap-doors 
for  the  coals),  and  the  nursery-maids 
in  the  stunted  little  garden,  are  they 
not  looking  through  the  bars  of  the 
square?  "Please  to  speak  to  mis- 
tress," says  Hannah,  opening  the  par-, 
lor  door,  and  with  a  courtesy,  "A 
gentleman  about  the  apartments, 
mum." 

"Fife  bet-rooms,"  says  the  man, 
entering.  "  Six  bets,  two  or  dree 
sitting-rooms  ?  We  gome  frqm  Dr. 
Goodenough." 

.  "  Are  the  apartments  for  vou,  sir  ?  " 
says  the  little  Duchess,  looking  up  at 
the.  large  gentleman. 

"  For  my  Lady,"  answers  the  man. 

''  Had  you  not  better  take  off  your 
hat  ? "  asks  the  Duchess,  pointing 
out  of  one  of  her  little  mittens  to 
"  the  foring  cove's  "  beaver,  which  he 
had  neglected  to  remove. 

The  man  grins,  and  takes  off  the 
hat  "  I  beck  your  bardon,  ma'am," 
says  he.  "  Have  you  fife  bet-rooms  ?  " 
&c.  The  Doctor  has  cured,  the  Ger- 
man of  an  illness,  as  well  as  his  em- 
ployers,  and  especially  recommended 
Miss  Honeyman  to  Mr.  Kuhn. 

"  I  have  uiat  number  of  apartments. 
My  servant  will  show  them  to  you." 
And  she  walks  back  with  great  state 
to  her  chair  by  the  window,  and  re- 
sumes her  jstation  and  work  there. 

Mr.  Kuhn  reports  to  his  mistress, 
who  descends  to  inspect  the  apart- 
ments, accompanied  through  them  by 
Hannah.  The  rooms  are  pronounced 
to  be  exceedingly  neat  and  pleasant, 
and  exactly  what  are  wanted  for  the 
family.  The  baggage  is  forthwith 
ordered  to  be  brought  from  the  cai> 
riages.  The  little  invalid,  wrapped 
in  his  shawl,  is  brought  up  stairs  by 
the  affectionate  Mr.  Kuhn,  who  car- 
ries him  as  gently  as  if  he  had  been 
bred  all  his  life  to  nurse  babies.  The 
smiling  Sally  (the  Sally  for  the  time 
being  happens  to  be  a  very  fresh, 
pink  -  cheeked,  pretty  little  Sally) 
emexiges  from  the  kitchen   and  in 
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tFodoces'  fhe  yoYing  Ifi^^,  the  gov- 
erness, the  maid?,  to  their  apart- 
ments. The  eldest,  a  sli^  black- 
haired  votmg  lass  of  thirteen,  frisks 
about  the  rooms,  looks  at  all  the  pic- 
tures, runs  in-  and  out  of  the  veranda, 
tries  the  piano,  and  bursts  out  laughs 
ing  at  its  wheezy  jingle  (it  had  been 
poor  Emma's  piano,  bought  for  her 
on  her  seventeenth  birthday,  three 
weeks  before  she  ran  away  with  the 
ensign ;  her  music  is  still  in  the  stand 
by  it :  the  Rev.  Charles  Honeynian 
has  warbled  sacred  melodies  over  it^ 
and  Miss  Honeyman  ciotisiders  it  a 
delightful  instrument),  kisses  her  hii>- 
guid  little  brother  laid  on  the  sofa, 
and  performs  a  hundred  gay  and  a;gile 
motions  suited  to  her  age. 

**  O,  what  a  piano  !  Why  it  id  as 
cracked  as  Miss  Quigley'a  voice !  " 

"  My  dear  !  "  says  mamma.  The 
little  languid  boy  btirsts  out  into  a 
jolly  laugh. 

"What  funny  pictures,  mamma! 
Action  with  Count  de  Grasse;  the 
l>eath  of  General  Wolfe ;  a  porttait 
of  an  officer,  an  old  officer  in  blue, 
like  grandpapa;  Brasenose  College, 
Oxford :  what  a  fnimy  name  f " 

At  the  idea  of  Brasenose  College, 
another  laugh  comes  firom  the  invaHd. 
"  I  suppose  they  Ve  all  got  brass  noses 
there,  he  savs ;  and  he  explodes  at 
this  joke.  Tne  poor  little  laugh  ends 
in  a  cough,  and  mamma's  tt-avelling- 
basket,  which  contains  everything, 
produces  a  bottle  of  sirup,  labellS 
"  Master  A.  Newcome.  A  teaspoon- 
fiil  to  be  taken  when  the  cough  is 
troublesome." 

"  O  the  delightful  sea  I  the  blue,  the 
fresh,  the  ever  free,"  sings  the  yoiing 
lady  with  a  shake.  (I  suppose  the 
maritime  song  from  which  she  quoted 
was  just  written  at  this  time.)  How 
much  better  this  is  than  going  home 
and  seeing  those  horrid  factories  and 
chimneys !  I  love  Doctor  Good- 
enough  for  sending  us  here.  What 
a  sweet  house  it  is!  Everybody  is 
happy  in  it,  even  Miss  Quigley  is 
happy,  mamma.  What  nice  rooms  ! 
What  pretty  chinte!    What  a— O 


what  a  -^  c6infoitah)e  sofa  T "  and  she 
falls  down  on  the  sofa,  which,  truth  to 
say,  was  the  Rev.  Charles  Honeyman's 
luxurious  sofa  from  Oxford,  presented 
to  him  by  young  Downy  of  Christ- 
church,  when  that  gentleman  com- 
moner was  eliminated  from  the  Uni- 
versity. 

"  The  person  of  the  house,"  mam- 
ma says,  "hardly  eomes  up  to  Dr. 
Goodenough's  descrfption  of  her.  He 
says  he  remenfrbers  her  a.  pretty  little 
woman  when  feer  fiftther  was  his  private 
tutor." 

/  *'  She  haa  grown  very  much  since," 
Says  the  girl*  And  an  explosion  takes 
place  from  the  sofa,  where  the  little 
man  is  always  ready  to  laugh  at  any 
joke,  or  anything  like  a  joke,  uttered 
by  bimself  of  by  any  of  his  family  or 
mends.  As  for  Doctor  Goodenough, 
besa^s  laughing  has  saved  that  boy's 
life. 

"  She  looks  onite  Hke  a  maid," 
continues  the  lady.  **  Shu  bats  hsird 
hands,  and  6he  called  me  mum  al- 
ways. I  was  quite  disappointed  in 
her."  And  she  8ut)sides  into  a  novel, 
with  many  of  which  kind  of  works^ 
and  with  other  volumes,  and  with 
work-boxes,  antE  with  wonderful  ink- 
stands, portfolios,  portable  days  of  the 
month,  scent -bottles,  scissors -cases, 
gilt  miniature  easel's  displaying  por- 
traits, and  countless  gimcracks  of 
travel,  the  rapid  Kuhn  has  covered 
die  tables  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

Tlie  person  supposed  to  be  the 
landlady  enters  the  room  at  this  junc- 
ture, and  the  lady  rises  to  receive 
her.  The  little  wag  on  the  sofa  puts 
his  arm  round  his  sister^s  neck,  and 
whispers,  "  I  say,  Eth,  is  n't  she  a 
pretty  girl  ?  I  shall  wHte  to  Doctor 
Goodenough,  and  tell  him  how  much 
she  's  grown."  Convulsions  follow 
this  safly,  to  the  surpriise  of  Hannah, 
who  says,  "  Pooty  little  dear !  —  what 
time  will  he  have  his  dinner,  mum  ?  " 

"  Thank  you.  Miss  Honeyman,  at 
two  o'clock,"  says  the  lady,  with  a 
bow  of  her  head.  "  There 's  a  clergy- 
man of  your  name  in  London  ;  is  he 
a  relation  ?  "    The  lady  in  her  turn  is 
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astonished^  for  the  tall  person  breaks 
oat  into  a  grin,  and  says,  "  Law, 
mom,  you  're  speakin'  of  Maister 
Charles.     He  's  in  London." 

"  Indeed !  —  of  Master  Charles  ?  "* 

"  And  you  take  me  for  missis,  mum. 
I  beg  your  pardon,  mum,"  cries  Han- 
nah. The  invalid  hits  his  sister  in 
l^e  side  with  his  weak  little  fist.  If 
laughter  can  cure,  ScUva  est  res,  Doc- 
tor Goodenough's  patient  is  safe. 
"  Master  Charles  is  missis'^  brother, 
mum.  I  've  got  no  brother,  mum,  — 
never  had  no  brother.  Only  one  son, 
who  *6  in  the  Police,  mum,  thank 
you.  And  law  bless  me,  I  was  going 
to  forget !  If  you  pleasQ»  mum,missis 
says,  if  you  are  quite  rested,  she  will 
pay  her  duty  to  you,  mum." 

"  O,  indeed,"  says  the  lady,  rather 
stiffly ;  and  taking  this  for  an  accept- 
ance of  her  mistress's  visit,  SUinnah 
retires. 

"This  Miss  Honeyman  seems  to 
be  a  great  personage,"  says  the  lady. 
"  If  people  let  lodgings  why  do  they 
give  themselves  such  airs  i 

"  We  never  saw  Monsieur  de 
Boigne,  at  Boulogne,  mapima,"  inter- 
jK>ses  the  girl. 

"Monsieur  de  Boigne,  my  dear 
Ethel !  Monsieur  de  Boigne  is  very 
/-  well.  But  —  "  Here  the  door  opens, 
and  in  a  large  cap  bristling  with  rib- 
.bons,  with  her  oest  chestnut  front, 
and  her  best  black  silk  gown,  on 
which  her  sold  watch  shines  very 
splendidly,  little  Miss  Honeynian 
makes  her  appearance,  with  a  digni- 
fied courtesy  to  her  lodger. 

That  lady"  vouchsafes  a  very  slight 
inclination  of  the  head,  indeed,  which 
she  repeats  when  Miss  Honeyman 
.aa^s,  "I  am  glad  to  hear  your  Lady- 
ship is  pleased  with  the  apartments!" 

"  Yes,  they  wijl  do  very  weU,  thank 
yon,"  an&wor9  the  latter  person, 
ijravely. 

"And  they  have  such  a  beautiful 
yiew  of  .the  sea !  "  cries  Ethel. 

"  As  if  all  the  houses  had  n't  a 
view  of  the  sea,  Ethel!  The  price 
has  been  arranged,  I  think  ?  My 
servants  will  require  a  comfortable 


room  to  dine  in, . —  by  themselves, 
ma'am,  if  you  please.  My  governess 
and  the  younger  children  will  dine 
together.  My  daughter  dines  with 
me,  —  and  my  little  boy's  dinner  will 
be  ready  at  two  o*clock  precisely,  if 
you  please.    It  is  now  near  one.' 

"  Am  I  to  understand  —  ? "  inter- 
posed Miss  Honeyman. 

"Oh  I  I  have  ijio  doubt  we  shall  un* 
derstand  each  other,  ma'am,"  cried 
Lady  Ann  Newcome  .(whose  noble 
presence  the  acute  reader  has  no 
doubt  ere  this  divined  and  saluted). 
"  Doctor  Goodenongh  has  given  me 
a  most  sa.ti&factory  account  of  you,  — 
more  satisfactory  perhaps  than  — 
than  you  ,are  afware  of."  Perhaps 
Lady  Ann's  sentence  was  not  ^oing 
to  end  in  a  very  satisfactory  way  for 
Miss  Honeyman ;  but,  awed  by  a  pe- 
culiar look  of  resolution  in  the  little 
lady,  her  lodger  of  an  hour  paused  in 
whatever  offensive  remark  she  might 
have  been  about  to  make.  "  It  is  as 
well  that  I  at  last  haye  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  you,  that  I  may  state  what  I 
want,  and  that  we  may,  as  you  say, 
understand  each  other.  Breakfast 
and  tea,  if  you  please,  will  be  served 
in  the  same  manner  as  dinner.  '  And 
3'ou  wjUl  have  the  kindness  to  order 
fresh  milk  every  morning  for  my  lit- 
tle boy,  —  ass's  milk,  —  Doctor 
Goodenongh  has  ordered  ass's  milk. 
Anything  further  I  want  I  will  com- 
municate through  the  person  who 
spoke  to  you,  —  Kuhn,  Mr.  Kuhn, 
and  that  will  do." 

A  heavy  shower  of  rain  was  de- 
scending at  this  moment,  and  little 
Miss  Honeyman,  looking  at  her 
lodger,  who  had  sat  down  and  tak- 
en up  her  book,  said,  "  Have  your 
Ladwhip's  servants  unpacked  your 
trunks  ?  " . 

"  What  on  earth,  madam,  have  you 

—  has  that  to  do  with  the  question  ? " 
"  They  will  be  put  to  the  trouble 

of  packing  again,  I  fear.  I  cannot 
provide  —  three  times  five  are  fifteen 

—  fifteen  'separate  meals  for  seven 
persons,  besides  those  of  my  own 
family.    If  your  servants  cannot  eat 


70 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


with  mine,  or  in  my  kitchen,  they 
and  their  mistress  must  go  elsewhere. 
And  the  sooner  the  better,  madam, 
the  sooner  the  better ! "  savs  Miss 
Honeyman,  trembUng  with  indigna- 
tion, and  sitting  down  in  a  chair 
spreading  her  silks. 

'*  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ?  "  asks 
Lady  Ann,  rising. 

"  Perfectly  well,  madam,'*  says  the 
other.  "And  had  I  known,  you 
should  never  have  come  into  my 
house,  that's  more." 

"  Madam  1 "  cries  the  lady,  on  which 
the  poor  little  invalid,  scared  and  ner- 
vous, and  hungry  for  his  dinner,  be- 
gan to  cry  from  his  sofa. 

"  It  will  be  a  pity  that  the  dear  lit- 
tle boy  should  be  disturbed.  Dear 
little  child,  I  have  often  heard  of  him, 
and  of  you,  miss,"  says  the  little 
householder,  rising.  "  I  will  get  you 
some  dinner,  my  dear,  for  Clive's 
sake.  And  meanwhile  your  Lady- 
ship will  have  the  kindness  to  seek 
for  some  other  apartments,  —  for  not 
a  bit  shall  my  fire  cook  for  any  one 
else  of  your  company."  And  with 
this  the  indignant  little  landlady 
sailed  out  of  the  room. 

"  Gracious  goodness !  Who  is  the 
woman  ?  "  cries  Lady  Ann.  "  I 
never  was  s6  insulted  in  my  life." 

"  O  mamma,  it  was  you  begun ! " 
says  downright  Ethel.  "That  is— ■ 
Hush,  Alfred,  dear.  Hash,  my  dar- 
ling ! " 

"  O,  it  was  mamma  began !  I  *m 
so  hungry !  I  'm  so  hungry ! " 
howled  the  little  man  on  the  sofa,  — 
or  off  it  rather,  —  for  he  was  now 
down  on  the  ground,  kicking  away 
the  shawls  which  enveloped  him. 

"  What  is  it,  my  boy  1  What  is  it. 
my  blessed  darling  ?  You  shall  have 
your  dinner!  Give  her  all,  Ethel. 
There  are  the  kevs  of  my  desk, — 
there  's  my  watcn, — there  are  my 
rings!  Let  her  take  my  all.  The 
monster!  The  child  must  live!  It 
can't  go  away  in  such  a  storm  as 
this.  Give  me  a  cloak,  a  parasol, 
anything,  —  I  *11  go  forth  and  get 
a  lodging.    I  '11  beg  my  bread  from 


house  to  house,  if  this  fiend  refuses 
me.  Eat  the  biscuits,  dear !  A  little 
of  the  sirup,  Alfred,  darling;  it  'a 
.very  nice,  love !  and  come  to  your 
old  mother,  — your  poor  old  mother." 

Alfred  roared  out,  '*  No,  —  it 's  not 
n — ^ice ;  it 's  n — a — a — ^asty !  I  won't 
have  sirup.  I  tpill  have  dinner." 
The  mother,  whose  embraces  the  child 
repelled  with  infantine  kicks,  plunged 
madly  at  the  bells,  rang  them  all  four 
vehemently,  and  ran  down  stairs  to- 
wards thejparlor,  whence  Miss  Honey- 
man  was  issuing. 

The  good  lady  had  not  at  first  known 
the  names  of  her  lodgers,  but  had 
taken  them  •in  willingly  enough  on 
Dr.  Goodenough's  recommendation. 
And  it  was  not  until  one  of  the  nurses 
intrusted  with  the  care  of  Master  Al- 
fred's dinner  informed  Miss  Honey- 
man  of  the  name  of  her  guest,  that 
she  knew  she  was  entertaining  Lady 
Ann  Newcome ;  and  that  the  pretty 
girl  was  the  fair  Miss  Ethel ;  the  lit- 
tle sick  boy,  the  little  Alfred  of  whom 
his  cousin  spoke,  and  of  whom  Olive 
had  made  a  nundred  little  drawings  in 
his  rude  way,  as  he  drew  everylwdy. 
Then  bidding  Sally  run  off  to  St 
James's  Street  for  a  chicken,  she  saw 
it  put  on  the  spit,  and  prepared  a 
bread  sauce,  and  composed  a  batter- 
pudding  as  she  only  knew  how  to 
make  batter-puddings ;  then  she  went 
to  array  herself  in  her  best  clothes,  as 
we  have  seen,  —  as  we  have  heard 
rather  ( Goodness  forbid  that  we  should 
see  Miss  Honeyman  arraying  herself, 
or  penetrate  that  chaste  mystery,  her 
toikt !)  —  then  she  came  to  wait  upon 
Lady  Ann,  not  a  little  flurried  as  to 
the  result  of  that  queer  interview; 
then  she  whisked  out  of  the  drawing- 
room,  as  before  has  been  shown ;  and, 
finding  the  chicken  roasted  to  a  turn, 
the  napkin  and  tray  ready  spread  by 
Hannah  the  neat-handed,  she  was 
bearing  them  up  to  the  little  patient 
when  the  frantic  parent  met  ner  on 
the  stair. 

"  Is  it  —  is  it  for  my  child  ?  "  cried 
Lady  Ann,  reeling  against  the  banis- 
ter. 
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**  Yes,  it 's  for  the  child,"  says  Miss 
Honeyman,  tossing  ap  her  head.  "  But 
nobody  else  has  anything  in  the  hoiise." 

**  God  bless  you,  —  God  bless  you  ! 
A  mother's  bl  —  1  —  essings  go  with 
you,"  gurgled  the  lady,  who  was  not, 
It  must  be  confessed,  a  woman  of 
strong  moral  character. 

It  was  good  to  see  the  little  man 
eating  the  fowl.  Ethel,  who  had 
never  cut  anything  in  her  young  ex- 
istence, except  her  fingers  now  and 
then  with  her  brother's  and  her  gov- 
erness's penknives,  bethought  her  of 
asking  Miss  Honeyman  to  carve  the 
chicken.  Lady  Ann,  with  clasped 
hands  and  streaming  eyes,  sat  lookmg 
on  at  the  ravishing  scene. 

"  Why  did  you  not  let  us  know  you 
were  Olive's  aunt?"  Ethel  asked, 
patting  out  her  hand.  The  old  lady 
took  hers  very  kindly,  and  said,  "  Be- 
cause you  did  n't  give  me  time,  —  and 
do  you  love  Clive,  my  dear  ?  " 

The  reconciliation  between  Miss 
Honeyman  and  her  lodger  was  per- 
fect JLady  Ann  wrote  a  quire  of 
note-paper  off  to  Sir  Brian  for  that 
day's  post,  only  she  was  too  late,  as  she 
always  wa$.  Mr.  Kuhn  perfectly  de- 
lighted Miss  Honejrman  tnat  evening 
by  his  droll  sayings,  jokes,  and  pro- 
nunciation, and  by  his  praises  of 
Master  Glive,  as  he  called  nim.  He 
lived  out  of  the  house,  did  everything 
for  everybody,  was  never  out  of  the 
way  when  wanted,  and  never  in  the 
way  when  not  waoied.  Erelong 
Miss  Honeyman  got  out  a  bottle  of 
the  famous  Madeira  which  her  Colo- 
nel sent  her,  and  treated  him  to  a 
glass  in  her  own  room.  Kuhn  smacked 
his  lips,  and  held  out  the  glass  again. 
The  rogue  knew  good  wine. 


CHAPTER  X. 

ETHBI.  AND  HER  BBLATIOKS. 

Fob  four -and -twenty  successive 
hours  Lady  Ann  was  perfectly  in 
mptuies  with  h«r  new  lodgings,  and 


every  person  and  thing  which  they 
contained.  The  drawing-rooms  were 
fitted  with  the  greatest  taste ;  the  din- 
ner was  exquisite.  Were  there  ever 
such  delicious  veal-cutlets,  such  ver- 
dant French  beans  ?  "  Why  do  we 
have  those  odious  French  cooks,  my 
dear,  with  their  shocking  principles, 
— '.the  principles  of  all  Frenchmen 
are  shocking,  —  and  the  dreadful  bills 
they  bring  us  in;  and  their  conso- 
quential  airs  and  graces  ?  I  am  de- 
termined to  part  with  Brignol.  I 
have  written  to  your  father  this  even- 
ing to  give  Brignol  warning.  When 
did  he  ever  give  us  veal  -  cutlets  ? 
What  can  be  nicer  ?  " 

"Indeed,  they  were  very  good," 
said  Miss  Ethel,  who  had  mutton  five 
times  a  week  at  one  o'clock.  "  I  am 
80  glad  you  like  the  house,  and  Clive, 
and  Miss  Honeyman." 

'*  Like  her  1  the  dear  little  old  wd- 
man.  I  feel  as  if  she  had  been  my 
friend  all  my  life !  I  feel  quite  drawn 
towards  her.  What  a  wonderful  co- 
incidence that  Dr.  Goodenough  should 
direct  us  to  this  very  house.  I  have 
written  to  your  father  about  it.  And 
to  think  that  I  should  have  written 
to  Clive  at  this  very  house,  and  quite 
forgotten  Miss  Hoiieyman's  name,  — 
and  such  an  odd  name  too.  I  foi^t 
everything,  eveiythingi  You  know 
I  forgot  your  Aunt  Louisa's  hus- 
band's name  ;  and  when  I  was  god- 
mother to  her  baby,  and  the  clergy- 
man said,  '  What  is  the  infant's 
name  ?  '  I  said,  '  Really,  I  forget.' 
And  so  I  did.  He  was  a  London 
clergyman,  but  I  forget  at  what 
church.  Suppose  it  should  be  this 
very  Mr.  Honeyman  !  It  may  have 
been,  you  know;  and  then  the  co- 
incidence would  be  still  more  droll. 
That  tall,  old,  nice-looking,  respect- 
able person,  with  a  mark  on  her 
nose,  the  housekeeper, — what  is  her 
name  ?  —  seems  a  most  invaluable 
person.  I  think  I  shall  ask  her  to 
come  to  us.  I  am  sure  she  would 
save  me  I  don't  know  how  much  mon- 
ey every  week;  and  I  am  certain 
Mrs.  Trotter  is  making  a  fortune  by 
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us.  I  skall  write  to  yonr  papa^  and 
ask  him  permission  to  ask  tnis  per- 
son." Ethel's  mother  was  constant- 
ly falling  in  love  with  her  new  ac- 
quaintances; their  men-servants  and 
their  maid-servants,  their  horses  and 
ponies,  and  the  visitor  within  their 
^ates.  She  would  ask  strangers  to 
Newcome,  hug  and  embrace  them 
on  Sunday ;  not  speak  to  them  on 
^f  onday ;  and  on  Tuesday  behave  so 
rudely  to  them  that  they  were  gone 
before  Wednesday.  Her  daughter 
hail  had  so  many  governesses  —  all 
darlings  during  the  first  week,  and 
monsters  afterwards  —  that  the  poor 
child  possessed  none  of  the  acconoi- 
plishments  of  her  age.  She  could 
not  play  on  the  piano ;  she  could  not 
speak  French  well ;  she  could  not  tell 
you  when  gunpowder  was  invented ; 
she  had  not  tne  faintest  idea  of  the 
date  of  the  Norman  conquest,  or 
whether  the  earth  went  round  the  sun, 
or  vice  versa.  She  did  not  know  the 
number  of  counties  in  England,  Scot- 
land, and  Wales,  let  alone  Ireland; 
she  did  not  know  the  dilFerence  be- 
tween latitude  and  longitude.  She 
had  had  so  many  governesses  :  their 
accounts  differed ;  poor  Ethel  was  be- 
wildered by  a  multiplicity  of  teachers, 
and  thought  herself  a  monster  of  ig- 
norance. They  gave  her  a  book  at  a 
Sunday  School,  and  little  girls  of 
ei^ht  years  old  answered  questions  of 
which  she  knew  nothing.  The  place 
swam  before  her.  She  could  not  see 
the  sun  shining  on  their  fair  flaxen 
heads  and  pretty  faces.  The  rosy  little 
children  holding  up  their  eager  hands, 
and  crying  the  answer  to  this  question 
and  that,  seemed  mocking  her.  She 
seemed  to  read  in  the  book,  "  O  Ethel, 
you  dunce,  dunce,  dunce ! "  She 
went  home  silent  in  the  carriage,  and 
burst  into  bitter  tears  on  her  bed. 
Naturally  a  haughty  girl  of  the  high- 
est spirit,  resolute  and  imperious,  this 
little  visit  to  the  parish  school  taught 
Ethel  lesaons  more  yff^uable  than  ever 
80  much  arithmetic  and  geography. 
Clive  has  told  me  a  story  of  her 
in  her  youth,  which,  perhaps,  may  ap- 


ply to  some  others  of  the  youthful  fe- 
male  aristocracy.  She  used  to  walk, 
with  other  select  young  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen, their  nurses  and  governesses, 
in  a  certain  reserved  plot  of  ground 
railed  off  from  Hvde  Park,  whereof 
some  of  the  lucky  dwellers  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Apsley  House  have 
a  key.  In  this  garden,  at  the  age  of 
nine  or  thereabout,  she  had  contracted 
an  intimate  friendship  with  the  Lord 
Hercules  O'Ryan,  as  every  one  of  my 
gentle  readers  knows,  one  of  the  fous 
of  the  Marquis  of  Ballyshannon. 
The  Lord  Hercules  was  a  year  young- 
er than  Miss  Ethel  Newcome,' which 
may  account  for  the  passion  which 
grew  up  between  these  young  per- 
sons ;  it  being  a  provision  in  nature 
that  a  boy  always  falls  in  love  with  a 
girl  older  than  himself,  or  rather,  per- 
haps, that  a  girl  bestows  her  affections 
on  a  little  boy,  who  submits  to  receive 
them. 

One  day  Sir  Brifqi  Newcome  an- 
nounced his  intention  to  go  to  New- 
come  that  very  morning,  taking  his 
family,  and  of  course  Ethel/with  him. 
She  was  inconsolable.  "What  will 
Lord  Hercules  do  when  he  finds  I  am 
gone  ?  "  she  asked  of  her  nurse.  The 
nurse,  endeavoring  to  soothe  her,  said, 
"  Perhaps  his  Lordship  would  know 
nothing  about  the  circumstance." 
"  He  will,"  said  Miss  Ethel,  —  "he  11 
read  it  in  the  newspaper."  My  Lord 
Hercules,  it  is  to  be  noped,  strangled 
this  infant  passion  in  the  cradle ; 
having  long  Ance  married  Isabella, 

only  daughter  of Orains,  Esq., 

of  Drayton,  "Windsor,  a  partner  in 
the  great  brewery  of  Foker  &,  Co. 

When  Ethel  was  thirteen  years  old, 
she  had  grown  to  be  such  a  tall  girl 
that  she  overtopped  her  companions 
by  a  head  or  more,  and  morally  per- 
haps, also,  felt  heiself  too  tall  for  their 
society.  ** Fancy  myself,"  she  thought, 
"  dressing  a  doll  like  Lily  Putland,  or 
wearing  a  pinafore  like  Lucy  Tucker ! " 
She  did  not  care  for  their  sports.  She 
could  not  walk  with  them :  it  seemed 
as  if  every  one  stared  ;  nor  dignce  with 
them  at  the  academy ;  nor  attend  the 
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Conrs  de  Litt^ratnre  Universelleotde 
Science  Comprehensive,  of  the  profess- 
or then  the  mode,  —  the  smallest  girls 
took  her  up  in  the  class.  She  was 
bewildered  by  the  multitude  of  things 
they  bade  her  learn.  At  the  youthful 
little  assemblies  of  her  sex,  when,  under 
the  guide  of  their  respected  governess- 
es, the  girls  came  to  tea  at  six  o'clock, 
dancing,  charades,  and  so  forth,  Ethel 
herded  not  with  the  children  of  her  own 
age,  nor  yet  with  the  teachers  who  sit 
apart  at  these  assemblies,  imparting 
to  each  other  their  little  wrongs ;  but 
Ethel  romped  with  the  little  children, 
—  the  rosy  little  trots,  —  and  took 
them  on  her  knees,  and  told  them  a 
thousand  stories.  By  these  she  was 
adored,  and  loved  like  a  mother  al- 
most, for  as  such  the  hearty  kindly 
girl  showed  herself  to  them;  but  at 
home  she  was  alone,  farouche^  and  in- 
tractable, and  did  battle  with  the  gov- 
ernesses, and  overcame  them  one  after 
another.  I  break  the  promise  of  a  for- 
mer page,  and  am  obliged  to  describe 
the  youthful  days  of  more  than  one 
person  who  is  to  take  a  share  in  this 
story.  Not  always  doth  the  writer 
know  whither  the  divine  Muse  leadeth 
him.  But  of  this  be  sare,  —  she  is  as 
inexorable  as  Truth.  We  must  tell 
our  tale  as  she  imparts  it  to  us,  and 
go  on  or  turn  aside  at  her  bidding. 

Here  she  ordains  that  we  should 
speak  of  other  members  of  this  family, 
whose  history  we  chronicle,  and  it  be- 
hooves us  to  say  a  word  regarding  the 
Earl  of  Kew,  the  head  of  the  noble 
bouse  into  which  Sir  Brian  Newcome 
had  married. 

When  we  read  in  the  fairy  stories 
that  the  King  and  Queen,  who  lived 
once  upon  a  time,  build  a  castle  of 
steel,  defended  by  moats  and  sentjnels 
innumerable,  in  which  they  place  their 
darling  only  child,  the  Prince  or  Prin- 
cess, whose  birth  has  blessed  them  after 
so  many  years  of  marriage,  and  whose 
christening-feast  has  been  interrupted 
by  the  cantankerous  humor  of  that  no- 
torious old  fairy  who  always  persists 
in  coming,  although  she  lias  not  re- 
ceived any  invitation,  to  the  baptismal 
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ceremony :  when  Prince  Prettyman  is 
locked  up  in  the  steel  tower,  provided 
only  with  the  most  wholesome  food,  the 
most  edifying  educational  works,  and 
the  most  venerable  old  tutor  to  instruct 
and  to  bore  him,  we  know,  as  a  matter 
of  course,  that  the  steel  bolts  and  brazen 
bars  will  one  day  be  of  no  avail,  the 
old  tutor  will  go  off  in  a  doze,  and  the 
moats  and  drawbridges  will  either  be 
passed  by  his  Boyal  Highnesses  im- 
placable enemies,  or  crossed  by  the 
young  scapegrace  himself,  who  is  de- 
termined to  outwit  his  guardians,  and 
see  the  wicked  world.  The  old  King 
and  Queen  always  come  in  and  iind 
the  chambers  empty,  the  saucy  heir- 
apparent  flown,  the  porters  and  senti- 
nels drunk,  the  ancient  tutor  asleep ; 
they  tear  their  venerable  wigs  in  an- 
guish, they  kick  the  major-domo  down 
stairs,  they  turn  the  duenna  out  of 
doors,  —  the  toothless  old  dragon  ! 
There  is  no  resisting  fate.  The  Prin- 
cess will  slip  out  of  window  by  the 
rope-ladder ;  the  Prince  will  be  off  to 
pursue  his  pleasures,  and  sow  his  wild 
oats  at  the  appointed  season.  How 
many  of  our  English  princes  have 
been  coddled  at  home  by  their  fond 
papas  and  mammas,  walled  up  in  in- 
accessible castles,  with  a  tutor  and  a 
library,  guarded  by  cordons  of  senti- 
nels, sermoners,  old  aunts,  old  women 
from  the  world  without,  and  have 
nevertheless  escaped  from  all  these 
guardians,  and  astonished  the  world 
by  their  extravagance  and  their  frolics. 
What  a  wild  rogue  was  that  Prince 
Harry^  son  of  the  austere  sovereign 
who  robbed  Bichard  the  Second  of 
his  crown,  —  the  youth  who  took 
purses  on  Gadshill,  frequented  East- 
cheap  taverns  with  Colonel  Fal  staff 
and  worse  company,  and  boxed  Chief- 
Justice  Gascoigne's  ears.  What  must 
have  been  the  venerable  Queen  Char- 
lotte's state  of  mind  when  she  heard 
of  the  courses  of  her  beautiful  young 
Prince;  of  his  punting  at  gaming- 
tables; of  his  dealings  with  horse- 
jockeys  ;  of  his  awful  doings  with 
Perdital  Besides  instances  taken 
from  our  Boyal  Family,  conld  we 


74 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


not  draw  examples  from  our  re- 
spected nobility?  There  was  that 
young  Lord  Warwick,  Mr.  Addison's 
step-son.  We  know  that  his  mother 
was  seyere,  and  his  step-father  a  most 
eloquent  moralist,  yet  the  young 
gentleman's  career  was  shocking, 
positively  shocking.  He  boxed  the 
watch ;  ne  fuddled  himself  at  taverns ; 
he  was  no  better  than  a  Mohock. 
The  chronicles  of  that  day  contain 
accounts  of  many  a  mad  prank  which 
he  played,  as  we  have  legends  of  a 
still  earlier  date  of  the  lawless  freaks 
of  the  wild  Prince  and  Poyns.  Our 
people  have  never  looked  very  nn- 
kindly  on  these  frolics.  A  young 
nobleman,  full  of  life  and  spirits, 
generous  of  his  money,  jovial  in  his 
humor,  ready  with  his  sword,  frank, 
handsome,  prodigal,  courageous,  al- 
ways finds  favor.  Young  Scapegrace 
rides  a  steeple-chase  or  beats  a  barge- 
man, and  the  a'owd  applauds  him. 
Sages  and  seniors  shake  their  heads, 
and  look  at  him  not  unkindly ;  even 
stem  old  female  moralists  aredisarmed 
at  the  sight  of  youth,  and  gallantry, 
and  beauty.  I  know  very  well  that 
Charles  Surface  is  a  sad  dog,  and 
Tom  Jones  no  better  than  he  should 
be ;  but,  in  spite  of  such  critics  as  Dr. 
Johnson  and  Colonel  Newcome,  most 
of  us  have  a  sneaking  regard  for  hon- 
est Tom,  and  hope  Sophia  will  be 
happy,  and  Tom  will  end  weU  at 
last. 

Five  -  and  -  twenty  years  ago  the 
young  Earl  of  Kew  came  upon  the 
town,  which  speedily  rang  wjth  th^ 
feats  of  his  Lordship.  He  began  life 
time  enough  to  enjoy  certain  pleas- 
ures from  which  our  young  aristoc- 
racy of  the  present  day  seem,  alas ! 
to  be  cut  off.  So  much  more  peace- 
able and  polished  do  we  grow,  so 
much  does  the  spirit  of  the  age  ap- 
pear to  equalize  all  ranks  ;  so  strong- 
ly has  the  good  sense  of  society,  to 
which,  in  the  end,  gentlemen  of  the 
very  highest  fashion  must  bow,  put 
its  veto  upon  practices  and  amuse- 
ments with  which  our  fathers  were 
familiar.    At  that  time  the  Sunday 


newspapers  contained  man^  and 
many  exciting  reports  of  boxing- 
matches.  Bruising  was  considered  a 
fine,  manly  old  English  custom.  Boys 
at  public  schools  fowdly  perused  his- 
tories of  the  noble  science,  from  the 
redoubtable  days  of  Broiighton  and 
Slack,  to  the  heroic  times  of  Dutch 
Sam  and  the  Game  Chicken.  Young 
gentlemen  went  eagerly  to  Moulsey 
to  see  the  Slasher  punch  the  Pet's 
head,  or  the  Negro  beat  the  Jew's 
nose  to  a  jeUy.  The  island  rang,  as 
yet,  with  the  tooting  horns  and  rat- 
tling teams  of  mail-coaches ;  a  gay 
sight  was  the  road  in  merry  England 
in  those  days,  before  steam-engines 
arose  and  flung  its  .hostelry  and 
chivalry  over.  To  travel  in  coaches, 
to  drive  coaches,  to  know  coachmen 
and  guards,  to  be  familiar  with  inna 
along  the  road,  to  laugh  with  the 
jolly  hostess  in  the  bar,  to  chuck  the 
pretty  chambermaid  under  the  chin, 
were  the  delight  of  men  who  were 
young  not  very  long  ago.  The  Road 
was  an  institution,  the  Ring  was  an 
institution.  Men  rallied  round  them; 
and,  not  without  a  kind  conserva- 
tism, expatiated  npon  the  benefiti 
with  which  they  endowed  the  conn- 
try,  and  the  evils  which  would  oc- 
cur when  they  should  be  no  more ;  — 
decay  of  English  spirit,  decay  of 
manly  pluck,  ruin  of  the  breed  of 
horses,  and  so  forth,  and  so  forth. 
To  give  and  take  a  black  eye  was 
not  unusual  nor  derogator^in  a  gen- 
tleman ;  to  drive  a  stage4^ach  the 
enjoyment,  the  emulation,  of  gene- 
rous youth.  Is  there  any  young  fel- 
low of  the  present  time  who  aspires 
to  take  the  place  of  a  stoker  ?  i  ou 
see  occasionally  in  Hyde  Park  one 
dismal  old  drag  with  a  lonely  driver. 
Where  are  you,  charioteers  ?  Where 
are  you,  O'  rattling  "Quicksilver," 
O  swift  "Defiance"?  You  are 
passed  by  racers  stronger  and  swifter 
than  you.  Your  lamps  are  out, 
and  the  music  of  your  horns  has  died 
away. 

Just  at  the  ending  of  that  'Old 
time.  Lord  Kew's  life  began.     That 
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kindlj  middle-aged  gentleman  whom 
his  conntiy  knows  ;  that  good  land- 
lord, and  friend  of  all  his  tenantry 
round  aboat ;  that  builder  of  church- 
es,  and  indefatigable  visitor  of 
schools  ;  that  writer  of  letters  to  the 
&rmers  of  his  shire,  so  full  of  sense 
and  benevolence ;  who  wins  prizes  at 
agricultural  shows,  and  even  lectures 
at  county  town-institutes  in  his  mod- 
est, pleasant  way,  was  the  wild  young 
Lord  Kew  of  a  quarter  of  a  century 
back ;  who  kept  race  -  horses,  patron- 
ized boxers,  fought  a  duel,  tnrashed 
a  Life  Guardsman,  gambled  furiously 
at  Crockford's,  and  did  who  knows 
what  besides  ? 

His  mother,  a  devout  lady,  nursed 
her  son  and  his  property  carefully  dur- 
ing the  young  gentleman's  minority ; 
keeping,  him  and  his  younger  brother 
away  from  all  mischief,  under  the 
eyes  of  the  most  carefid  pastors  and 
masters.  She  learnt  Latin  with  the 
boys,  she  taught  them  to  play  on  the 
piano ;  she  enraged  old  Lady  Kew,  the 
children's  glnndmother,  who  prophe- 
sied that  her  daughter-in-law  would 
make  milksops  of  her  sons,  to  whom 
the  old  lady  was  never  reconciled  un- 
til after  my  Lord's  ^try  at  Christ- 
church,  where  he  began  to  distinguish 
himself  very  soon  after  his  first  term. 
He  drove  tandems,  kept  hunters, 
gave  dinners,  scandalized  the  Dean, 
screwed  up  the  tutor's  door,  and 
agonized  his  mother  at  home  bv  his 
lawless  proceedings.  He  (]|aitted  the 
University,  after  a  very  bnef  sojourn 
at  that  seat  of  learning.  It  may  be 
the  Oxford  authorities  requested  his 
Lordship  to  retire;  let  bygones  be 
bygones.  His  youthful  son,  the  pres- 
ent Lord  Walham,  is  now  at  Christ- 
church,  reading  with  the  greatest 
assiduity.  Let  us  not  be  too  par- 
ticular in  narrating  his  father's  un- 
edifying  frolics  of  a  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury ago. 

Old  Lady  Kew,  who,  in  conjunction 
with  Mrs.  Newcome,  had  made  the 
majriage  between  Mr.  Brian  New- 
cooie  and  her  daughter,  always  de- 
spised her  Bon-in-law;  and  being  a 


frank,  open  person,  uttering  her  mind 
always,  took  little  pains  to  conceal 
her  opinion  regarding  him  or  any 
other  individual.  "  Sir  Brian  New- 
come,"  she  would  say,  "  is  one  of  the 
most  stupid  and  respectable  of  men  ; 
Anti  is  clever,  but  has  not  a  grain  of 
common  sense.  They  mal^e  a  very 
well  assorted  couple.  Her  flightiness 
would  have  driven  any  man  crazy 
who  had  an  opinion  of  his  own.  She 
would  have  ruined  any  poor  man  of 
her  own  rank ;  as  it  is,  1  have  given 
her  a  husband  exactly  suited  for  her. 
He  pays  the  bills,  does  not  see  how 
absurd  she  is,  keeps  order  in  the  es- 
tablishment, and  checks  her  follies. 
She  wasted  to  marry  her  cousin, 
Tom  Poyntz,  when  they  were  both 
very  young,  and  proposed  to  die  of 
a  broken  heart  when  I  arranged  her 
match  with  Mr.  Newcome.  A  broken 
fiddlestick !  —  she  would  have  ruined 
Tom  PoynfeE  in  a  year,  and  has  no 
more  ideft  of  the  cost  of  a  leg  of 
mutton  than  I  have  of  algebra." 

The  Countess  of  Kew  loved  Brigh- 
ton, and  preferred  living  there  even 
at  the  season  when  Londoners  find 
such  especial  charms  in  their  own 
citv.  "London  after  Easter,"  the 
old  lady  said,  "  was  intolerable. 
Pleasure  becomes  a  business  then,  so 
oppressive  that  all  good  company  is 
destroyed  by  it.  Half  the  men  are 
sick  with  the  feasts  which  they  eat 
dskj  after  day.  The  women  are 
thmking  of  the  half-dozen  parties 
they  have  to  go  to  in  the  course  of 
the  night.  The  young  girls  are 
thinking  of  their  partners  and  their 
toilets.  Intimacy  becomes  impossible, 
and  quiet  enjoyment  of  life.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  crowd  of  hourgwis 
has  not  invaded  Brighton.  The  drive 
is  not  blocked  up  by  fivs  full  of  stock- 
brokers* wives  and  children ;  and  you 
can  take  the  air  in  your  chair  upon 
the  Chain-pier,  without  being  stifled 
by  the  cigars  of  the  odious  shop-boys 
from  London."  So  Lady  Kew's 
name  was  usually  amongst  the  earli- 
est which  the  Brighton  newspapers 
recorded  amongst  the  arrivals. 
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Her  only  nnmarried  daughter,  Lady 
Julia,  Hyed  with  her  Ladyship.  Poor 
Lady  Julia  had  suffered  early  from  a 
spine  disease,  which  had  kept  her  for 
many  years  to  her  conch.  Being 
always  at  home,  and  under  her  moth- 
er's eyes,  she  was  the  old  lady's 
rictim,  her  pincushion,  into  which 
Lady  Kew  plunged  a  hundred  little 
points  of  sarcasm  daily.  As  children 
afe  sometimes  brought  before  magis- 
trates, and  their  poor  little  backs 
and  shoulders  laid  bare,  covered  with 
bruises  and  lashes  which  lumtal  par- 
ents have  inflicted,  so,  I  dare  say,  if 
there  had  been  any  tribunal  or  juoge, 
before  whom  this  poor  patient  lady's 
heart  ooold  have  been  exposed,  it 
would  have  been  found  seamed  all  over 
with  numberless  ancient  wounds,  and 
bleeding  from  yesterday's  castigation. 
Old  Lady  Kew's  tongue  was  a  dread- 
ful thong  which  inade  numbers  of 
people  wince.  She  was  not  altogether 
cruel,  but  she  knew  the  dexterity  with 
which  she  wielded  her  lash,  and  liked 
to  exercise  it.  Poor  Ladv  Julia  was 
always  at  hand,  when  her  mother 
was  minded  to  try  her  powers. 

Lady  Kew  had  just  made  herself 
comfortable  at  Brighton,  when  her 
little  grandson's  fllness  brought  Lady 
Ann  Newcome  and  her  fiimily  down 
to  the  sea.  Lady  Kew  was  almost 
scared  back  to  London  again,  or 
blown  over  the  water  to  Dieppe.  She 
had  never  had  the  measles.  "  Why 
did  not  Ann  carry  the  child  to  some 
other  place?  Julia,  vou  will  on  no 
account  go  and  see  tnat  little  pestif- 
erous swarm  of  Newoomes,  unless 
you  want  to  send  me  out  of  the  world, 
—  which  I  dare' say  you  dq,  for  I 
am  a  dreadful  plague  to  you,  I  know, 
and  my  death  would  be  a  release  to 
you." 

"  You  see  Dr.  H.,  who  visits  the 
child  every  day,"  cries  poor  Pincush- 
ion ;  "  vou  are  not  annid  when  he 
comes.* 

"  Doctor  H.  1  Doctor  H.  comes 
to  cure  me,  or  to  tell  me  the  news,  or 
•to  flatter  me,  or  to  feel  my  pulse  and 
to  pretend  to  pfescribe,  or  to  take  his 


guinea ;  of  course  Dr.  H.  must  go 
to  see  all  sorts  of  people  in  all  sorts 
of  diseases.  You  would  not  have  me 
be  such  a  brute  as  to  order  him  not 
to  attend  my  own  grandson  1  I  for- 
bid you  to  go  to  Ann's  house.  You 
will  send  one  of  the  men  every  day 
to  inquire.  Let  the  groom  go,  —  yes, 
Charles,-— he  will  not  go  into  the 
house.  He  will  ring  the  bell  and 
wait  outside.  He  had  better  ring  the 
bell  at.  the  area,  ^*  I  suppose  there  is 
an  area,  — -  and  speak  to  the  servants 
through  the  bars,  and  bring  us  word 
how  Alfred  is."  Poor  l^ncnshion 
felt  fresh  compunctions ;  she  had  met 
the  children,  and  kissed  the  baby, 
and  held  kind  £thel's  hand  in  heris, 
that  day,  as  she  was  out  in  her  chair. 
There  was  no  use,  however,  to  make 
this  ooafession.  Is  she  the  only  good 
woman  or  man  of  whom  domestic 
tyranny  has  made  a  hypocrite  ? 

Charles,  the  groom,  brings  back 
perfectly  ^vorable  reports  of  Master 
Alfred's  health  that  day,  which  Doc- 
tor H.,  in  the  course  of  his  visit,  con- 
firms. The  child  is  getting  well 
rapidly ;  eating  like  a  little  ogre.  His 
cousin  Lord  Kew  has  been  to  see 
him.  He  is  4iat  kindest  of  men, 
Lord  Kew;  he  brought  the  little 
man  "Tom  and  Jenry"  with  the 
pictures.  The  boy  is  aelighted  with 
tJie  pictures. 

*' Why  has  not  Kew  come  to  see 
mel  When  did  he  cornel  Write 
him  a  note,  and  send  for  him  instant- 
ly, Julia.  Did  you  know  he  was 
here  ?  " 

Julia  says  that  she  had  but  that 
moment  read  in  the  Brighton  papers 
the  arrival  of  the  Earl  of  Kew  and 
the  Honorable  C.  Bdsise  at  the  *'  Al- 
bion." 

**  I  am  sure  they  are  here  for  some 
mischief,"  cries  the  old  lady,  delighted. 
**  Whenever  Kew  and  Charles  Belsize 
are  together,  I  know  there  is  some 
wickedness  planning.  What  do  you 
know.  Doctor?  I  see  by  your  face 
yon  know  something.  Do  tell  it 
me,  that  I  may  write  it  to  his  odiou» 
psiJm-singiHK.mothtr/' 
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Doctor  H/s  feuCQ  does  indeed  wear 
a  knowing  look.  He  simpers  and 
says,  "  I  did  see  Lord  Kew  driving 
this  morning,  first  with  the  Honora- 
ble Mr.  Belsize,  and  afterwards  ''  — 
Here  he  glances  towards  Lady  Julia, 
as  if  to  say,  "  Before  an  unmarried 
lady,  I  do  not  like  to  tell  your  Lady- 
ship with  whom  I  saw  Lord  Kew  driv- 
ing, after  he  had  left  the  Honorable 
Mr.  Belsize,  who  went  to  play  a  match 
with  Captain  Huxtable  at  tennis." 

"  Are  yon  afraid  to  speak  before 
Julia  ? ''  cries  the  elder  lady.  "  Why, 
bless  my  soul,  she  is  forty  years  old, 
and  has  heard  everf  thing  that  can  be 
beard.  Tell  me  about  Kew  this  in- 
stant, I>octor  H." 

The  Doctor  blandly  acknowledges 
that  Lord  Kew  had  been  driving 
Madame  Pozioprofondo,  the  famous 
contralto  of  the  Italian  Opera,  in  his 
phaeton,  for  two  hours,  in  the  face  of 
all  Brighton. 

"  Yes,  Doctor,"  interposes  Lady 
Julia,  blushing ;  **  but  Signor  Pozzo* 
profondo  was  in  the  carriage  too,  — a 
—  a  —  sitting  behind  with  the  groom. 
He  was  inde^,  mamma." 

''  Julia,  V0U8  n^etes  qu*ime  bSte"  says 
£ady  Kew,  shrugging  her  shoulders, 
and  looking  at  her  daughter  from  un- 
der her  bushy  black  eyebrows.  Her 
Ladyship,  a  sister  of  the  late  lamented 
Maiiquis  of  Sterne,  possessed  no  small 
share  of  the  wit  and  intelligence,  and 
a  considerable  resemblance  to  the  fea- 
tares,  of  that  distinguished  nobleman. 

Lady  Kew  bids  her  daughter  take  a 
pen  and  \vrite :  —  "  Motmeur  le  Mcm- 
vait  Sujetf  -—  Gentlemen  who  wish  to 
take  the  sea  air  in  private,  or  to  avoid 
their  relations,  had  best  go  to  other 
places  than  Brighton,  where  their 
names  are  printed  in  the  newspapers. 
If  you  are  not  drowned  in  a  poaszo  —  " 

"  Mamma !  "  interposes  the  secre- 
tary. 

"  —  in  a  pozzo  profondo,  you  will 
please  come  to  dine  with  two  old  wo- 
men at  half  past  seven.  You  may 
bring  Mr.  Befsize,  and  must  tell  us  a 
hundred  stories.  Yours,  &c., 

Kkw." 


« 


(( 
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Julia  wrote  all  the  letter  as  hef 
mother  dictated  it,  save  only  one 
sentence,  and  the  note  was  sealed  and 
despatched  to  my  Lord  Kew,  who 
came  to  dinner  with  Jack  Belsize. 
Jack  Belsize  liked  to  dine  with  Lady 
Kew.  He  said,  "  She  was  an  old 
-dear,  and  the  wickedest  old  woman 
in  all  England";  and  he  liked  to 
dine  with  Lady  Julia,  who  was  "a 
poor  snfiering  dear,  and  the  best  wo> 
man  in  all  England."  Jack  Belsize 
liked  every  one,  and  every  one  liked 
him. 

Two  evenings  afterwards  the  young 
men  repeated  their  visit  to  Lady  Kew, 
and  this  time  Lord  Kew  was  loud  in 
praises  of  his  cousins  of  the  house  of 
Newcome. 

"  Not  of  the  eldest,  Barnes,  surely, 
my  dear  ?  "  cries  Lady  Kew. 

No,  confound  him  I  not  Barnes." 
No,  d— —  it,  not  Barnes.  I  beg 
your  pardon.  Lady  Julia,"  broke  in 
Jack  Belsize.  "  I  can  get  on  with 
most  men;  but  that  littfe  Barney  is 
too  odious  a  little  snob.*' 

"  A  little  what,  Mr.  Belsize  1 " 

"  A  little  snob,  ma'am.  I  have  no 
other  word,  though  he  is  your  grand- 
son. I  never  heard  him  say  a  good 
word  of  any  mortal  soul,  or  do  a  kind 
action." 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Belsize,"  says 
the  lady. 

**  But  the  others  are  capital.  There 
is  that  little  chap  who  hias  just  had 
the  measles,  —  he  's  a  dear  little  brick. 
And  as  for  Miss  Ethel  —  " 

"  Ethel  is  a  trump,  ma'am,"  say& 
Lord  Kew,  slapping  his  hand  on  his 
knee. 

"  E^hel  is  a  brick,  and  Alfred  is  a 
trump,  I  think  you  say,"  remarKS 
Lady  Kew,  nodding  approval ;  "  and 
Barnes  is  a  snob.  Thi^  is  very  satis- 
factory to  know." 

"  We  met  the  children  out  to-day," 
cries  the  enthusiastic  Kew,  "  as  I  was 
driving  Jack  in  the  drag,  and  I  got 
out  and  talked  ^  'em." 

"  Governess  an  uncommonly  nice 
woman, — oldish,  but  —  I  beg  your 
pardon,  Lady  Julia,"  criet  tike  inop-^ 
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portune  Jack  Belsize,  —  **  I  'm  always 
putting  my  foot  in  it." 

"  Patting  your  foot  into  what  ? 
Go  on,  Kew." 

"  Well,  we  met  the  whole  posse  of 
children ;  and  the  little  fellow  wanted 
a  drive,  and  I  said  I  would  drive  him 
and  Ethel  too,  if  she  would  come. 
Upon  my  word  she  is  as  pretty  a  giri 
as  you  can  see  on  a  summer's  day. 
And  the  governess  said  *No,'  of 
coarse.  Governesses  always  do.  But 
I  said  I  was  her  uncle,  and  Jack 
paid  her  such  a  fine  compliment  that 
the  yoang  woman  was -mollified,  and 
the  children  took  their  seats  bisside 
me,  and  Jack  went  behind." 

"Where  Monsieur  Pozzoprofondo 
sits,  bon." 

"  We  drove  on  to  the  Downs,  and 
we  were  nearly  coming  to  grief.  My 
horses  are  young,  and  when  they  get 
on  the  grass  they  are  as  if  they  were 
mad.  It  was  very  wrong ;  I  know  it 
was." 

"D d  rash,"  interposes  Jack. 

'*  He  had  nearly  broken  all  our  necks." 

"  And  my  brother  George  would 
have  been  Lord  Kew,"  continued  the 
young  Earl,  with  a  quiet  smi]||. 
"  What  an  escape  for  him !  The 
horses  ran  away^  —  ever  so  far,  —  and 
I  thought  the  carriage  must  upse^. 
The  poor  little  boy,  who  has  lost  his 
pluck  in  the  fever,  began  to  cry ;  but 
that  young  girl,  though  she  was  as 
white  as  a  sheet,  never  gave  up  for  a 
moment,  and  sat  in  her  place  like  a 
man.  We  met  nothing  luckily ;  and 
I  pulled  the  horses  in  after  a  mile  or 
two,  and  I  drove  *em  into  Brighton  as 
quiet  as  if  I  had  been  driving  a  hearse. 
And  that  little  trump  of  an  Ethel, 
wliat  do  you  think  she  said?  She 
said,  '  I  was  not  frightened,  but  you 
must  not  tell  mamma.'  My  aunt,  it 
appears,  was  in  a  dreadful  commotion, 
—  I  ought  to  have  thought  of  that." 

"Xiady  Ann  is  a  ridiculous  old 
dear.'  I  beg  your  pardon.  Lady 
Kew,"  here  breaks  in  Jack  the  apolo- 
gizer. 

"  There  is  a  brother  of  Sir  Brian 
Newcom«'8  staying  with  them,"  Lord 


Kew  proceeds ;  "  an  East  India  Colo- 
nel, —  a  very  fine-looking  old  boy." 

"  Smokes  awfully,  row  about  it  in 
the  hotel.    Go  on,  Kew ;  beg  your — " 

"  This  gentleman  was  on  the  look- 
out for  us,  it  appears,  for  when  we 
came  in  sight  he  despatched  a  boy 
who  was  with  him,  running  like  a 
lamplighter,  back  to  my  aunt,  to 
say  all  was  well.  And  he  took  little 
Alfred  out  of  the  carriage,  and  then 
helped  out  Ethel,  and  said,  'My 
dear,  you  are  too  pretty  to  scold ;  but 
you  have  given  as  all  a  beUe  ptur,* 
And  then  he  made  me  and  Jack  a  low 
bow,  and  stalked  into  the  lodgings." 

*'  I  think  you  do  deserve  to  be 
whipped,  both  of  you,"  cries  Lady  Kew. 

"We  went  up  and  made  our  peace 
with  my  aunt,  and  were  presented 
in  form  to  the  Colonel  and  his  youth- 
ful cub." 

"As  fine  a  fellow  as  ever  I  saw, 
and  as  fine  a  boy  as  ever  I  saw," 
cries  Jack  Belsize.'  "  The  young 
chap  is  a  great  hand  at  drawing,  — 
upon  my  life  the  best  drawings  I  ever 
saw.  And  he  was  making  a  picture 
for  little  What-d'you-call-'em.  And 
Miss  Newcome  was  looking  over 
them.  And  Lady  Ann  pointed  out 
the  group  to  me,  and  said  how  pretty 
it  was.  She  is  uncommonly  senti- 
mental, you  know,  Lad^'  Ann." 

"  My  daughter  Ann  is  the  greatest 
fool  in  the  three  kingdoms,"  cried 
Lady  Kew,  looking  fiercely  over  her 
spectacles.  And  Julia  was  in- 
structed to  write  that  night  to  her 
sister,  and  desire  that  Ethel  should 
be  sent  to  see  her  grandmother :  — 
Ethel,  who  rebelled  against  her 
grandmother,  and  always  fought  on 
her  Aunt  Julia's  side,  when  the 
weaker  was  oppressed  by  the  older 
and  stronger  lady. 


CHAPTER  XL 

AT  MRS.  BIDLET'S. 

Saiitt  Pedbo  of  Alcantara,  as  I 
have  read  in  a  Life  of  St.  Theresa,  in- 
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formed  that  doYOut  lady  that  he  had 
pissed  forty  years  of  his  life  sleep- 
ing only  an  hoar  and  a  half  each 
di^^ ;  his  cell  was  but  four  feet  and 
a  half  long,  so  that  he  never  lay 
down  ;  his  pillow  was  a  wooden  log 
in  the  stone  wall ;  he  ate  but  once  in 
three  days ;  he  was  for  three  years  in 
a  convent  of  his  order  without  know- 
ing any  one  of  his  brethren  except  by 
the  sound  of  their  voices,  for  he  never 
during  this  period  took  his  eyes  off 
the  ground :  he  always  walked  bare- 
foot, and  was  but  skin  and  bone 
when  he  died.  The  eating  only  once 
in  three  days,  so  he  told  his  sister 
Saint,  was  by  no  means  impossible, 
if  you  began  the  regimen  in  your 
youth.  To  conquer  sleep  was  the 
hardest  of  all  austerities  which  he 
practised :  I  fancy  the  pious  individ- 
ual so  employed,  day  aner  day,  night 
after  night,  on  his  knees,  or  standing 
np  in  devout  meditation  in  the  cup- 
board, —  his  dwelling-place ;  barehead- 
ed and  barefooted,  walking  over  rocks, 
briers,  mud,  sharp  stones  (picking 
out  the  very  worst  places,  let  us  trust, 
with  his  downcast  eyes)^  under  the 
bitter  snow,  or  the  drifting  rain,  or 
the  scorching  sunshine,  —  I  fancy 
Saint  Pedro  of  Alcantara,  and  con-^ 
trast  him  with  such  a  personage  a^ 
the  Incumbent  of  Lady  Whittlosea's 
chapel.  May  Fair. 

His  hermitage  is  situated  in  Wal- 
pole  Street,  let  us  say,  on  the  second 
floor  of  a  quiet  mansion,  let  out  to 
hermits  by  a  nobleman's  butler, 
whose  wife  takes  care  of  the  lodg- 
ings. His  cells  consist  of  a  refectory, 
a  dormitory,  and  an  adjacent  oratory 
where  he  keeps  his  shower-bath 
and  boots,  — the  pretty  boots  trimly 
stretched  on  boot-trees  and  blacked 
to  a  nicety  (not  varnished)  by  the 
boy  who  waits  on  him.  The  bare- 
footed business  may  suit  superstitious 
ages  and  gentlemen  of  Alcantara,  but 
does  not  become  May  Fair  and  the 
nineteenth  century.  If  St.  Pedro 
walked  the  earth  now  with  his  eyes  to 
the  ground,  he  would  know  fashion- 
able divines  by  the  way  in  which  they 


were  shod.  Charles  Honeyman's  ia 
a  sweet  foot,  I  have  no  doubt  as 
delicate  and  plump  and  rosy  as  the 
white  hand,  with  its  two  rings,  which 
he  passes  in  impassioned  moments 
through  his  slender  flaxen  hair. 

A  sweet  odor  pervades  his  sleeping 
apartment, — not  that  peculiar  and 
delicious  fragrance  with  which  the 
Saints  of  the  Homan  Church  are  said 
to  gratify  the  neighborhood  where 
they  repose, — but  oils,  redolent  of  the 
richest  perfumes  of  Macassar,  essen- 
ces (from  Truefitt's  or  Delcroix's) 
into  which  a  thousand  flowers  have  ex- 

Eressed  their  sweetest  breath,  await 
is  meek  head  on  rising ;  and  infuse 
the  pocket-handkerchief  with  which 
he  dries  and  draws  so  many  tears. 
For  he  cries  a'  good  deal  in  his  ser- 
mons, to  which  the  ladies  about  him 
contribute  showers  of  sympathy. 

By  his  bedside  are  slippers  lined 
with  blue  silk  and  wotked  of  an  ec- 
clesiastical pattern,  by  some  of  the 
faithful  who  sit  at  his  feet.  They 
come  to  him  in  anonymous  parcels ; 
they  come  to  him  in  silver  paper; 
boys  in  buttons  (pages  who  minister 
to  female  gra(*e!)  leave  them  at  the 
door  for  the  Rev.  C.  Honeyman,  and 
slip  away  without  a  word.  Purses 
are  sent  to  him,  pen-wipers,  a  port- 
folio with  the  Honeyman  arms ;  yea, 
braces  have  been  known  to  reach  him 
by  the  post(in  his  days  of  popular- 
ity); and  flowers,  and  grapes,  and  jelly 
when  he  was  ill,  and  throat  comfort- 
ers and  lozenges  for  his  dear  bron- 
chitis. In  one  of  his  drawers  is  the 
rich  silk  cassock  presented  to  him 
by  his  congregation  at  Leatherhead 
(when  the  young  curate  quitted  that 
parish  for  London  duty),  and  on  his 
Dreakfast-table  the  silver  teapot,  once 
filled  with  sovereigns  and  presented 
by  the  same  devotees.  Tne  devo- 
teapot  he  has,  but  the  sovereigns, 
where  are  they  1 

What  a  different  lifb  this  is  from 
our  honest  friend  of  Alcantara,  who 
eats  once  in  three  days!  At  one 
time  if  Honeyman  could  have  drunk 
tea  three   timeip  in  an  evening,  he 
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might   have   had  it.    The  glass  oa 
his  chimney-pieoe  is  crowded  with  in- 
vitations, not  merely  cards  of  cei'c- 
mony  f  of  which  there  are  plenty),  but 
dear    little    coutidential    notes  from 
sweet   friends,  of   his   congregation. 
"  O   dear   Mr.    Honeyman, "   writes 
Blanche,  /'  what  a  sermon  that  was  1 
I  cannot  go  to  bed  to  night  without 
thaniiing  you  for  it."     "  j3o,  do,  dear 
Mr.    Honeyinan,"    writes    Beatrice, 
*'  lend    me    that   delightful  sermon. 
And  can  you  come  and  drink  tea 
with  me  and  Selina  and  my  aunt? 
Papa  and  mamma  dine  out,  but  yoa 
hiow  I  am  always  your  faithful  Ches- 
terfield Street."    And  so  on.    He  has 
all  the  domestic    accomplishments ; 
he  plays  on  the  violoncello ;  he  sings 
a  delicious  second,  not  only  in  sacrud 
but  in  secular  music.     He  has  a  thou- 
sand   anecdotes,    laughable    riddles, 
droll  stories  (of  the  utmost  correct- 
ness, you  understand),  with  which  he 
entertains  females  of  all  ages  ;  suiting 
his  conversation  to  stately  matrons, 
deaf  old  dowagers  (who  can  hear  his 
clear  voice   better   than  the  loudest 
roar  of  their  stupid  sons-in-law),  ma- 
ture spinsters,   young  beauties  dan- 
cing through  the  season,  even  rosy 
little  slips  out  of  the  nursery,  who 
cluster  round  his  beloved  feet.     So- 
cieties fight  for  him  to  preach  their 
charity  sermon.     You   read   in  the 
papers  :  "  The  Wapping  Hospital  for 
Wooden-legged  Seamen.     On  Sun- 
day the  23d,  Sermons  will  be  prear^h- 
ed,  in  behalf  of  this  charity,  by  the 
Lord  Bishop   of   Tobaqo   in   the 
morning,  in   the  afternoon    by    the 
Hev.  0.  HoNEYMAN,  A.  M.,  Incum- 
bent of,"  &c.    "  Clergymen's  Grand- 
mothers' Fund.    Sermons  in  aid  of 
this-  admirable   institution    will    be 
preached  on  Sunday,  4th  May,  by  the 
very  Rev.  the  Dean   of  Pimlico, 
ana  the  Rev.  C  Honetman,  A.  M." 
^hen  the  Dean  of  Pimlico  has  his 
illness,  many  people  think  Honeyroan 
will  have  the  Deanery ;  that  he  ought 
to    have  it  a  hundred  female  voices 
vow  and  declare;  though  it  is  said 
that  a  right  reveread  head  at  head- 


quarters shakes  dubiously  when  hia 
name  is  mentioned  lor  preferment. 
His  name  is  spread  wide,  and  not 
only  women,  but  men,  come  to  hear 
him.  Members  of  Parliament,  even 
Cabinet  Ministers,  sit  under  him. 
Lord  Dozeley,  of  course  is  seen  in  a 
front  pew  :  where  was  a  public  meet- 
ing without  Lord  Dozeley  ?  The  men 
come  away  jfrom  his  sermons  and 
say,  "  It 's  very  pleasant,  but  I  don't 
know  what  the  deuce  makes  all  you 
women  crowd  so  to  hear  the  man." 
"  O  Charles !  if  you  would  but  go 
oftener ! "  sighs  Lady  Anna  Maria. 
"  Can't  you  speak  to  the  Home  Sec- 
retary? Can't  you  do  something 
for  him  ?  "  "  We  can  ask  him  to 
dinner  next  Wednesday,  if  you  like," 
says  Charles.  "  They  say  he  's  a 
pleasant  fellow  out  of  the  wood.  Be- 
sides, there  is  no  use  in  doing  any* 
thing  for  him,"  Charles  goes  on. 
'*  He  can't  make  less  than  a  thousand 
a  year  out  of  his  chapel,  and  that  ia 
better  than  anything  any  one  can 
give  him.  —  A  thousand  a  year,  be- 
sides the  rent  of  the  wine-vaults  be- 
low the  chapel." 

"  Don't,  Charles !  "  says  his  wife, 
with  a  solemn  look.  **  Don't  ridicule 
things  in  that  way." 

*'  Confound  itl  there  are  wine- 
vaults  under  the  chapel,"  answers 
downright  Charles.  "  I  saw  the 
name  Sherrick  &  Co. ;  ojQices,  a 
green  door,  and  a  brass-plate.  It 's 
better  to  sit  over  vaults  with  wine  in 
them  than  coffins.  I  wonder  whether 
it 's  the  Sherrick  with  whom  Kcw  • 
and  Jack  Belsize  had  that  ugly 
row?" 

"  What  ugl^  row  ?  —  don't  say 
ugly  row.  It  18  not  a  nice  word  to 
hear  the  children  use.  Go  on,  my 
darlings.  What  was  the  dispute  of 
Lord  Kew  and  Mr.  Belsize,  and  this 
Mr.  Sherrick?" 

"  It  was  all  about  pictures,  and 
about  horses,  and  about  money,  and 
about  one  other  subject  which  enters 
into  every  row  that  I  ever  heard  of." 
"  And  what  is  that,  dear  ?  "  aska 
the  innocent  lady,  hanging  on  her 
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husband's  ann,  and  quite  pleased  to 
have  led  him  to  church  and  brought 
him  thence.  "  And  what  is  it  that 
enters  into  erery  row,  as  you  call  it, 
Charles  1  " 

"  A  womarit  my  lore,'*  answers  the 
^ntleman,  behind  whom  we  hare 
been  in  imagination  walking  out 
from  Charles  Honeyman's  church 
on  a  Sunday  in  June  :  as  the  whole 
pavement  blooms  with  artificial  flow^ 
ers  and  fVesh  bonnets ;  as  there  is  a 
buzz  and  cackle  all  around  regarding 
the  sermon ;  as  carriages  drive  off  ; 
as  lady  -  dowagers  w^k  home;  as 
prayer-books  and  footman's  sticks 
gleam  in  the  sun ;  as  little  boys 
with  baked  mutton  and  potatoes 
pass  from  the  courts  ;  as  chil- 
dren issue  from  the  public -houses 
with  pots  of  beer ;  as  the  Reverend 
Charles  Honejrman,  who  has  been 
drawing  tears  in  the  sermon,  and  has 
seen,  not  without  complacent  throbs^ 
a  Secretary  of  State  in  the  pew  be- 
neath him,  divests  himself  of  his  rich 
silk  cassock  in  the  vestiy,  before  he 
walks  away  to  his  neighboring  her- 
mitage  —  where  have  we  placed 
it?  — in  Walpole  Street  I  wish 
St  Pedro  of  Alcantara  could  have 
some  of  that  shoulder  of  mutton  with 
the  baked  potatoes,  and  a  drink  of 
that  i\-othing  beer.  See,  yonder  trots 
Lord  Dozeley,  who  has  been  asleep 
for  an  hour  with  his  head  against  the 
wood,  like  St.  Pedro  of  Alcantara. 

An  East  India  gentleman  and  his 
son  wait  until  the  whole  chapel  is 
clear,  and  survey  Lady  Whittlesea's 
monument  at  their  leisure,  and  other 
hideous  slabs  erected  in  memory  of 
defunct  frequenters  of  the  chapel. 
Whose  was  that  fece  which  Colonel 
Newcome  thought  he  recognized, — 
that  of  a  stont  man  who  came  down 
from  the  oi^gan-gallery  ?  Could  it  be 
Broff,  the  bass  sin^r,  who  delivered 
"The Red-Cross  Knight"  with  such 
applause  at  the  "  Cave  of  Harmony," 
and  who  has  been  singing  in  this 
place  ?  There  are  some  chapels  in 
London  where,  the  Ainction  over,  one 
almost  expects  to  see  the  sextons  pat 
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brown  hoUands  oveif  the  pews  and 
galleries,  as  they  do  at  the  Theatre 
Koyal,  Covent  Garden.  • 

The  writer  of  these  Teradous  pages 
was  once  walking  through  a  splendid 
English     palace     standlhg     amidst 
parks  and  gardens,  than  which  none 
more  magnificent  has  been  since  the 
days  of  Aladdin,  in  company  with  a 
melancholy  Mend,  who  viewed    all 
things  darkly  thrcmgh  his   gloomy 
eyes.    The  housekeeper,  pattering  on 
Mfore  us  from  chamber  to  chamber, 
was  expatiating  upon    the  magnifi- 
cence of  this  picture ;  the  beauty  of 
that  statue;  tne  marveltous  richness 
of  these  hangings  and  carpets ;  the 
admirable  likeness  of  l^e  liate  Mar- 
quis by  Sir  Thomas;  of  his  &ther 
tne  fifth  Earl,  by  Sir  Joshua,  and  so 
on ;  when,  in  the  very  richest  room  of 
the  whole  castle,  Hicks  •—soc^  was 
my  melancholy  companion's  name  — * 
stopped  the  cicerone  in  her  prattle, 
saymg  in  a  hollow  voice,  "  And  now, 
madam,  will  von  show  ns  the  closet 
where  the  sheleUm  »  f  "    The  scared 
fimctionary  paused  in  the  midst  of 
her  harangue;  that  article  wiu  not 
inseirted  in  the  catalogue  which  she 
daily  utters  to  visitors  for  their  half* 
crown.    Hicks's  question  brought  a 
darkness  down  upon  the  hall  where 
we  were  standing.    We  did  not  seei 
the  n>om,  and  yet  I  have  no  doubt 
there  is  such  a  one  ;  and  ever  i^r, 
when  I  have  thought  of  the  splendid 
castle  towering  in  the  midst  or  shady 
trees,  under  which  the  dappled  deer 
are  browsing  ;  of  the  terraces  gleam- 
ing with  statues,  and  bright  with  a 
hundred  thousand  flowetv ;    of  the 
bridges  and  shining  fountains  and 
rivers  wherein  the  castle    windows 
reflect  their  festive  gleams,  when  the 
halls  are  filled  with  happy  feasters, 
and  over  the  darkling  woods  comes 
the  sound  of  music ;  —always,  I  say, 
when  I  think  of  Castle  Bluebeard,  it 
is  to  think  of  that  dark  little  closet 
which  I  know  is'  there,  and  which  the 
lordly    owner  opens    shuddering,  — 
after  midnight,  —  when  he  is  weep- 
less  and  mtut  go  unlock  it,  when  the 
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palace  is  hushed,  when  beauties  are 
sleeping  around  him  unconscious, 
and  revellers  are  at  rest.  O  Mrs. 
Housekeeper,  all  the  other  keys  hast 
thou ;  but  that  key  thou  hast  not. 

Have  we  ^lot  all  such  closets,  my 
jolly  friend,  as  well  as  the  noble 
Marquis  of  Carabas  ?  At  night,  when 
all  the  house  is  asleep  but  you,  don't 
you  get  up  and  peep  into  yours  ? 
When  you  in  your  turn  are  slumber- 
ing* 'ip  gets  Mrs.  Brown  fix)m  your 
side,  ste^  down  stairs  like  Amina 
to  her  ghoul,  clicks  open  the  secret 
door,  and  looks  into  her  dark  deposi- 
tory. Did  she  tell  you  of  that  little 
affair  with  Smith  long  before  she 
knew  you  ?  Fsha !  who  knows  any 
one  save  himself  alone  ?  Who,  in 
showing  his  hoase  to  the  closest  and 
dearest,  does  n't  keep  back  the  key 
of  a  doset  or  two  ?  I  think  of  a 
lovely  reader  laying  down  the  ])age 
and  looking  over  at  her  unconscious 
husband,  asleep,  perhaps,  after  din- 
der.  Yes,  madam,  a  closet  he  hath ; 
and  you,  who  pry  into  everything, 
shall  never  have  the  key  of  it.  I 
think /)f  some  honest  Othello  paus- 
ing over  this  very  sentence  in  a  rail- 
road carriage,  and  stealthily  gazing 
at  Desdemona  opposite  to  him,  inno- 
cently administering  sandwiches  to 
their  little  boy,  —I  am  trying  to  turn 
off  the  sentence  with  a  joke,  you  see, 
—  I  feel  it  is  growing  too  dreadful, 
too  serious. 

And  to  what,  pray,  do  these  seri- 
ous, these  disagreeable,  these  almost 
personal  observations  tend  1  To  this 
simply,  that  Charles  Honeyman,  the 
beloved  and  popular  preacher,  the 
elegant  divine  to  whom  Miss  Blanche 
writes  sonnets,  and  whom  Miss  Bea- 
trice invites  to  tea ;  who  comes  with 
smiles  on  his  lip,  gentle  sympathy  in 
his  tones,  innocent  gayety  in  his  ac- 
cent; who  melts,  rouses,  terrifies  in 
the  pulpit ;  who  charms  over  the  tea- 
urn  and  the  bland  bread-and-butter : 
Charles  Honeyman  has  one  or  two 
skeleton  closets  in  his  lodgings, 
Walpole  Street,  May  Fair ;  and 
nany  a  wakeful  night,  whilst  Mrs. 


Ridley,  his  landlady,  and  her  tired 
husband,  the  nobleman's  major-domo, 
whilst  the  lodger  on  the  first  floor, 
whilst  the  cook  and  housemaid,  and 
weary  little  boot  -  boy  are  at  rest 
(mind  you,  they  have  all  got  their 
closets,  which  they  open  with  their 
skeleton  keys),  he  wakes  up,  and 
looks  at  the  ghastly  occupant  of  that 
receptacle.  One  of  the  Reverend 
Charles  Honeyman's  grizzly  night- 
haunters  is  —  but  stop  ;  let  us  give  a 
little  account  of  the  lodgings,  and  some 
of  the  people  frequenting  the  same. 

First  floor,  Mr.  Bagshot,  Member 
for  a  Norfolk  boiough.  Stout  jolly 
prentleman ;  dines  at  the  Carlton 
Club ;  greatly  addicted  to  Greenwich 
and  Richmond,  in  the  season;  bets 
in  a  moderate  way ;  does  not  go  into 
society,  except  now  and  again  to  the 
chiefs  of  his  party,  when  they  give 
great  entertainments;  and  once  or 
twice  to  the  houses  of  great  country 
dons  who  dwell  near  him  in  the  coun- 
try. Is  not  of  very  pood  family ; 
was,  in  fact,  an  apothecary;  mar- 
ried a  woman  with  money,  much 
older  than  himself,  who  does  not  like 
London,  and  stops  at  home  at  Hum^ 
mingham,  not  much  to  the  displeas- 
ure of  Bagshot ;  gives  every  now 
and  then  nice  little  quiet  dinners, 
which  Mrs.  Ridley  cooks  admirably, 
to  exceedingly  stupid  jolly  old  Par- 
liamentary fogies,  who  absorb,  with 
much  silence  and  cheerfulness,  a  vast 
quantity  of  wine.  They  have  just 
begun  to  drink  '24  claret  now,  that 
of  '15  being  scarce,  and  almost  drunk 
up.  Writes  daily,  and  hears  every 
morning  from  Mrs.  Bagshot;  does 
not  read  her  letters  always ;  does  not 
rise  till  long  past  eleven  o'clock  of  a 
Sunday,  and  nas  John  Bull  and  Bell's 
Life,  in  bed;  frequents  the  "Blue 
Posts  "  sometimes  ;  rides  a  stout  cob 
out  of  his  county,  and  pays  like  the 
Bank  of  England. 

The  house  is  a  Norfolk  house. 
Mrs.  Ridley  was  housekeeper  to  the 
great  Squire  Bayham,  who  had  the 
estate  before  the  ^Conqueror,  and  who 
came  to  such  a  dreadful  crash  in  tho 
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C1^5,  the  year  of  the  Panic. 
^  iiams  still  belongs  to  the  family, 
but  in  what  a  slate,  as  those  can  say 
who  recollect  it  in  its  palmy  days ! 
Fifteen  hundred  acres  of  the  best 
land  in  England  were  sold  off;  ail 
the  timber  cut  down  as  level  as  a 
billiard -board.  Mr.  Bayham  now 
lives  up  in  one  comer  of  the  house, 
which  used  to  be  filled  with  the  finest 
company  in  Europe.  Law  bless  you ! 
the  Bavhams  have  seen  almost  all 
the  nobility  of  England  come  in  and 
go  out;  and  were  gentlefolks  when 
many  a  fine  lord's  father  of  the  pres- 
ent day  was  sweeping  a  countiug- 
hottse. 

The  house  will  hold  genteelly  no 
more  than  these  two  inmates;  but 
in  the  season  it  manages  to  accom- 
modate Miss  Cann,  who,  too,  was 
from  fiayhams,  haying  been  a  gov- 
erness tnere  to  the  young  lady  who 
is  dead,  and  who  now  makes  such  a 
livelihood  as  she  can  best  raise,  by 
going  out  as  a  daily  teacher.  Miss 
Cann  dines  with  Mrs.  Ridley  in  the 
adjoining  little  back-parlor.  Ridley 
but  seldom  can  be  spared  to  partake  of 
the  family  dinner,  his  duties  in  the 
house  and  about  the  person  of  my 
Lord  Todmorden  keeping  him  con- 
standy  near  that  nobleman.  How 
little  Miss  Cann  can  go  on  and  keep 
alive  on  the  crumb  she  eats  for  her 
breakfast,  and  the  scrap  she  picks  at 
dinner,  du  astonish  Mrs.  Ridtey,  that 
it  du!  She  declares  that  the  two 
canary-birds  encaged  in  her  window 
(whence  is  a  cheerfiil  prospect  of  the 
back  of  Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel) 
eat  more  than  Miss  Cann.  The  two 
birds  set  up  a  tremendous  singing  and 
chorusing  when  Miss  Cann,  spying 
the  occasion  of  the  first-floor  lodger's 
absence,  begins  practising  her  music- 

Sieces.  Such  trills,  roulades,  and 
onrishes  go  on  fi*om  the  birds  and 
the  lodger!  it  is  a  wonder  how  any 
fingers  can  move  over  the  jingling 
ivory  so  quickly  as  Miss  Cann's.  Ex- 
cellent a  woman  as  she  is,  admirably 
virtuous,  iVugal,  brisk,  honest,  and 
cheerftil,  I  would  not  like  to  tive  in 


lodgings  where  there  was  a  lady  so 
addicted  to  playing  variations.     No 
more  does  Honeyman.     On  a  Satur- 
day, when  he  is  composing  his  valuable 
sermons  (the  rogue,  you  may  be  sure, 
leaves  his  work  to  the  last  day,  and 
there  are,  I  am  given  to  undecstand, 
among  the  clergy  many  better  men 
than  Honeyman,  who  are  as  dilatory  as 
he),  he  begs,  he  entreats  with  tears  in 
his  eyes,  that  Miss  Cannes  music  may 
cease.    I  would  back  little  Cdnja.  to 
write  a  sermon^gainst  him,  far  all 
his  reputation  as  a  popular  preacher. 
Old  and  weazened  as  that  piano  is, 
fseble  and  cracked  as  is  her  voice,  it 
is  wonderful  what  a  pleasant  concert 
she  can  give  in  that  parlor  of  a  Satur- 
day evening  to  Mrs.  Ridley,  who  gen- 
erally dozes  a  good  deal,  and  to  a  lad, 
who  Ustens  with  all  his  soul,  with 
tears  sometimes  in  his  great  eyes,  with 
crowding  fancies  filling  his  brain  and 
throbbing  at  his  heart,  as  the  artist 
plies  her  humble    instrument.     She 
plays  old  music  of  Handel  and  Haydn, 
and  the  little  chamber  anon  swells 
into  a  cathedral,  and  he  who  listens 
beholds  altars  lighted,  priests  minis- 
tering, fair  children  swinging  censers, 
great  oriel  windows  gleaming  in  sun- 
set, and  seen  through  arched  columns 
and  avenues  of  twilight  marble.     The 
young  fellow  who  hears  her  has  been 
often  and  often  to  the  opera  and  the  the^ 
atres.  As  she  plays  "  Don  Juan,"  Zer- 
Una  comes  tripping  over  the  meadows, 
and  Masetto  after  her,  with  a  crowd  of 
peasants  and  maidens ;  and  they  sinu^ 
the  sweetest  of  all  music,  and  the 
heart  beats  with  happiness  and  kind- 
ness and  pleasure.     Piano,  pianissi- 
mo !  the  city  is  hushed.     The  towers 
of  the  great  cathedral  rise  in  the  dis- 
tance, its  spires  lighted  by  the  broad 
moon.    The  statues  in  the  moonlit 
place  cast  long  shadows  athwart  the 
pavement;  but  the  fountain  in  the 
midst  is  dressed  out  like  Cinderella 
for  the  night,  and  sings  and  wears  a 
crest  of  diamonds.  That  great  sombre 
street  all  in   shade,   can    it  be  the 
famous  Toledo  1  — or  is  it  the  Corso  ? 
—  or  is  it  the  great  street  in  Madrid, 
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the  one  which  leads  to  the  Escurial 
where  the  Rubens  and  Velasquez  are? 
Ie  is  Fancy  Street,  —  Poetry  Street,  — 
Imagination  Street, —  the  street  where 
lovely  ladies  look  from  balconies, 
where  cavaliers  strike  mandolins  and 
draw  swords  and  engage,  where  long 
processions  pass,  and  venerable  her- 
mits, with  long  beards,  bless  the 
kneeling  people ;  where  the  rude  sol- 
diery, swaggering  through  the  place 
with  ^ags  and  halberts,  and  fife  and 
dance,*  seize  the  slim  waists  of  the 
daughters  of  the  people,  and  bid  the 
pitferari  play  to  their  dancing.  Blow, 
bagpipes,  a  storm  of  harmony !  be- 
come trumpets,  trombones,  ophi- 
cleides,  fiddles,  and  bassoons !  Fire, 
guns  !  Sound,  tocsins  I  Shout,  peo- 
ple !  Louder,  shriller,  and  sweeter 
than  all,  sing  thou,  ravishing  heroine ! 
And  see,  on  his  ciieam-colored  char- 
ger, Massaniello  prances  in,  and  Fra 
Diavolo  leaps  down  the  balcony,  cara- 
bine in  hand ;  and  Sir  Huon  of  Bor- 
deaux sails  up  to  the  quay  with  the 
Sultan's  daughter  of  Babylon.  All 
these  delights  and  sights  and  joys 
and  glories,  these  thrills  of  sympathy, 
movements  of  unknown  longings  and 
visions  of  beauty,  a  young  sickly  lad 
of  eighteen  enjoys  in  a  little  dark  room 
where  there  is  a  bed  disguised  in  the 
shape  of  a  wardrobe,  and  a  little  old 
woman  is  playing  under  a  gas-lamp 
on  the  jingling  keys  of  an  old  piano. 

For  a  long  time  Mr.  Samuel  Ridley, 
butler  and  confidential  valet  to  the 
Right  Honorable  John  James  Baron 
Todmorden,  was  in  a  state  of  the 
greatest  despair  and  gloom  about  his 
only  son,  the  little  John  James,  ^-  a 
sickly  and  almost  deformed  child  "  of 
whom  there  was  no  making  noth- 
ink,"  as  Mr.  Ridley  said.  His  figure 
precluded  him  from  following  his 
father's  profession,  anu  waiting  upon 
the  British  nobility,  who  naturally 
require  lar^e  and  handsome  men  to 
skip  up  behind  their  rolling  carriages, 
and  hand  their  plates  at  dinner. 
When  John  James  was  six  years  old, 
his  father  remarked  with  tears  in  his 
ves,  he  wafl  n't  higher  than  a  plate- 


basket.  The  boys  jeered  at  him  in 
the  streets ;  some  whopped  him,  spite 
of  his  diminutive  size.  At  school  he 
made  but  little  progress.  He  was  al- 
ways sickl  V  and  dirty,  and  timid  and 
crying,  whuaapering  in  the  kitchen 
away  from  his  mother ;  who,  though 
she  loved  him,  took  Mr.  Ridley's  view 
of  his  character,  and  thought  him 
little  better  than  an  idiot,  until  such 
time  as  little  Miss  Cann  took  him.  in 
hand,  when  at  length  there  was  some 
hope  of  him. 

"  Half-witted,  you  great  stupid  big 
man,"  says  Miss  Cann,  who  had  a  fine 
spirit  of  her  own.  "  That  boy  half- 
witted !  He  has  got  more  wit  in  hia 
little  finger  than  you  have  in  all  your 
great  person  1  Ton  are  a  very  good 
man,  Ridley,  very  good-maured,  1  'm 
sure,  and  bear  with  the  teasing  of  a 
waspish  old  woman ;  but  you  are  not 
the  wisest  of  mankind.  Tut,  tut, 
don't  tell  TM.  You  know  you  spell  out 
the  words  when  you  read  the  newspa- 
per still,  and  what  would  your  bills 
look  like  if  I  did  not  write  them  in  mj 
nice  little  hand  ?  I  tell  you  that  boy- 
is  a  genius.  I  tell  you  ihat  one  daj 
the  world  will  hear  of  him.  His  heai*t 
is  made  of  pure  gold.  You  think  that 
all  the  wit  belongs  to  the  big  people. 
Look  at  me,  yon  great  tall  man  I  Am  I 
not  a  hundred  times  cleverer  than  you 
are  ?  Yes,  and  John  James  is  worih. 
a  thousand  such  insignificant  little 
chits  as  I  am ;  and  he  is  as  tall  as  me 
too,  sir.  ^  Do  you  hear  that?  One  day 
I  am  determined  be  shall  dine  at 
Lord  Todmordon's  table,  and  he  shall 
get  the  prize  at  the  Royal  Academy^ 
and  be  famous,  sir,  —  famous ! " 

"  Well,  Miss  C,  I  wish  he  may 
get  it ;  that 's  all  I  say,"  answers 
Mr.  Ridley.  "  The  poor  fellow  does 
no. harm,  that  I  acknowledge  \  but  / 
never  see  the  good  he  was  up  to  yet. 
I  wish  he  M  ^gin  it  \  1  du  wish  he 
would  now."  And  the  honest  gen- 
tleman relapses  into  the  study  of  his 
paper. 

All    those   beautiful    sounds    and    ^ 
thoughts  which  Miss  Cann  conveys 
to  him  out  of  her  charmed  piano,  the. 
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yoniig  artist  straightway  translates 
into  forms ;   and  knights  in  armor, 
with  plume,  and  shield,  and  battle- 
axe;  and  splendid  young  noblemen 
with  flowing  ringlets,  and  bounteous 
plumes  of  feathers,  and  rapiers,  and 
russet  boots ;  and  fierce  banditti  with 
crimson    tights,    doublets   profusely 
illustrated  with  large  brass  butt(»is, 
and  the  dumpy  basket  -  hilted  clay- 
mores   known    to   be    the   favorite 
weapon  with,  which  these  whiskered 
ruffians  do  battle ;  wasp- waisted  peas- 
ant girls,  and  young  countesses  with 
O,  such  large  eyes  and  cherry  lips ! 
—all  these  splendid  forms  of  war 
and  beauty   crowd  to    the    young 
draughtsman's  pencil,  and  cover  let^ 
ter-backs,  copy-books,  without  end. 
If  his  hand  strikes  off  some  face  pe- 
culiarly lovely,  and  to  his  taste,  some 
fair  vision  that  baa    shone  on  his 
imagination,  some  houri  of  a  dancer, 
some  bright  young  lady  of  fashion  in 
an  ppera-box,  wlH>m  he  has  seen,  or 
fancied  he  has  seen  (for  the  youth  is 
shortsighted,  though  he  hardly  as 
vet  knows  his  misfortune), — if  he 
has  made  some  effort  extraordinarily 
successful,    our    yonng    Pygmalion 
hides  away  the  masterpiece,  and  he 
paints  the  beauty  with  all  his  skill ; 
the  lips  a  bright  carmine,  the  eyes  a 
deep,  deep  cobalt,  the  cheeks  a  daz- 
zling   vermilion,  the    ringlets  of  a 
golden  hue;   and  he  worships  this 
sweet  creature  of  his  in  secret,  &n- 
cies  a  history  fur  her;  a  castle  to 
storm,  a  tyrant  usurper  who  keeps 
her  imprisoned,  and  a  prince  in  black 
ringlets  and  a  spangled  cloak,  who 
scales  the  tower,  who  slays  the  tyrant, 
and  then    kneels  gracefully  at  the 
princess's  feet,  and  says,  "  Lady,  wilt 
thou  be  mine  ?  " 

There  is  a  kind  lady  in  the  neigh- 
borhood, who  takes  in  dressm^ng 
for  the  neighboring  maid-servants, 
and  has  a  sni^all  establishment  of 
lollipops,  dieatrical  characters,  and 
^  /?inger-beer  for  the  boys  in  Little 
Craggs'  Buildings,  hard  by  the 
"  Running  Footman  "  public-house, 
where  fajSier  and  other  gentlemen's 


gentlemen  have  their  club ;  this  good 
soul  also  sells  Sunday  newspapers  to 
the  footmen  of  the  neighboring  gen- 
try ;  and  besides  has  a  stock  of  novels 
for  the  ladies  of  the  upper  servants' 
table.    Next   to    Miss    Cann,    Miss 
Flinders  is  John    James's   greatest 
friend  and  benefactor.    She  has  re- 
marked him  when  he  was  quite  a  lit- 
tle man,  and  used  to  bring  his  father's 
beer  of  a  Sunday.     Out  of  her  novels 
he  has  taught  himself  to  read,  dull 
boy  at  the  day-school  though  he  was, 
and  always  the  last  in  his  class  there. 
Hours,   happy   hours,   has  he  spent 
cowering  benind  her  counter,  or  hug- 
ging her  books  under  his  pinafore 
when  he  had  leave  to  carry  them  home. 
The  whole  library  has  passed  through 
his  hands,  his  long,* lean,  tremulous 
hands,   and  under    his  eager   eyes. 
He  has  made  illustrations  to  every 
one  of  those  books,  and  been  fright- 
ened at  his  own  pictures  of  **  Manfro- 
ni,  or  the  One-handed  Monk,"  **  Ab- 
eliino,  the  Terrific  Bravo  of  Venice," 
and  ''  Rinaldo  Rinaldini,  Captain  of 
Robbers."      How    he    has    blistered 
"  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw "  with    his 
tear^,  and  drawn  him  in  his  Polish  cap, 
and   tights,  and   Hessians !      "  Wil- 
liam Wallace,  the  Hero  of  Scotland," 
how    nobly   he   has    depicted    him! 
With  what  whiskers   and  bushy  os- 
trich plumes  I  —  in  a  tight  kilt,  and 
with  what  magnificent  calves  to  his 
legs,  laying  about  him  with  his  bat- 
tle-axe, and  bestriding  the  bodies  of 
King  Edward's  prostrate  cavaliers  I 
At  this  time  Mr.  lioneyman  comes  to 
lodge  in  Walpole  Street,  and  brings  a 
set  of  Scott's  novels,  for  which  he 
subscribed    when    at    Oxford;    and 
young  John  James,  who  at  first  waits 
upon  him  and  does  litde  odd  jobs  fbr 
the  reverend  gentleman,  lights  upon 
the  volumes,  and  reads  them  with 
such  a  delight  and  passion  of  pleasure 
as  all  the  delights  of  future  days  will 
scarce  equal.    A  fool,  is  hel  —  an 
idle  feller,  out  of  whom  no  good  will 
ever  come,  as  his  father  says.     There 
was  a  time  when,  in  despair  of  any 
better  chance  for  him,  his  parenta  . 
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thought  of  apprenticing  him  to  a 
tailor,  and  John  James  was  waked 
up  from  a  dream  of  Kebecca  and  in- 
formed of  the  cruelty  meditated 
against  him.  I  forbear  to  describe 
the  tears  and  terror,  and  frantic  des- 
peration in  which  the  poor  boy  was 
plunged.  Little  Miss  Cann  rescued 
nim  from  that  awful  board,  and 
Uoneyman  likewise  interceded  for 
him,  and  Mr.  Bagshot  promised  that, 
as  soon  as  his  party  came  in,  he 
would  ask  the  Minister  for  a  tide- 
waitership  for  him ;  for  everybody 
liked  the  solemn,  soft-hearted,  willing 
little  lad,  and  no  one  knew  him  less 
than  his>  pompous  and  stupid  and  re- 
spectable father. 

Miss  Cann  painted  flowers  and 
card  -  screens  d^antly,  and  "  fin- 
ished" pencil-drawings  most  elabor- 
ately for  her  pupils.  She  could  copy 
prints,  so  that  at  a  little  distance  you 
would  scarcely  know  that  the  copy  in 
stumped  chalK  was  not  a  bad  mezzo- 
tinto  engraving.  She  even  had  a 
little  old  paint-box,  and  showed  ydu 
one  or  two  ivory  miniatures  out  of  the 
drawer.  She  gave  John  James  what 
little  knowledge  of  drawing  she  had, 
and  handed  him  over  her  invaluable 
recipes  for  mixing  water-colors, — "  for 
trees  in  foregrounds,  burnt  sienna  and 
indigo," — •*  for  very  dark  foliage,  ivory 
black  and  gamboge,"  —  *  for  flesh- 
color,"  &c.,  &c.  John  James  went 
through  her  poor  little  course,  but  not 
so  brilliantly  as  she  expected.  She 
was  forced  to  own  that  several  of  her 
pupils'  "  pieces  "  were  executed  much 
more  dexterously  than  Johnny  Rid-^ 
ley's.  Honeyman  looked  at  the  boy's 
drawings  from  time  to  time  and  said, 
"  Hm,  na !  —  very  clever,  —  a  great 
deal  of  fancy,  really."  But  Honey- 
man  knew  no  more  of  the  subject 
than  a  deaf  and  dumb  man  knows  of 
music  He  could  talk  the  Art-cant 
very  glibly,  and  had  a  set  of  Mor- 
ghens  ana  Madonnas  as  became  a 
clergyman  and  a  man  of  taste;  but 
he  saw  not  with  eyes  such  as  those 
'herewith  Heaven  had  endowed  the 
tnble  little  butler's  boy,  to  whom 


splendors  of  Nature  were  revealed  ttt 
vulgar  sights  invisible,  and  beauties 
manifest  in  forms,  colors,  shadows 
of  common  objects,  where  most  of  the 
world  saw  only  what  was  dull,  and 
gross,  and  familiar.  One  reads  in 
the  magic  story-books  of  a  charm  or 
a  flower  which  the  wizard  gives,  and 
which  enables  the  bearer  to  see  the 
fairies.  O  enchanting  boon  of  Nature, 
which  reveals  to  the  possessor  the 
hidden  spirits  of  beauty  round  about 
him !  spirits  which  the  strongest  and 
most  gifted  masters  compel  into  paint- 
ing or  song.  To  others  it  is  granted 
but  to  have  fleeting  glimpses  of 
that  fair  Art-world ;  and  tempted  bv 
ambition,  or  barred  by  faint-hearted- 
ness,  or  driven  by  necessity,  to  turn 
away  thence  to  tne  vulgar  life-track, 
and  the  light  of  common  day. 

The  reader  who  has  passed  through 
Walpole  Street  scores  of  times  knows 
the  discomfortable  architecture  of  all, 
save  the  great  houses  built  in  Queen 
Anne's  and  George  the  First's  time ; 
and  while  some  of  the  neighboring 
streets,  to  wit.  Great  Craggs  Street, 
Bolingbroke  Street,  and  others,  con- 
tain mansions  fairl;^  coped  with 
stone,  with  little  obelisks  oefore  the 
doors,  and  great  extinguishers  where- 
in the  torches  of  the  nobility's  run- 
ning footmen  were  put  out  a  nundred 
and  thirty  or  forty  years  ago ;  houses 
which  still  remain  abodes  of  the  qual- 
ity, and  where  you  shall  see  a  hundred 
carriages  gather  of  a  public  night ;  — 
Walpole  Street  has  quite  faded  away 
into  lodgings,  private  hotels,  doctors' 
houses,  and  the  like ;  nor  is  No.  23 
(Ridley's)  by  any  means  the  best 
house  m  the  street.  The  parlor,  fur- 
nished and  tenanted  by  Miss  Cann  as 
has  been  described;   the  first  floor, 

Bagshot,  Esq.,  M.P. ;  the  second 

floor,  Honeyman ;  what  remains  but 
the  garrets,  and  the  ample  staircase 
and  the  kitchens  ?  and,  the  family  be- 
ing all  put  to  bed,  how  can  you  im- 
agine there  is  room  for  any  more  in- 
habitants ? 

And  yet  there  is  one  lodger  more, 
and  one  who,  like  almost  all  the  other 
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personages  mentioned  up  to  the  pres- 
ent time   (and   some  of  whom  you 
have  no  idea  yet),  will  play  a  definite 
part  in  the  ensuing  history.    At  night, 
when  Honeyman  comes  in,  he  finds 
on  the  hall  table  three  wax  bedroom 
candles,  —  his    own,  Ba^hot's;  and 
another.    As  for  Miss  Cann,  she  is 
locked  into  the  parlor  in  bed  long 
ago,  her  stout  little  walking  -  shoes 
being  on  the  mat  at  the  door.     At  12 
o'clock  at  noon,  sometimes  at  I,  nay 
at  2  and  3,  —  long   after   Bagshot 
is  gone  to  his  committees,  and  little 
Cann  to  her  pupils,  —  a  voice  issues 
from  the  very  topmost  floor,  from  a 
room  where  there  is  no  bell ;  a  voice 
of  thunder  calling  out, "  Slavey  \  Julia ! 
Julia,  my  love !  Mrs.  Ridley ! "  And, 
this  summons  not  being  obeyed^  it 
will  not  nnfrequently  happen  that  a 

C' :  of  trousers  enclosing  a  pair  of 
ts  with  iron  heels,  and  known  by 
the  name  of  the  celebrated  Prussian 
General  who  came  up  to  help  the 
other  christener  of  boots  at  Waterloo, 
will  be  flung  down  from  the  topmost 
story,  even  to  the  marble  floor  of  the 
resounding  hall.  Then  the  boy 
Thomas,  otherwise  called  Slavey, 
may  say,  "There  he  goes  again"; 
or  Mrs.  Ridley's  own  bsusk-parlor  bell 
rings  vehemently,  and  Julia  the  cook 
will  exclaim,  "  Lor*,  it 's  Mr.  Fred- 
erick." 

If  the  breeches  and  boots  are  not 
understood,  the  owner  himself  appears 
in  great  wrath  dancing  on  the  upper 
story;  dancing  down  to  the  lower 
floor ;  and  loosely  enveloped  in  a 
ragged  and  flowing  robe  de  chambre. 
In  this  costume  and  condition  he  will 
dance  into  Honeyman's  apartment, 
where  that  meek  divine  may  be  sitting 
with  a  headache,  or  over  a  novel  or  a 
newspaper ;  dance  up  to  the  fire  flap- 
ping his  robe-tails,  poke  it,  and  warm 
himself  there ;  dance  up  to  the  cup- 
board where  his  reverence  keeps  his 
sheny,  and  help  himself  to  a  gUss. 

"  oalvBy  apes  fideiy  lumen  ecdesice," 
he  will  say;  "here's  towards  you, 
my  buck.  I  knows  the  tap.  Sher- 
rick's  Marsala  bottled  three  mondis 


after  date,  at  two  hundred  and  forty- 
six  shillings  the  dozen." 

"  Indeed,  indeed  it 's  not "  (and 
now  we  are  coming  to  an  idea  of  the 
skeleton  in  poor  Honevman's  closet, — 
not  that  this  huge  handsome  jolly  Fred 
Bayham  is  the  skeleton,  far  from  it. 
Mr.  Frederick  weighs  fourteen  stone). 
"  Indeed,  indeed  it  is  n't,  Fred,  I  'm 
sure,"  sighs  the  other.  "  You  exag- 
gerate, indeed  you  do.  The  wine  is 
not  dear,  not  by  any  means  so  expen- 
sive as  yon  sav." 

"  How  much  a  glass,  think  you  ?  " 
says  Fred,  filling  another  bumper.  "  A 
half-crown,  think  ye  ?  —  a  half<;rown, 
Honeyman  ?  By  cock  and  pye,  it  is 
not  worth  a  bender."  He  says  this  in 
the  manner  'of  the  most  celebrated 
tragedian  of  the  day.  He  can  imitate 
any  actor,  tragic  or  comic ;  any  known 
Parliamentary  orator  or  clergyman, 
any  saw,  cock,  cloop  of  a  cork 
wrenched  from  a  bottle  and  guggling 
of  wine  into  the  decanter  afterwards, 
bee-buzzing,  little  boy  up  a  chimney, 
&c.  He  imitates  people  being  ill  on 
board  a  steam-packet  so  well  that  he 
makes  vou  die  of  laughing :  his  uncle 
the  Bishop  could  not  resist  this  comic 
exhibition,  and  gave  Fred  a  check  for 
a  comfortable  sum  of  money;  and 
Fred,  gettingcash  for  the  check  at  the 
"Cave  of  Harmony,"  imitated  his 
uncle  the  Bishop  and  his  Chaplain, 
winding  up  with  his  Lordship  and 
Chaplam  being  unwell  at  sea, — the 
Chaplain  and  Bishop  quite  natural 
and  distinct. 

"How  much  does  a  glass  of  this 
sack  cost  thee,  Charley?"  resumes 
Fred,  after  this  parenthesis.  "  You 
say  it  is  not  dear.  Charles  Honey- 
man, you  had,  even  from  your  youth 
up,.a  villanous  habit.  And  I  perfectly 
well  remember,  sir,  in  boyhood  s 
breezy  hour,  when  I  was  the  delight 
of  his  school,  that  you  used  to  tell  lies 
to  your  venerable  father..  You  did, 
Charles.  Excuse  the  frankness  of  an 
early  friend,  it  's  my  belief  you'd 
rather  lie  than  not."  Hm,  —  he  looks 
at  the  cards  in  the  chimney-glass :  — 
"Invitations  to  dinner,  profler^ 
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muffins.  Do  lend  me  yoar  sermon. 
O  you  old  impostor!  you  hoary  old 
Ananias  1  I  say,  Charley,  why  have  n't 
you  picked  out  some  nice  girl  for  yours 
truly  ?  One  with  lands  and  beeves, 
with  rents  and  consols,  mark  yon  ?  I 
have  no  money,  't  is  true,  but  then  I 
dtin't  owe  as  much  as  you.  I  am  a 
handsomer  man  than  ^on  are.  Look 
at  this  chest  (he  slaps  it),  these  limbs ; 
they  are  manly,  sir,  manly." 

"For  Heaven's  sake,  Bayham,'' 
cries  Mr.  Honeyman,  white  with 
terror ;  "  if  anybody  were  to  come — " 

"  What  did  I  say  anon,  sir  ?  that  I 
was  manly,  ay,  manly.  Let  any 
ruffian,  save  a  bailiff,  come  and  meet 
the  doughty  arm  of  Frederick  Bay- 
ham." 

**  O  Lord,  Lord,  here  's  somebody 
coming  into  the  room ! ''  cries  Cluurles, 
sinking  back  on  the  sofa,  as  the  door 
opens. 

"  Ha !  dost  thou  come  with  murder- 
ous intent  ?  "  and  he  now  advances  in 
an  approved  offensive  attitude.  **  Cai- 
tiff', come  on,  come  on ! "  and  he  walks 
off  with  a  tragic  lan^h,  crying,  "  Ha, 
ha,  ha,  't  is  but  the  slavey !  " 

The  slavey  has  Mr.  Frederick's  hot 
water,  and  a  bottle  of  soda-water  on 
the  same  tray.  He  has  been  instruct- 
ed to  bring  soda  whenever  he  hears 
the  word  slavey  pronounced  from 
above.  The  bottle  explodes,  and 
Frederick  drinks,  and  hisses  after  his 
drink  as  though  he  had  been  all  hot 
within. 

"  What 's  o'clock  now,  slavey,  — 
half  past  three  ?  Let  me  see,  I  break- 
fasted exactly  ten  hours  ago,  in  the 
rosy  morning,  off  a  modest  cup  of 
coffee  in  Covent  Garden  Market. 
Coffee,  a  penny ;  bread,  a  simple  half- 
penny. What  has  Mrs.  Bidley  for 
dinner  ?  " 

"  Please,  sir,  «)ast-pork." 

"  Get  me  some.  Bring  it  into  my 
room,  unless,  Honeyman,  you  insist 
upon  my  having  it  here,  kind  fel- 
low ! " 

At  the  moment  a  smart  knock 
comes  to  the  door,  and  Fred  says, 
'*  Well,  Chfurks,  it  may  be  a  fri^ 


or  a  lady  come  to  confess,  and  I  *m 
off;  I  knew  you  'd  be  sorry  I  was 
going.  Tom,  bring  up  my  things, 
brush  'em  gently,  you  scoundrel,  and 
don't  take  the  nap  off.  Bring  up  the 
roast-pork,  and  plenty  of  apple-sauce, 
tell  Mrs.  Ridley,  with  my  love ;  and 
one  of  Mr.  Honeyman's  shirts,  and 
one  of  his  razors.  Adieu,  Charles ! 
Amend !  Remember  me."  And  he 
vanishes  into  the  upper  chambers. 


CHAPTER  XIL 

IN  WHICH  BVEBYBODT  IS  ASKED  TO 
DINKEB. 

John  Jambs  had  opened  the  door, 
hastening  to  welcome  a  friend  and 
patron,  the  sight  of  whom  always 
gladdened  the  youth's  eyes ;  no  oth€ar 
than  Clive  Newcome,  —  in  young* 
Ridley's  opinion  the  most  splendid, 
fortunate,  beautiful,  ingh-born,  and 
gifted  youth  this  island  contained. 
Wliat  generous  boy  in  his  time  has 
not  worshipped  somebody  9  Before 
the  female  enslaver  msikes  her  a|>- 
pearance,  every  lad  has  a  friend  of 
friends,  a  erony  of  cronies,  to  whom 
he  writes  immense  letters  in  vacation, 
whom  he  cherishes  in  his  heart  of 
hearts;  whose  sister  he  proposes  to 
marry  in  after  life;  whose  purse  he 
shares ;  for  whom  he  will  take  a 
thrashing  if  need  be :  who  is  his  hero. 
CUve  was  John  James's  youthful 
divinity:  when  he  wanted  to  draw 
Thaddeus  of  Warsaw,  a  Prince,  Ivan- 
hoe,  or  some  one  splendid  and  egre- 
gious, it  was  Clive  he  took  for  a  model. 
His  heart  leapt  when  he  saw  tiio 
young  fellow.  He  would  walk  cheer- 
fully to  Greyfnars,  with  a  letter  or 
message  for  Clive,  on  the  chance  of 
seeing  him,  and  getting  a  kind  wonl 
from  him,  or  a  shake  of  the  hand. 
An  ex-butler  of  Lord  Todmorden 
was  a  pensioner  in  the  Greyfriars 
Hospital  (it  has  been  said*  that  at 
that  ancient  establishment  is  a  college 
for  old  men  as  well  as  for  boys),  and 
this  old  man'  would  oome  sometimes 
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to  his  snccessor's  Sunday  dinner,  and 
4^Taiuble  from  the  hour  of  that  meal 
until  nine  o'clock^  when  he  was  forced 
to  depart,  so  as  to  be  within  Grey- 
friars'  gates  before  ten ;  grumble 
about  Ms  dinner,  —  grumble  about 
his  beer,  —  grumble  about  the  number 
of  chapels  he  had  to  attend,  about  the 
gown  he  wore,  about  the  Master's 
treatment  of  him,  a1x)nt  the  want  of 
plums  in  the  pudding,  as  old  men  and 
school-boys  grumble.  It  was  wonder- 
ful what  a  liking  John  James  took  to 
this  odious,  querulous,  graceless, 
stupid,  and  snuny  old  man,  and  how 
he  would' find  pretexts  for  yisiting 
him  at  his  lodging  in  the  old  hospital. 
He  actually  took  that  journey  that 
he  might  have  a  chance  of  seeing 
Olive.  He  sent  Cllye  notes  and 
packets  of  drawings ;  thanked  him 
for  books  lent,  asked  advice  about 
future  reading,  —  anything,  so  that 
he  might  have  a  sight  of  hi^  pride, 
his  patron,  his  paragon. 

I  am  afraid  Clive  Newcome  em- 
ployed him  to  smuggle  rum-shrub 
and  cigars  into  the  premises ;  giving 
him  appointments  in  the  school  pre- 
cincts, where  young  Clive  would 
come  and  stealthily  receive  the  for- 
bidden goods.  The  poor  lad  was 
known  by  the  boys,  and  called  New- 
come's  Punch.  He  was  all  but  hunch- 
backed ;  long  and  lean  in  the  arm ; 
sallow,  with  a  great  forehead,  and 
waving  black  hair,  imd  latge  melan- 
choly eyes. 

"  What,  is  it  you,  J.  J.  ? "  cries 
Clive,  gayly,  when  his  humble  friend 
appears  at  the  door.  "Eather,  this 
is  my  friend  Ridley.  This  is  the  fel- 
low what  can  draw." 

"  I  know  whom  I  will  back  against 
any  young  man  of  his  size  at  that/* 
says  the  Colonel,  looking  at  Clive 
fondly.  He  considered  there  was  not 
such  a  genius  in  the  world ;  and  had 
already  thought  of  having  some  of 
Clive's  drawings  published  by  M'Lean 
of  the  Haymarket. 

"  This  is  my  father,  just  come  from 
India,  —  and  Mr.  Pendennis,  an  old 
Greyfriars'  man.      Is  my  uncle  at 


home?"  Both  these  gentlemen  be- 
stow rather  patronizing  nods  of  the 
head  on  the  lad  introduced  to  them 
as  J.  J.  His  exterior  is  but  mean- 
looking.  Colonel  Newcome,  one  of 
the  humblest-minded  men  alive,  has 
yet  his  old-fashioned  military  notions ; 
and  speaks  to  a  butler's  son  as  to  a 
private  soldier,  kindly,  but  not  famil- 
iarly. 

"  Mr.  Honeyman  is  at  home,  gen- 
tlemen," the  young  lad  says  humbly. 
"  Shall  I  show  you  up  to  his  room  ?  " 
And  we  walk  up  the  stairs  after  our 
guide.  We  find  Mr.  Honeyman  deep 
in  study  on  the  sofa,  with  "  Pearson 
on  the  Creed "  before  him.  The 
novel  has  been  whipped  under  the 
pillow.  Clive  found  it  there  some 
short  time  afterwards,  during  his 
uncle's  temporary  absence  in  his 
dressing-room.  H!e  has  agreed  to  sus- 
pend his  theological  studies,  and  go 
out  with  his  brother-in-law  to  dine. 

As  Clive  and  his  friends  were  at 
Honeyman's  door,  and  just  as  we 
were  entering  to  see  the  divine  seated 
in  state  before  his  folio,  Clive  whis- 
pers, "J.  J.,  come  along,  old  fellow, 
and  show  us  some  drawings.  What 
are  you  doing  ?  " 

"  I  was  doing  some  Arabian 
Nights,"  says  J.  J.,  "  up  in  my  room ; 
and,  hearing  a  knock  which  I  thought 
was  yours,  I  came  down." 

"  Show  us  the  pictures.  Let 's  go 
up  into  your  room,"  cries  Clive. 

"  What  —  will  you?  "  says  the  oth- 
er.    ''It  is  but  a  very  small  place." 

"Never  mind,  come  along,"  says 
Clive;  and  the  two  lads  disappear 
together,  leaving  the  three  grown  gen- 
tlemen to  discourse  together,  or  rath- 
er two  of  us  to  listen  to  Honeyman, 
who  expatiates  upon  the  beauty  of 
the  weather,  the  difficulties  of  the 
clerical  calling,  the  honor  Colonel 
Newcome  does  him  by  a  visit,  &c., 
with  his  usual  eloquence. 

After  a  while  Clive  comes  down 
without  J.  J.,  from  the  upper  regions. 
He  is  greatly  excited.  "  O  sir,"  he 
says  to  his  father,  "you  talk  about  my 
drawings, —  you  should  see  J.  J.'s  I 
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By  Jove,  that  fellow  is  a  genius. 
They  are  beautiful,  sir.  You  seem 
actually  to  read  the '  Arabian  Nights/ 
you  know,  only  in  pictures.  There 
is  Scheherazade  telling  the  stories, 
and  —  what  do  you  call  her?  —  Di- 
narzade  and  the  Sultan  sitting  in  bed 
and  listening.  Such  a  grim  old  cove ! 
You  see  he  has  cut  ofif  ever  so  many 
of  his  wives'  heads.  I  can't  think 
where  that  chap  gets  his  ideas  from. 
I  can  beat  him  in  drawing  horses,  I 
know,  and  dogs ;  but  I  can  only  draw 
what  I  see.  Somehow  he  seems  to 
see  things  we  don't,  don't  you  know  ? 
O  fiither,  I  'm  determined  I  'd  rather 
be  a  painter  than  an3rthing."  And 
he  falls  to  drawing  horses  and  dogs 
at  his  uncle's  table,  round  which  the 
elders  arc  seated. 

"  I  've  settled  it  up  stairs  with  J.  J.," 
says  Clive,  working  away  with  his 
pen.  *'We  shall  take  a  studio  to- 
gether; perhaps  we  will  go  abroad 
together.  Won't  that  be  fun,  fa- 
ther ?  " 

"My  dear  Clive,"  remarks  Mr. 
Honeyman,  with  bland  dignity,"  there 
are  degrees  in  society  which  we  must 
respect.  You  surely  cannot  think  of 
being  a  professional  artist.  Such  a 
profession  is  very  well  for  your  young 
proteg^ ;  but  for  you  —  " 

"  What  for  me  ?  "  cries  Clive.  "  We 
are  no  such  great  folks  that  I  know 
of;  and  if  we  were,  I  say  a  painter  is 
as  good  as  a  lawyer,  or  a  doctor,  or 
even  a  soldier.  In  Dr.  Johnson's  Life 
—  which  my  £Either  is  alwavs  reading 
— I  like  to  read  about  ^ir  Joshua 
Reynolds  best ;  I  think  he  is  the  best 
gentleman  of  all  in  the  book.  My  ! 
would  n*t  I  like  to  paint  a  picture  like 
Lord  Heathfield  in  the  National  Gal- 
lery !  WoiddnU  I  just !  I  think  I 
would  sooner  have  done  that  than 
have  fought  at  Gibraltar.  And  those 
Three  Graces,  —  O,  are  n't  they  grace- 
ful !  And  that  Cardinal  Beaufort  at 
Dulwich !  —  it  lightens  me  so,  I 
daren't  look  at  it.  Wasn't  'Rey- 
nolds a  clipper  ?  that 's  all !  and  was 
n't  Rubens  a  brick  ?  He  was  an  am- 
bassador and  Knight  of  the  Bath ;  so 


was  Yandvck.  And  Titian,  and  Ra- 
phael, and  Velasquez  ?  —  I  '11  just 
trouble  you  to  show  me  better  gen- 
tlemen than  them.  Uncle  Charles." 

"  Ear  be  it  from  me  to  say  that  the 
pictorial  calling  is  not  honorable," 
says  Uncle  Charles ;  "  but  as  the  world 
goes  there  are  other  professions  in 
greater  repute;  and  I  should  have 
thought  Colonel  Newcome's  son  —  " 

"He  shall  follow  his  own  bent," 
said  the  Colonel;  "as  long  as  his 
calling  is  honest,  it  becomes  a  gentle- 
man ;  and  if  he  were  to  take  a  fancy 
to  play  on  the  fiddle  —  actuallv  on 
the  fiddle  —  I  should  n't  object. 

"  Such  a  mm  chap  there  was  up 
stairs  ! "  Clive  resumes,  looking  np 
from  his  scribbling.  "  He  was  walk- 
ing up  and  down  on  the  landing  in 
a  dressing-gown,  with  scarcely  any 
other  clothes  on,  holding  a  plate  in 
one  hand,  and  a  pork-chop  he  was 
munclyng  with  the  other.  Like  this  " 
(and  Clive  draws  a  figure).  "  What 
do  you  think,  sir?  He  was  in  the 
*  Cave  of  Harmony,'  he  says,  that 
night  you  fiared  up  about  Captain 
Costigan.  He  knew  me  at  once ;  and 
he  says,  *  Sir,  your  father  acted  like 
a  gentleman,  a  Christian,  and  a  man 
of  honor.  Maxima  debetur  puero 
reverefitia.  Give  him  my  compli- 
ments. I  don't  know  his  highly  re- 
spectable name.'  His  highly  respect- 
aole  name,"  says.  Clive,  cracking 
with  laughter,  —  ^  those  were  his 
very  words.  'And  inform  him  that 
I  am  an  orphan  myself,  —  in  needy 
circumstances,'  —  he  said  he  was  in 
needy  circumstances ; '  and  I  heartily 
wish  he  'd  adopt  me.'  " 

The  lad  puffed  out  his  face,  made 
his  voice  as  loud  and  as  deep  as  he 
could ;  and  from  his  imitation  and 
the  picture  he  had  drawn,  I  knew  at 
once  that  Fred  Bayham  was  the  man 
he  mimicked. 

"And  does  the  Red  Rover  live 
here,"  cried  Mr.  Pendennis,  "  and 
have  we  earthed  him  at  last  ?  " 

"  He  sometimes  comes  here,"  Mr. 
Honeyman  said,  with  a  careless  man- 
ner.   "My   landlord   and    landlady  ' 
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were  butler  and  housekeeper  to  his 
father,  Bayham  of  Bayham,  one  of 
the  oldest  families  in  Europe.  And 
Mr.  Frederick  Bayham,  the  exceed- 
ingly eccentric  person  of  whom  you 
speak,  was  a  private  pupil  of  my  own 
dear  father  in  our  happy  days  at 
Borehambury." 

f^He  had  scarcely  spoken  when  a 
knock  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  be- 
fore the  occupant  of  the  lodgings 
could  say  "  Come  in ! "  Mr.  Frederick 
Bayham  made  his  appearance,  arrayed 
in  that  peculiar  costume  which  he  af- 
fected. In  those  days  we  wore  very 
tall  stocks,  only  a  very  few  poetic  and 
eccentric  persons  venturing  on  the 
Byron  collar;  but  Fred  Bayham 
confined  hisneck  by  a  simple  ribbon, 
which  allowed  his  great  red  whiskers 
to  curl  freely  round  his  capacious 
jowl.  He  wore  a  black  ftt)ck  and  a 
large  broad-brimmed  hat,  and  looked 
somewhat  like  a  Dissenting  preacher. 
At  other  periods  you  would  see  him 
in  a  green  coat  and  a  blue  «neck  cloth, 
as  if  the  turf  or  the  driving  of  coaches 
was  his  occupation. 

"I  have  heard  from  the  young 
man  of  the  house  who  you  were. 
Colonel  Newcome,"  he  said,  with  the 
greatest  gravity,  "and  happened  to 
be  present  sir,  the  other  night ;  for  I 
was  aweary,  havinjj  been  toiling  all 
the  day  in  literary  labor,  and  needed 
some  refreshment.  I  happened  to  be 
present,  sir,  at  a  scene  which  did  you 
the  greatest  honor,  and  of  which  I 
spoke,  not  knowing  you,  with  some- 
thinglike levity  to  your  son.  He  is  an 
ingenm  vultus  pmer  ingenuique  pttdoris 
— Pendennis,  now  are  you?  — and  I 
thought,  sir,  I  would  come  down, 
and  tender  an  apology  if  I  had  said 
iany  words  that  might  savor  of  offence 
to  a  gentleman  who  was  in  the  right, 
as  I  told  the  room  when  you  quitted 
it,  as  Mr.  Pendennis  I  am  sure  will 
remember." 

Mr.  Pendennis  looked  surprise,  and 
perhaps  negation. 

"  XovL  forget,  Pendennis  ?  Those 
who  quit  that  room,  sir,  often  forget 
on  the  morrow  what  occurred  during 


the  revelry  of  the  night.  You  did 
right  in  refusing  to  Tetum  to  that 
scene.  We  public  men  are  obliged 
oflen  to  seek  our  refreshment  at  hours 
when  luckier  individuals  are  lapt  in 
slumber." 

"  And  what  may  be  your  occupa- 
tion, Mr.  Bayham  ?  "  asks  the  Colo- 
nel, rather  gloomily,  for  he  had  an 
idea  that  Bayham  was  adopting  a 
strain  of  persiflage  which  the  Indian 
gentleman  by  no  means  relished. 
Never  saying  aught  but  a  kind  word 
to  any  one,  he  was  on  fire  at  the 
notion  that  any  should  take  a  liberty 
with  him. 

**  A  barrister,  sir,  but  without  busi- 
ness, —  a  literary  man,  who  can  but 
seldom  find  an  opportunity  to  sell 
the  works  of  his  brains,  —  a  gentle- 
man, sir,  who  has  met  with  neglect, 
perhaps  merited,  perhaps  undeserved, 
from  his  family.  I  get  my  bread  as 
best  I  may.  On  that  evening  I  had 
been  lecturing  on  the  genius  of  some 
of  our  comic  writers,  at  the  Parthe- 
nopaeon.  Hackney.  My  audience  was 
scanty,  perhaps  equal  to  my  deserts. 
I  came  home  on  foot  to  an  ogg  and 
a  glass  of  beer  after  midnight,  and 
witnessed  the  scene  which  did  you  so 
much  honor.  What  is  this  ?  I  fancy 
a  ludicrous  picture  of  myself,"  —  he 
had  taken  up  the  sketch  which  Clive 
had  been  drawing.  —  **I  like  fun, 
even  at  my  own  expense,  and  can 
afford  to  laugh  at  a  joke  which  is 
meant  in  good-humor." 

This  speech  quite  reconciled  the 
honest  Colonel.  "I  am  sure  the 
author  of  that,  Mr.  Bayham,  means 
you  or  any  man  no  harm.  Why ! 
the  rascal,  sir,  has  drawn  me,  his  own 
father;  and  I  have  sent( the  drawing 
to  Major  Hobbs,  who  is  in  command 
of  my  regiment.  Chinnery  himself, 
sir,  coald  n't  hit  Off  a  likeness  better ; 
he  has  drawn  me  on  horseback,  and 
he  has  drawn  me  on  foot,  and  he  has 
drawn  my  friend,  Mr.  Binnie,  who 
lives  wirh'me.  We  have  scores  of  his 
drawings  at  my  lodgings ;  and  if  you 
will  favor  us  by  dining  with  us'  to- 
day, and  these  gentlemen,  you  shall 
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gee  that  you  &re  not  the  only  person 
caricatured  by  Clive  here." 

"  I  just  took  some  little  dinner  up 
stairs,  sir.  T  am  a  moderate  man, 
and  can  live,  if  need  be,  like  a  Spar- 
tan ;  but  to  join  such  good  company 
I  will  gladly  use  the  knife  and  fork 
again.  You  will  excuse  the  travel- 
ler's dress  ?  I  keep  a  room  here, 
which  I  use  only  occasionally,  and 
am  at  present  lodging  —  in  the  tM>un- 
try." 

When  Honeyman  was  ready,  the 
Colonel,  who  had  the  greatest  respect 
for  the  Church,  would  not  hear  of  going 
out  of  the  room  before  the  clergyman, 
and  took  his  arm  to  walk.  Bay  ham 
then  fell  to  Mr.  Pendennis's  lot,  and 
they  went  together.  Through  Hill 
Street  and  Berkeley  Square  their 
course  was  straight  enough  ;  but  at 
Hay  Hill,  Mr.  Bayham  ibade  an  ab- 
rupt tack  larboard,  engaging  in  a 
labyrinth  of  stables,  and  walking  a 
long  way  round  from  Clifford  Street, 
whither  we  were  bound.  He  hinted 
at  a  cab,  but  Pcndennis  refused  to 
ride,  being,  in  truth,  anxious  to  see 
which  way  his  eccentric  companion 
would  steer.  "  There  are  reasons," 
growled  Bayham,  "which  need  not 
be  explained  to  one  of  your  experience, 
why  Bond  Street  must  be  avoided  by 
some  men  peculiarly  situated.  The 
smell  of  Truefitt's  pomatum  makes 
me  ill.  Tell  me,  Pendennis,  is  this 
Indian  warrior  a  rajah  of  large  wealth  ? 
Could  he,  do  you  think,  recommend 
me  to  a  situation  in  the  East  India 
Company  1  I  would  gladly  take  any 
honest  post  in  which  fidelity  might 
be  useful,  genius  might  be  appreci- 
ated, and  courage  rewarded.  Here 
we  are.  The  hotel  seems  comfortable. 
I  never  was  in  it  before." 

When  we  entered  the  Colonel's 
sitting-room  at  Nerot's,  we  found  the 
waiter  engaged  in  extending  the  ta- 
ble. "  We  are  a  larger  party  than  I 
expected," .  our  host  said.  "  I  met 
my  brother  Brian  on  horseback  leav- 
ing cards  at  that  great  house  in 

Street." 

"  The  Bossian  Embassy,"  says  Mr. 


Honeyman,  Who  knew  the  t6wn  quite 
well. 

"And  he  said  he  was  disengaged 
and  would  dine  with  us,"  continues 
the  Colonel. 

"Am  I  to  understand.  Colonel 
Newcome,"  says  Mr.  Fredt- rick  Bay- 
ham, "  that  you  are  related  to  the 
eminent  banker.  Sir  Brian  Newcome, 
who  gives  such  uncommonly  swell 
parties  in  Park  Lane  1 " 

"What  is  a  swell  party?"  asks 
the  Colonel,  laughing.  "I  dined 
with  my  brother  last  Wednesday  ; 
and  it  was  a  very  grand  dinner  cer- 
tainly. The  Governor  General  him- 
self could  not  give  a  more  splendid 
entertainment  But,  do  you  know, 
I  scarcely  had  enough  to  eat  ?  I  don't 
eat  side-dishes  ;  and  as  for  the  roa^t- 
beef  of  Old  England,  why,  the  me^t 
was  put  on  the  table,  and  whi&kcd 
away  like  Sancho's  inaugumtioa 
feast  at  Barataria.  We  did  not  dine 
till  nine  o'clock.  I  like  9  few  glasses 
of  claret  and  a  cosey  talk  after  dinner ; 
but  —  well,  well' — (no  doubt  the 
worthy  gentleman  was  accusing  him- 
self of  telling  tales  out  of  school  and 
httd  come  to  a  timely  repentance). 
"  Our  dinner,  I  hope,  will  be  diflerent. 
Jack  Binnie  will  take  care  of  that. 
That  fellow  is  full  of  anecdote  and 
fun.  You  will  meet  one  or  two  more 
of  our  service ;  Sir  Thomas  de  Boots, 
who  is  not  a  bad  chap  over  a  glass  of 
wine  ;  Mr.  Pendennis's  chum,  Mr. 
Warrington,  and  my  nephew,  Bameo 
Newcome,  —  a  dry  fellow  at  first,  bu»- 
I  dare  say  he  has  good  about  him 
when  you  know  him ;  almost  every 
man  has,"  said  the  good-natured  phi- 
losopher. "  Clive,  you  rogue,  mind 
and  oe  moderate  with  the  champagne, 
sir ! " 

"  Champagne  's  for  women,"  says 
Clive.     "  I  stick  to  claret" 

"I  say, Pendennis,"  here  Bayham 
remarked,  "  it  is  my  deliberate  opin- 
ion that  F.  B.  has  got  into  a  good 
thing." 

Mr.  Pendennis,  seeing  there  was  a 
great  party,  was  for  going  home  to 
his  chambers  to  dress.    "Hm!"  says 
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Mr.  BayTiam,  **  don't  see  the  necessity. 
What  right-minded  man  looks  at  the 
exterior  of  his  neighbor?  He  looks 
here,  sir,  and  examines  there"  and  Bay- 
ham  tapped  his  forehead,  which  was 
expansive,  and  then  his  heart,  which 
he  considered  to  be  in  the  right  place. 

"  What  is  this  I  hear  about  dress- 
ing ? "  asks  our  host.  "  Dine  in 
your  frock,  my  good  friend,  and  wel- 
come, if  your  dress-coat  is  in  the 
country." 

"It  is  at  present  at  an  uncle's," 
Mr.  Bayham  said  with  great  gravity, 
"  and  L  take  your  hospitality  as  you 
offer  it.  Colonel  Newcome,  cordially 
and  frankly." 

Honest  Mr.  Binnie  made  his  ap- 
pearance a  short  time  before  the  ap- 
pointed hour  for  receiving  the  guests, 
arrayed  in  a  tight  little  pair  of  trou- 
sers, and  white  silk  stockings  and 
Eumps,  his  bald  head  shining  like  a 
illiard-ball,  his  jolly  gills  rosy  with 
good-humor.  He  was  bent  on  pleas- 
ure. "  Hey,  lads  !  "  says  he ;  **  but 
we  '11  make  a  night  of  it.  We  have  n't 
had  a  night  since  the  farewell  dinner 
off  Plymouth." 

"  And  a  jolly  night  ^t  was,  James," 
ejaculates  the  Colonel. 

''  Egad,  what  a  song  that  Tom  Mor- 
ris sings ! " 

"  And  your  '  Jock  o'  Hazeldean'  is 
a9,.good  as  a  play.  Jack." 

''  And  I  think  you  beat  inv  one  I 
iver  hard  in  *  Tom  Bowling  vour- 
self,  Toml"  cries  the  Coloners  de- 
lighted chum.  Mr.  Pendennis  opened 
the  eyes  of  astonishment  at  the  idea 
of  the  possibility  of  renewing  these 
festivities,  but  he  kept  the  lips  of  pru- 
dence closed.  And  now  the  carriages 
began  to  drive  up,  and  the  guests  of 
Colonel  Newcome  to  arrive. 


CHAPTER  Xni. 

IN  WHICH  THOMAS  NBWCOME  SINGS 
HIS  LAST  SONG. 

The  earliest  comers  were  the  first 
mate  auid  the  medical  officer  of  the 


ship  in  which  the  two  gentlemen  had 
come  to  England.  The  mate  was  a 
Scotchman ;  the  doctor  was  a  Scotch- 
man ;  of  the  gentlemen  from  the  Ori- 
ental Club,  three  were  Scotchmen. 

The  Southerons,  with  one  excep- 
tion, were  the  last  to  arrive,  and  tor 
a  while  we  stood  looking  out  of 
the  windows  awaiting  their  coming. 
The  first  mate  pulled  out  a  penknife, 
and  arranged  his  nails.  The  Doctor 
and  Mr.  Binnie  talked  of  the  progress 
of  medicine.  Binnie  had  walked  the 
hospitals  of  Edinburgh  before  getting 
his  civil  appointment  to  India.  The 
three  gentlemen  from  Hanover  Square 
and  the  Colonel  had  plenty  to  say 
about  Tom  Smith  of  the  Cavalry,  and 
Harry  Hall  of  the  Engineers :  how 
Topham  was  going  to  marry  poor  lit- 
tle Bob  Wallis's  widow ;  how  many 
lakhs  Barber  had  brought  home,  and 
the  like.  The  tall  gray-headed  Eng-. 
lishman,  who  had  been  in  the  East 
too,  in  the  King's  service,  joined  for  a 
while  in  this  conversation,  but  pres- 
ently left  it,  and  came  and  talked  with 
Clive.  "I  knew  your  father  in  In- 
dia, "  said  the  gentleman  to  the  lad ; 
"there  is  not  a  more  gallant  or  respect- 
ed officer  in  that  service.  I  have  a 
boy  too,  a  step-son,  who  has  just  gone 
into  the  army ;  he  is  older  than  you  ; 
he  was  bom  at  the  end  of  the  Waterloo 
year,  and  so  was  a  great  friend  of  his 
and  mine,  who  was  at  your  school.  Sir 
Bawdon  Crawley." 

"  He  was  in  Gown  Boys,  I  know," 
says  the  boy ;  "  succeeded  his  uncle 
Pitt,  fourth  Baronet.  I  don't  know 
how  his  mother —  her  who  wrote  the 
hvmns,  you  know,  and  goes  to  Mr. 
lloneyman's  chapel  —  comes  to  be 
Rebecca,  Lady  Crawley.  His  father. 
Colonel  Rawdon  Crawley,  died  at 
Coventry  Island,  in  August,  182-, 
and  his  uncle.  Sir  Pitt,  not  till  Sep- 
tember here.  I  remember,  we  used 
to  talk  about  it  at  Greyfriars,  when 
I  was  quite  a  little  chap ;  and  there 
were  bets  whether  Crawley,  I  mean  the 
young  one,  was  a  baronet  or  not." 

"  When  I  saUed  to  Rigy,  Cornel," 
the  first  mate  was  spei&ing,  —  nor 
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can  any  spellinfnor  combinntion  of  let- 
ters of  which  I  am  master  reproduce 
this  gentleman's  accent  when  he  was 
talking  his  best,  —  "I  racklackt  they 
used  always  to  sairve  us  a  drem  be- 
fore denner.  And  as  your  frlnds  are 
kipping  the  denner,  and  as  IVe  no 
watch  to  night,  I  '11  jist  do  as  we  used 
to  do  at  Rigy.  James,  my  fine  fel- 
low, jist  look  alive  and  breng  me  a 
small  glass  of  brandy,  will  ye  ?  Did 
ye  iver  try  a  brandy  cock-tail.  Cornel  ? 
Whin  I  sailed  on  the  New  York  line, 
we  used  jest  to  make  bits  before  den- 
ner :  and  —  thank  ye,  James,  *'  —  and 
he  tossed  off  a  glass  of  brandy. 

Here  a  waiter  announces,  in  a  loud 
voice,  "  Sir  Thomas  de  Boots,"  and 
the  General  enters,  scowling  round 
the  room  according  to  his  fashion,  very 
red  in  the  face,  very  tight  in  the  girth, 
splendidly  attired  with  a  choking  white 
neckcloth,  a  voluminous  waistcoat, 
and  his  orders  on. 

"  Stars  and  garters,  by  jingo ! " 
cries  Mr.  Frederick  Bayham ;  "  I  say, 
Pcndennis,  have  you  any  idea,  is  the 
Duke  coming  ?  I  would  n't  have  come 
in  these  Bluchers  if  I  had  known  it. 
Confound  it,  no,  —  Hoby  himself,  mv 
own  bootmaker,  would  n't  have  al- 
lowed poor  F.  B.  to  appear  in  Blu- 
chers, if  he  had  known  that  I  was  go- 
in^  to  meet  the  Duke.  My  linen 's  all 
right,  anyhow  " ;  and  F.  B.  breathed 
a  thankral  prayer  for  that.  Indeed 
who  but  the  very  curious  could  tell 
that  not  F.  B.%  but  C.  H.'s,  — 
Charles  Honeyman's,  —  was  the  mark 
upon  that  decorous  linen  1 

Colonel  Newcome  introduced  Sir 
Thomas  to  eveiy  one  in  the  room,  as 
he  had  introduced  us  all  to  each  oth- 
er previously;  and  as  Sir  Thomas 
looked  at  one  after  another,  his  face 
was  kind  enough  to  assume  an  ex- 
pression which  seemed  to  ask,  "  And 
who  the  devil  are  you,  sir  ?  "  as  clear- 
ly as  though  the  General  himself  had 
given  utterance  to  the  words.  With 
the  gentleman  in  the  window  talking 
to  Clive  he  seemed  to  have  some  ac- 
quaintance, and  said,  not  unkindly, 
"  How  d'  you  do,  Dobbin  1 " 


t» 


The  carriage  of  Sir  Brian  Kewoonie 
now  drove  up,  from  which  the  Baron- 
et descended  in  state,  leaning  upon 
the  arm  of  the  Apollo  in  plush  and 
powder,  who  closed  the  shutters  of  the 
great  coach,  and  mounted  by  the  side 
of  the  coachman,  laced  ^d  peri- 
wigged. The  Bench  of  Bishops  has 
given  up  its  wigs;  cannot  the  box, 
too,  be  made  to  resign  that  insane  dec- 
oration 1  Is  it  necessary  for  our  com- 
fort, that  the  men  who  do  our  work  in 
stable  or  household  should  be  dressed 
like  Merry-Andrews  ?  Enter  Sir  Brian 
Newcome,  smiling  blandly ;  he  greets 
his  brother  affectionately.  Sir  Thom- 
as gayly ;  be  nods  and  smiles  to  Clivc, 
and  graciously  permits  Mr.  Pendennis 
to  take  hold  of  two  fingers  of  his  ex- 
tended right  hand.  That  gentleman 
is  charmed,  of  course,  with  the  conde- 
scension. What  man  could  be  other- 
wise than  happy  to  be  allowed  a  mo- 
mentary embrace  of  two  such  precious 
fingers?  When  a  gentleman  so  fa- 
vors me,  I  always  ask,  mentally,  why 
he  has  taken  the  trouble  at  all,  and 
regret  that  I  have  not  had  the  pres- 
ence of  mind  to  poke  one  finger 
against  his  two.  If  I  were  worth  ten 
thousand  a  year,  I  cannot  help  inward- 
ly reflecting,  and  kept  a  large  account 
in  Threadneedle  Street,  I  cannot  help 
thinking  he  would  have  favored  me 
with  the  whole  palm. 

The  arrival  of  these  two  grandees 
has  somehow  cast  a  solemnity  over 
the  compan;^ .  The  weather  is  talked 
about :  brilliant  in  itself,  it  does  not 
occasion  very  brilliant  remarks  among 
Colonel  Newcome 's  guests.  Sir  Bri- 
an really  thinks  it  must  be  as  hot  as  it 
is  in  India.  Sir  Thomas  de  Boots, 
swelling  in  his  white  waistcoat,  in  the 
armholes  of  which  his  thumbs  are  en- 
gaged, smiles  scornfully,  and  wishes 
Sir  Brian  had  ever  felt  a  good  swelter- 
ing day  in  the  hot  winds  in  India. 
Sir  Bnan  withdraws  the  untenable 
proposition  that  London  is  as  hot  as 
Calcutta.  Mr.  Binnie  looks  at  his 
watch,  and  at  the  Colonel.  "  We 
have  only  your  nephew,  Tom,  to  wait 
for,"  ho  says ;  "  I  think  wc  may  make 
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80  bold  as  to  order  the  dinner/'  —  a 
.proposal   heartily  seconded  by  Mr. 
Frederick  Bay  ham. 

The  dinner  appears  steaming,  borne 
by  steaming  waiters.  The  grandees 
take  their  places,  one  on  each  side  of 
the  Ck)lonel.  He  begs  Mr.  Honey- 
man  to  say  grace,  and  stands  reyeren- 
tially  dnring  that  brief  ceremony, 
while  De  Boots  looks  queerly  at  him 
from  over  his  napkin.  All  the  young 
men  take  their  places  at  the  farther 
end  of  the  table,  round  about  Mr. 
Binnie ;  and,  at  the  end  of  the  second 
com'se,  Mr.  Barnes  Newconie  m&kes 
his  appearance. 

Mr.  Barnes  does  not  show  the 
slightest  degree  of  disturbance,  al- 
though he  disturbs  all  the  company. 
Soup  and  fish*  are  brought  for  him, 
and  meat,  which  he  leisurely  eats, 
while  twelve  other  gentlemen  are  kept 
waiting.  We  mark  Mr.  Binnie's 
twinkling  eyes  as  they  watch  the 
young  mail.  "  Eh,"  he  seems  to  say, 
"  but  that 's  just  about  as  free-and-easy 
a  joung  chap  as  ever  I  set  eyes  on." 
And  so  Mr.  Bariies  uxts  a  cool  young 
diap.  That  dish  is  so  good  he  must 
really  have  some  more.  He  discusses 
the  second  supply  leisurely ;  and  turn- 
ing round,  simpering,  to  nis  neighbor, 
says,  "  I  really  hope  I  'm  not  keeping 
everybody  waiting." 

"  Hem*! "  grunts  the  neighbor,  Mr. 
Bayham ;  "  it  does  n't  much  matter, 
for  we  had  all  pretty  well  done  din- 
ner." Barnes  takes  a  note  of  Mr. 
Bayham's  dress, — his  long  frock- 
coat,  the  rihbon  round  his  neck ;  and 
snrveys  him  with  an  admirable  impu- 
dence. "Who  are  these  people," 
thinks  he,  "  my  uncfe  has  got  togeth- 
er?" He  bows  graciously  to  the 
Colonel,  who  asks  mm  to  take  wine. 
He  is  so  insufferably  affiible  that 
every  man  near  him  would  like  to 
give  him  a  beating. 

All  the  time  of  the  dinner  the  host 
was  challenging  everybody  to  drink 
wine,  in  his  honest  old-fashioned  way, 
and  Mr.  Binnie  seconding  the  chief 
entertain*.  Such  was  the  way  in 
England  and    Scotland  when  they 


were  young  men.  And  when  Binnie, 
asking  Sir  Brian,  receives  for  reply 
from  the  Baronet,  —  "  Thank  you, 
no,  my  dear  sir ;  I  have  exceedea  al- 
ready, positively  exceeded  " ;  the  poor 
discomfited  gentleman  hardly  knows 
whither  to  apply ;  but,  luckily,  Tom 
Norris,  the  nrst  mate,  comes  to  his 
rescue,  and  cries  out,  "Mr.  Binnie, 
IWe  not  had  enough,  and  I'll  drink 
a  glass  of  anything  ye  like  with  ye." 
The  fact  is,  that  Mr.  Norris  has  had 
enough.  He  has  drunk  bumpers  to 
the  health  of  every  member  of  the 
company ;  his  glass  has  been  filled 
scores  of  times  by  watchful  waiters. 
So  has  Mr.  Bayham  absorbed  great 
quantities  of  drink ;  but  without  any 
visible  effect  on  that  veteran  toper. 
So  has  young  Olive  taken  more  than 
is  good  for  him.  His  cheeks  are 
flashed  and  burning  ;  he  is  chattering 
and  laughing  loudly  at  his  end  of  the 
table.  Mr.  Warrington  eyes  the  lad 
with  some  curiosity ;  and  then  regards 
Mr.  Barnes  with  a  look  of  scorn, 
which  does  not  scorch  that  affable 
young  person. 

I  am  obliged  to  confess  that  the  mate 
of  the  Indiaman,  at  an  early  period  of 
the  dessert,  and  when  nobody  had 
asked  him  for  any  such  public  expres- 
sion of  his  opinion,  insisted  on  rising 
and  proposing  the  health  of  Colonel 
Newcome,  whose  virtues  he  lauded 
outrageously,  and  whom  he  pro- 
nounced to  be  one  of  the  best  of  mor- 
tal men.  Sir  Brian  looked  very  much 
alarmed  at  the  commencement  of  this 
speech,  which  the  mate  delivered  with 
immense  shrieks  and  gesticulation : 
but  the  Baronet  recover^  during  the 
course  of  the  rambling  oration,  and,  at 
its  conclusion,  gracefully  tapped  the 
table  with  one  of  those  patronizing 
fingers ;  and  lifting  up  a  glass  con- 
taining at  least  a  thimbleful  of  claret, 
said,  "  My  dear  brother,  I  drink  your 
health  with  all  my  heart,  I  'm  su-ah." 
The  youthful  Barnes  had  uttered 
many  "Hear,  hears  ! "  during  the  dis- 
course with  an  irony  which,  with  every 
fresh  glass  of  wine  he  drank,  he  cared  ^ 
less  to  conceal.    And  though  Barnes ' 
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had  come  late  he  had  drunk  largely, 
making  up  for  lost  time. 

Those  ironical  cheers,  and  all  his 
cousin's  behavior  during  dinner,  had 
struck  young  Clive,  who  was  growing 
v^ery  angry.  He  growled  out  remarks 
uncomplimentary  to  Barnes.  His 
eyes,  as  he  looked  towards  his  kins- 
man, flashed  challenges,  of  which  we 
who  were  watchingKim  could  see  the 
warlike  purport.  Warrington  looked 
at  Bayham  and  Pendennis  with  glan- 
ces of  apprehension.  We  saw  that 
danger  was  brooding,  unless  the  one 
young  man  could  be  restrained  from 
nis  impertinence,  and  the  other  from 
his  wine. 

Colonel  Newcome  said  a  very  few 
words  in  reply  to  his  honest  friend  the 
chief  mate,  and  there  the  matter  might 
have  ended ;  but  I  am  sorry  to  say 
Mr.  Binnie  now  thought  it  necessary 
to  rise  and  deliver  himself  of  some  re- 
marks regarding  the  King's  service, 
coupled  with  the  name  of  Mmor-Gen- 
eral  Sir  Thomas  de  Boots,  K.  C.  B., 
&c.,  —  the  receipt  of  which  that  gal- 
lant officer  was  obliged  to  acknowl- 
edge in  a  confusion  amounting  al- 
most to  apoplexy.  The  glasses  went 
whack  whack  upon  the  hospitable 
board;  the  evening  set  in  for  public 
speaking.  Encouraged  by  his  last  ef- 
fort, Mr.  Binnie  now  proposed  Sir 
Brian  Newcome's  health;  and  that 
Baronet  rose  and  uttered  an  exceed' 
ingly  lengthy  speech,  delivered  with 
his  wineglass  on  his  bosom. 

Then  that  sad  rogue  Bayham  must 
get  up,  and  call  earnestly  and  respect- 
fully for  silence  and  the  chairman's 
hearty  sympathy,  for  the  few  observa- 
tions which  he  had  to  propose.  "  Our 
armies  had  been  drunk  with  proper 
enthusiasm,  —  such  men  as  he  peb^ld 
around  him  deserved  the  applause  of 
all  honest  hearts,  and  merited  the 
cheers  with  which  their  names  had 
been  received.  (*  Hear,  hear!'  from 
Barnes  Newcome  sarcastically.  '  Hear, 
hear.  Hear!/  fiercely  from  Clive.) 
But  whilst  w6  applauded  our  army, 
should  we.  forget  a  profession  still 
more  exaiVxl  ?     Yes,  still  more  exalt- 


ed, I  say,  in  the  face  of  the  gallant 
General  opposite ;  and  that  profession, 
I  need  not  say,  is  the  Church.  (Ap- 
plause.) Gentlemen,  we  have  among 
UB  one  who,  while  partaking  largely 
of  the  dainties  on  this  festive  board, 
drinking  fipeely  of  the  sparkling  wine- 
cup  which  our  gallant  friend's  hospi- 
tality administers  to  us,  sanctifies  by 
his  presence  the  feast  of  which  he  par- 
takes,' inaugurates  with  appropriate 
benedictions,  and  graces  it,  I  may  say, 
both  before  and  after  meat.  Grentle- 
men,  Charles  Honeyman  was  the 
friend  of  my  childhood,  his  father  the 
instructor  of  my  early  days.  If  Fr«i- 
erick  Bayham's  latter  life  has  been 
checkered  by  misfortune,  it  may  be 
that  I  have  forgotten  the  precepts 
which  the  venerable  parent  of 'Charles 
Honeyman  poured  into  an  inattentive 
ear.  He  too,  as  a  child,  was  not  ex- 
empt from  faults ;  as  a  young  man, 
I  am-  told,  not  quite  free  from  youth- 
ful indiscretions.  But  in  this  present 
Anno  Domini  we  hail  Charles-  Hon- 
eyman as  a  precept  and  an  example, 
as  a  decus  jtdd  and  a  lumen  &xlesice 
(as  I  told  him  in  the  confidence  of  the 
private  circle  this  morning,  and  ere  I 
ever  thought  to  publish  my  opinion  in 
this  distinguished  company ) .  Colonel 
Newcome  and  Mr.  Binnie !  I  drink  to 
the  health  of  the  Reverend  Charles 
Honeyman,  A.  M.  May  we  listen  to 
many  more  of  his  sermons,  as  well 
as  to  that  admirable  discourse  with 
which  I  am  sure  he  is  about  to  elec- 
trify us  now.  May  we  profit  by  his^, 
eloquence ;  and  cherish  in  our  memo- 
ries the  truths  which  come  mended 
from  his  tongue  1 "  H6  ceas«  d ;  poor 
Honeyman  had  to  rise  on  his  legs, 
and  gasp  out  a  few  incoherent  re- 
marks in  reply.  Without  a  book 
before  him,  tne  Incumbent  of  Lady 
Whittiesea's  Chapel  was  no  prophet, 
and  the  truth  is  he  made  poor  work 
of  his  oration. 

At  the  end  of  it,  he,  Sir  Brian, 
Colonel  Dobbin,  and  one  of  the. In- 
dian gentlemen  quitted  the  room,  in 
spite  of  the  loud  outcries  of  our  gen^ 
erous  host,  who  insisted  that  the  pa]> 
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.  ty  should  not  break  up.  "  Close  up, 
gentlemen/'  called  out  honest  New- 
come,  "  we  are  not  going  to  part  just 
yet  Let  me  fill  your  glass.  Gen- 
eral. You  used  to  htfve  no  objec- 
tion to  a  glass  of  wine. "  And  he 
poured  out  a  bumper  for  his  friend, 
which  the  old  campaigner  sucked  in 
with  fitting  gusto.  "  Who  will  give 
us  a  song  ?  Binnie,  give  us  the  '  Laird 
of  Cockpen. '  It 's  capital,  my  dear 
General.  Capital, "  the  Colonel  whis- 
pered to  his  neighbor. 

Mr.  Binnie  struck  up  the  "  Laird 
of  Cockpen,"  without,  I  am  bound  to 
say,  the  least  reluctance.  He  bobbed 
to  one  man,  and  he  winked  to  anoth- 
er, and  he  tossed  his  glass,  and  gave 
all  the  points  of  his  song  in  a  manner 
which  did  credit  to  his  simplicity  and 
his  humor.  You  haughty  southern- 
ers little  know  how  a  jolly  Scotch 
gentleman  can  desipere  in  loco,  and 
how  he  chirrups  over  his  honest  cups. 
I  do  not  say  whether  it  was  with  the 
song  or  with  Mr.  Binnie  that  we  were 
most  amused.  It  was  a  good  com- 
monty,  as  Christopher  Sly  says ;  nor 
were  we  sorry  when  it  was  done. 

Him  the  first  mate  succeeded ;  after 
;  which  came  a  song  from  the  redoubt- 
ed F.  Bayham,  which  he  sang  with  a 
bass  voice  which  Lablache  might 
envy,  and  of  which  the  chorus  was 
frantically  sung  by  the  whole  compa- 
ny. The  cry  was  then  for  the  Colo- 
nel ;  on  which  Barnes  Neweome,  who 
had  been  drinking  much,  started  up 
with  something  like  an  oath,  crying, 
"  O,  I  can't  stand  this." 

"  Then  leave  it,  confound  you ! " 
said  young  Clive,  with  fury  in  his 
face.  "  If  our  company  is  not  good 
for  you,  why  do  you  come  into  it  ?  " 

'/  What  '&  that  ?  "  asks  Barnes,  who 
was  evidently  affected  by  wine.  Bay- 
ham  roared,  "  Silence !  and  Barnes 
Neweome,  looking  round  with  a  tipsy 
toss  of  the  head,  finally  sat  down. 

The  Colonel  sang,  as  we  have  said, 
with  a  very  high  voice,  using  freely 
the  &lsetto,  after  the  manner  of  the 
tenor  singers  of  his  day.  He  chose 
one  of  his   maritime  songs,  and  got 
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through  the  first  verse  veiy  'well, 
Barnes  wagging  his  head  at  the  cho- 
rus, with  a  "  Bravo !  "  8<t offensive  that 
Fred  Bayham,  his  neighbor,  gripped 
the  young  man's  arm,  and  told  him 
to  hold  his  confounded  tongue. 

The  Colonel  began  his  second 
verse;  and  here,  as  will  often  hap- 
pen to  amateur  singers,  his  falsetto 
broke  down.  He  was  not  in  the  least 
annoyed,  for  I  saw  him  smile  very 
good-naturedly  ;  and  he  was  going  to 
try  the  verse  again,  when  that  unlucky 
Barnes  first  gave  a  sort  of  crowing 
imitation  of  the  song,  and  then  burst 
into  a  yell  of  laughter.  Clive  dashed 
a  glass  of  wine  in  his  face  at  the  next 
minute,  glass  and  all ;  and  no  one  who 
had  watched  the  young  man's  behav- 
ior was  sorry  for  the  insult. 

I  never  saw  a  kind  face  express  more 
terror  than  Colonel  Newcome's.  He 
started  back  as  if  he  had  himself  re- 
ceived the  blow  from  his  son.  "  Gra- 
cious God  ! "  he  cried  out.  "  My  boy 
insult  a  gentleman  at  my  table  1 " 

"  I  'd  like  to  do  it  again,"  says 
Chve,  whose  whole  body  was  trem- 
bling with  anger. 

"  Are  you  drunk,  sir  ?  "  shouted  his 
father. 

"  The  boy  served  the  young  fel- 
low right,  sir,"  growled  Fred  Bayham, 
in  his  deepest  voice.  "  Come  along, 
young  man.  Stand  up  straight,  and 
keep  a  civil  tongue  in  your  head  next 
time,  mind  you,  when  you  dine  with 
gentlemen.  It's  easy  to  see,"  says 
Fred,  looking  round  with  a  knowing 
air,  "  that  this  young  man  has  n't  got 
the  usages  of  society,  —  he 's  not  been  ^ 
accustomed  to  it " ;  and  he  led  the 
dandy  out. 

Others  had  meanwhile  explained 
the  state  of  the  case  to  the  Colonel,  — 
including  Sir  Thomas  de  Boots,  who 
was  highly  energetic  and  delighted 
with  Clive's  spirit ;  and  some  were  for 
having  the  song  to  continue  ;  but  the 
Colonel,  puflBng  his  cigar,  said,  "  No. 
My  pipe  is  out.  I  will  never  sing 
again."  So  this  history  will  record 
no  more  of  Thomas  Newcome's 
musical  performances. 
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CHApnrB  xrv. 

»ABK  ULVB. 

Clivb  woke  up  the  next  morning 
to  be  aware  of  a  racking  headache, 
and,  bj  the  dim  light  of  his  throbbing 
eyes,  to  behold  his  father  with  solemn 
face  at  his  bed-foot,  —  a  reproving 
conscience  to  greet  his  wakine. 

''You  drank  too  ,mudi  wme  last 
night,  and  disgraced  yourself,  sir," 
the  old  soldier  said.  "  You  must  get 
up  and  eat  humble  pie  this  morning, 
my  boy.** 

''Humble  what,  father?"  asked 
the  lad,  hardly  aware  of  his  words,  or 
the  scene  before  him.  **  0^  I  '*Te  ^t 
such  a  headache !  ** 

**  Serve  you  right,  sir.  Many  a 
young  fellow  has  had  to  go  on  parade 
m  the  morning  with  a  headache 
earned  overnight.  Drink  this  water. 
Now  jump  up.  Now,  dash  the  water 
well  over  your  head.  There  vou 
cornel  Make  your  toilet  quietly, 
and  let  us  be  off,  and  find  cousin 
Barnes  before  he  has  left  home." 

Clive  obeyed  the  paternal  orders  ; 
dressed  himself  quickly;  and,  descend- 
ing, found  his  father  smoking  his 
morning  cigar  ii;i  the  apartment  where 
they  had  dined  the  night  before,  and 
where  the  tables  still  were  covered 
with  the  relics  of  yesterday's  feast,  — 
the  emptied  bottles,  the  blank  lamps, 
the  scattered  ashes  and  fruits,  die 
wretched  heel-taps  that  have  been 
lying  exposed  ail  night  to  the  air. 
Who  does  not  know  uie  Aspect  of  an 
expired  feast  ? 

"  The  field  of  action  strewed  with 
the  dead,  my  boy,**  says  Clive's  fa- 
ther, **  See,  here 's  the  glass  on  the 
floor  yet,  and  a  great  st^n  of  claret 
on  the  carpet" 

"O  father  1"  says  Clive,  hangin? 
his  head  down,  **I  know  I  should  n^ 
have  done  it.  But  Barnes  Newcome 
would  provoke  the  patience  of  Job ; 
and  I  could  n't  bear  to  have  my 
father  insulted." 

"  I  am  big  enouch  to  fight  my  own 
battles,  my  boy,  the  Colonel  said 
good-natm^ly,  putting  his  hand  on 


ihe  lad's  damp  head.  "  How  your 
head  throbs  I  If  Barnes  laughed  at 
my  singing,  depend  upon  it,  sir,  there 
was  something  ridiculous  in  it,  and 
he  laughed  Because  he  could  not  help 
it.  If  he  behaved  ill,  we  should  not ; 
and  to  a  man  who  is  eating  our  salt 
too,  and  is  of  our  blood.** 

"  He  is  ashamed  of  our  blood,  fa- 
ther," cries  Clive,  still  indignant. 

**  We  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  do- 
ing wrong.  We  must  go  and  ask  his 
pardon.  Once  when  1  was  a  young 
nian  in  India,"  the  father  continued 
very  gravely,"  some  hot  words  passed 
at  mess,  —  not  sudi  an  Insult  as  that 
of  last  night;  1  don't  think  I  could 
have  quite  borne  that,  —  And  people 
found  fault  with  me  for  foigiying 
the  youngster  who  had  uttered  t^e 
offensive  expressions  over  his  wine. 
Some  of  my  acquaintance  sneered  at 
my  courage,  and  that  is  a  hard  im- 
putation for  a  young  fellow  of  spidt 
to  bear.  But  providentially,  you  see, 
it  was  war-time,  and  very  soon  after 
I  had  the  good  luck  to  show  that 
I  was  not  a  povde  mouillA,  as  t3ie 
French  call  it;  and  the  man  who 
insulted  me,  and  whom  I  forgave, 
became  my  fastest  friend,  jand  died  by 
my  side — it  was  poor  Jack  Cutler  — 
at  Argaum.  We  must  go  and  ask 
Barnes  Newcome's  pardon,  sir,  and 
forgive  ol^r  i)eople 'S  trespasses,  my 
boj,  if  we  hope  fbigiveness  of  our 
own."  His  voice  sank  down  as  he 
spoke,  and  he  bowed  his  head  rev- 
erently. I  have  heard  bis  son  tell 
the  simple  story  years  afterwards, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

I^ccadilly  was  hardly  yet  awake  the 
next  morning,  and  the  sparkling  dews 
and  the  poor  homeless  vagabonds 
still  had  possession  of  the  gTas»  of 
Hyde  Part,  as  the  pair  walked  up  to 
Sir  Brian  Newcome's  house,  wnere 
the  shutters  were  just  opening  to  let 
in  the  day.  The  housemaid,  who 
was  scrubbing  the  steps  of  the  house, 
and  washing  its  trim  reet  in  a  manner 
which  became  such  a  polite  mansion's 
morning  toilet,  knew  Master  Clivc^ 
and  smiled  at  him  from  nnder  her 
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l)Iowzy  einrl-pttp^n^ftdmiilthig  the  tiwo 
-gentlemen  into  Sir  Brian's  'dining- 
room,  where  they  proposed  to  wait 
nntil  Mr.  'Barnes  should  appear. 
There  they  sat  for  an  hour  lookii^ 
at  Lawrence's  picture  of  Lady  Ann, 
leaning  over  a  narp,  attired  in  white 
muslin ;  at  Harlowe's  portrait  of 
Mrs.  lifeweome,  with  h6r  two  sons 
isimpdrtng  at  hi^tnees,  painted  at  a 
time  when  the  Newcome  Brothers 
were  ndt  the  bftlli-h6aded  red^whis- 
kered  Brifish  'toew^aiits  witii  'whem 
the -readier  teis  made  aequnintanoie, 
bnt  didhby  ohildftn  whh  iiAir  dow- 
ing  Qown  their 'backs,  and  ^intiiikt  Ht- 
-tle  swaHoW'itsiled  jack^fSs  atidi^ahkeeii 
trousers.  A 'Splendid  portmit  of  tte 
Earl  of  'Kdw  in  his  peers  robes  hangs 
opposite  Ms  daughter  atid  her  harp. 
We  are  writing  of  George  tfte 
IFourth's  iieign;  I  dare  say  them 
linng  in  the  room  a  fine  framed  pritft 
of  that  gretft  sovereign.  The  dian- 
delier  is  in  a  eanvas  bag ;  the  vadt 
'Sideboard,  whereon  are  erecfied  open 
frames  fbr  the  support  df  Sir  Brian 
'Newcomers  gmnd  silver  %rays,  which 
'On  dinner 'days  gfleam  on  tte&t  ibstive 
iMard,  -now  groans  tinder  the  weight 
of  Sir  Brian^  bine-books.  An  im- 
ttense  receptacle  for  wine,  shaped 
like  u  Boman  sarcophagus,  lurks  un- 
der the  sidefbeard.  Two  people  sit- 
ting at  that  large  Ainring-tabto  must 
talk  Yery  loud  so  as  to  make  tbem- 
'sehres  heard  across  those  ^reat  slabs 
of  mahogany  covered  with  damask. 
The  butler  and  servants  who  attend 
at  the  table  take  a  long  limie  walking 
round  it  I  picture  fo  myself  <rwo 
persons  of  ordinary  si2e  Sitting  in 
that  great  room  at  that  gireat  table, 
far  apart,  in  neat  eveiRAg  eostame, 
sipping  a  littte  shenry,  silent,  genteel, 
and  -glum ;  and  think  the  great  and 
wealthy  are  neit.  always  to  be  envied, 
and  that  -there  may  hb  more  comfort 
and  happiness  in  a  snug  parlor,  where 
you  are  served  ^  a  brisk  little  maid, 
than  in  a  great,  dark,  dreary  dining- 
hall  where  a  funereal  major-douK)  and 
a  couple  of  stealthy  footmen  minister 
toyou  70itrm«ttaa-chopa.  Theyeome 


-aftd  Itoy  the  cloth  iptesett^} 
the  mainsheet  of  "some  tall  ammiral." 
A  pile  oi  newspapers  and  tetters  for 
the  master  of  the  house,  the  ^wcome 
Sentinel,  old  xjounty  p^>er,  moderate 
conservative,  in  which  our  worthy 
townsman  and  membiN'  is  praised,  his 
benefactions  are  ^recorded,    and   his 
speeches  given  at  Ml  length.;    the 
mwcome  Ind^iendent,  in  Which  our 
preciduis  meitsber  is  weekly  described 
as  a  ninny,  and  informed,  a&most  every 
Thursday  moming,  that  he  ds  a  bloat- 
ed aristocrat,  as  ^cmunohes  his  diy 
toast.     Heaps  df  totters,  ^county  pa- 
pers. Times,  and  Movning  ilerald,  for 
^Sir  Brian  Newcome ;  lime  heaps  tX 
Mters  (ditmer  and  «oi>te  cards  most 
of  these),  and  Morning  Post  'for  Mr. 
Barnes.    PttnotUfAly  w  «ig!ht  oVdOck 
etrikes  that  young  geskleaifln  comes 
to  bfeakfaM;  his  father  will  lie  yet 
foranether  hour,  •—  the  Baronet's  .pro- 
'digiotts  ktboTS  in  the  Bouse  of  Oom- 
•mons  keeping  Mm  freqaenily  oat  ef 
bed  tillisuarise. 

As  his  cottsin  ientered  the  room, 
Olive  turned  very  red,  wid  perhaps  a 
faint  blush  might  appsar  on  Barnes's 
pallid  ae«iit€«ianoe.  H&<»me  in,  a 
handkercttief  in  one  hand,  a  pamphlet 
in  the  other:;  and  both  hands  being 
thus  engaged,  he  could  offer  nectfaer 
to  his  kmsinen. 

"  You  are  come  to  breakfast,  I 
h0pe,"  he  said,  -^  calling  it  "  bweak- 
fhst,"  and  proti^Mincing  the  woi^ 
wiith  a  most  languid  drawl, -^"  or 
pet^taps  you  want  to  see  my  &ther  ? 
He  is  never  e«t  of  his  room  Itill  half 
paert  nine.  Hacrper,  did  Sdr  Brian 
come  in  }a0t  o^fbt  before  or  nfter 
me  1 "  'Harper,  tibe  bntler,  thinks 
Sir  Brian  came  in  after  Mr.  Barnes. 

When  that  fUnctionaay  had  'quitted 
thei^dom,  Baimes  ttinied  rotund  to  his 
uncle  in  a  eandid,  ^smiling  way,  and 
said,  **  The  ISict  is,  sir,  I  don't  know 
when  I  xjame  home  myself  very  dis- 
tinctly, and  •Ottn't,  of  course,  tell  about 
my  fttther.  Generally,  you  know, 
there  -are  two  candles  left  in  the  hall, 
vou  know ;  «nd  if  there  are  two,  you 
<niow,  I  know  of  •course  that  my  fa,' 
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ther  is  still  at  the  Honse.  But  last 
night,  after  that  capital  song  you 
sang,  hang  me  if  I  know  what  hap- 
pened to  me.  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir, 
I  'm  shocked  at  having  been  so  over- 
taken. Such  a  confounded  thing 
does  n't  happen  to  me  once  in  ten 
years.  I  do  trust  I  did  n't  do  any- 
thing rude  to  anybody,  for  I  thougnt 
some  of  your  friends  the  pleasantest 
fellows  I  ever  met  in  my  life ;  and  as 
for  the  claret,  'gad,  as  if  I  hadn't  had 
enough  after  dinner,  I  brought  a  quan- 
tity of  it  away  with  me  on  my  shirt- 
front  and  wafstcoat  \ " 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Barnes," 
Clive  said,  bmshing  deeply,  "  and  I  'm 
very  sorry  indeed  for  what  passed ;  I 
threw  it.     . 

The  Colonel,  who  had  been  listen- 
ing with  a  queer  expression  of  wonder 
and  doubt  on  his  face,  here  interrupt- 
ed Mr.  Barnes.  "  It  was  Clive  that 
-^  that  spilled  the  wine  over  you  last 
night,"  Thomas  Newcome  said ;  "  the 
young  rascal  had  drunk  a  great  deal 
too  much  wine,  and  had  neither  the 
use  of  his  head  nor  his  hands,  and  this 
morning  I  have  given  him  a  lecture, 
and  he  has  come  to  ask  your  pardon 
for  his  clumsiness ;  and  if  you  have 
forgotten  your  share  in  the  nighf  s 
transaction,  I  hope  you  have  forgotten 
his,  and  will  accept  his  hand  and  his 
apology." 

"  Apology !  There  *s  no  apology," 
cries  Barnes,  holding  out  a  couple  of 
fingers  of  his  hand,  but  looking  to- 
wards the  Colonel.  "I  don't  know 
what  happened  any  more  than  the 
dead.  Did  we  have  a  row?  Were 
there  any  glasses  broken  ?  The  best 
way  in  such  cases  is  to  sweep  'em  up. 
We  can't  mend  them." 

The  Colonel  said  gravely,  —  "  that 
he  was  thankful  to  find  that  the  dis- 
turbance of  the  night  before  had  no 
worse  result."  He  pulled  the  tail 
of  Clive's  coat,  when  that  unlucky 
young  blunderer  was  about  to  trouble 
his  cousin  with  indiscreet  questions 
or  explanations,  and  checked  his  talk. 
"  The  other  night  you  saw  an  old 
man   m  drink,  my  boy,"  he  said, 
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and  to  what  shame  and  degradation 
the  old  wretch  had  brought  himself. 
Wine  has  given  you  a  warning  too, 
which  I  hope  you  will  remem&r  all 
your  life ;  no  one  has  seen  me  the 
worse  for  drink  these  forty  years,  and 
I  hope  both  you  young  gentlemen 
will  take  counsel  by  an  old  soldier, 
who  fully  practises  what  he  preaches, 
and  beseeches  you  to  beware  of  the 
bottle." 

Afler  quitting  their  kinsman,  the 
kind  Colonel  further  improved  the  oc- 
casion with  his  son,  and  told  him,  out 
of  his  own  experience,  many  stories 
of  quarrels,  and  duels,  and  wine,  — 
how  the  wine  had  occasioned  the 
brawls,  and  the  foolish  speech  over- 
night, the  bloody  meeting  at  morn- 
ing ;  how  he  had  known  widows  and 
orphans  made  by  hot  words  uttered 
in  idle  orgies ;  how  the  truest  honor 
was  the  manly  confession  of  wrong ; 
and  the  best  courage  the  courage  to 
avoid  temptation.  The  humble-mind- 
ed speaker,  whose  advice  contained 
the  best  of  all  wisdom,  that  which 
comes  from  a  gentle  and  reverent 
spirit  and  a  pure  and  generous  heart, 
never  for  once  thought  of  the  effect 
which  he  might  be  producing,  but  ut- 
terM  his  simple  say  according  to  the 
truth  within  him.  Indeed,  he  spoke 
out  his  mind  pretty  resolutely  on  all 
subjects  which  moved  or  interested 
him ;  and  Clive,  his  son,  and  his  hon- 
est chum,  Mr.  Binnie,  who  had  a 
great  deal  more  reading  and  much 
keener  intelligence  than  the  Colonel, 
were  amused  often  at  his  naive  opin- 
ion about  men,  or  books,  or  mor- 
als* Mr.  Clive  had  a  very  fine  natu- 
i^  sense  of  humor  which  played  per- 
petually around  his  father's  simple 
philosophy,  with  kind  and  smiling 
comments.  Between  this  pair  of 
friends  the  superiority  of  wit  lay, 
almost  from  the  very  first,  on  the 
younger  man's  side ;  but,  on  the  otlier 
hand,  Clive  felt  a  tender  admiration 
for  his  father's  goodness,  a  loving  de- 
light  in  contemplating  his  elder's 
character,  which  he  has  never  lost, 
and  which,  in  the  trials  of  their  futora 
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life,  Uexpressibly  cheered  and  con- 
soled both  of  them.  Beati  illi!  O 
man  of  the  world,  whose  wearied  eyes 
may  glance  over  this  page,  may  those 
who  come  after  you  so  regard  you ! 
O  generous  boy,  who  read  in  it,  may 
you  have  such  a  friend  to  trust  and 
cherish  in  youth,  and  in  future  days 
fondly  and  proudly  to  remember  I 
j^Some  four  or  five  weeks  after  the 
quasi  -  reconciliation  between  Olive 
and  his  kinsman,  the  chief  part  of  Sir 
Brian  Newcome's  family  were  assem- 
bled at  the  breakfast-table  together, 
where  the  meal  was  taken  in  com- 
mon, and  at  the  early  hour  of  eight 
( unless  the  senator  was  kept  too  late 
in  the  House  of  Commons  over- 
night ) ;  and  Lady  Ann  and  her 
nurseiy  were  now  returned  to  Lon- 
don again,  little  AlfVed  being  per- 
fectly set  up  by  a  month  of  Brighton 
air.  It  was  a  Thursday  morning 
— on  which  day  of  the  week,  it  has 
been  said  the  Newcome  Independent 
and  the  Newcome  Sentinel  both  made 
their  appearance  upon  the  Baronet's 
table.  The  household  from  above 
and  from  below :  th^  maids  and  foot- 
men from  the  basement ;  the  nurses, 
children,  and  governesses  from  the 
attics,  — '  all  poured  into  the  room  at 
tiie  sound  of  a  certain  bell. 

I  do  not  sneer  at  the  purpose  for 
which,  at  that  chiming  eight  o'clock 
bell,  the  household  is  called  together. 
The  urns  are  hissing,  the  plate  is 
shining;  the  &ther  of  the  house, 
standing  up,  reads  from  a  gilt  book 
for  three  or  four  minutes  in  a  meas- 
ured cadence.  The  members  of  the 
family  are  around  the  table  in  an 
attitude  of  decent  reverence;  the 
younger  children  whisper  responses  at 
their  mother's  knees;  the  governess 
worships  a  litde  apart;  the  maids 
and  the  large  footmen  are  in  a  cluster 
before  their  chairs,  the  upper  servants 
performing  their  devotion  on  the 
other  side  of  the  sideboard;  the 
nurse  whisks  about  the  unconscious 
last-bom,  and  tosses  it  up  and  down 
during  the  ceremony.  I  do  not  sneer 
at  that, — at  the  act  at  which  all  these 


people  are  assembled, —  it  is  at  the 
rest  of  the  day  I  marvel ;  at  the  rest  of 
the  day,  and  what  it  brings.    At  the 
very    instant   when    the   voice    has 
ceased  speaking,  and  the  gilded  book 
is  shut,  the  world  begins  again,  and 
for  the  next  twenty-three  hours  and 
fifty-seven  minutes  all  that  household 
is  given  up  to  it.    The  servile  squad 
rises  up  and  marches  away  to  its 
basement,  whence,  should  it  happen 
to  be  a  gala-day,  those  tall  gentle- 
men, at  present  attired  in    Oxfoid 
mixture,  will  issue  forth  with    flour 
plastered  on  their  heads,  yellow  coats, 
pink  breeches,    sky-blue  waistcoats, 
silver  lace,  buckles   in  their   shoes, 
black  silk  bags  on  their  backs,  and  I 
don't  know  what  insane  emblems  of 
servility  and  absurd  bedizenments  of 
folly.      Their  very  manner  of  speak- 
ing to  what  we  call  their  masters  and 
mistresses  will  be  like  a  monstrous 
masquerade.    You  know  no  more  of 
that  race  which  inhabits  the  basement 
floor  than  of  the  men  and  brethren 
of  Timbuctoo,  to  whom  some  among 
us  send  missionaries.    If  you  meet 
some  of  your  servants  in  the  streets 
( I  respectfully  suppose  for  a  moment 
that  the  reader  is«a  person  of  high 
fashion  and  a  great  establishment), 
you  would   not   know    their   faces. 
You  might  sleep  under  the  same  roof 
for  half  a  centurr,  and  know  nothing 
about  them.    If  they  were  ill,  you 
would  not  visit  them,  though  you 
would  send  them  an  apothecary,  and, 
of  course,  order  that  they  lacked  for 
nothing.    You  are  not  unkind,  you 
are  not  worse  than  your  neighbors. 
Nay,  perhaps,  if  you  did  go  into  the 
kitchen,  or  take  tea  in  the  servants' 
hall,  you  would  do  little  good,  and 
only  bore  the  folks  assembled  there. 
But  so  it  is.     With    those    fellow- 
Christians  who  have  been  just  saving 
"  Amen  "  to  your  prayers,  you  nave 
scarcely  the  community  of  Charity. 
They  come,  you  don't  know  whence ; 
they  think  and  talk  you  don't  know 
what;  they  die,  and  you  don't  care, 
or  vice  versa.    They  answer  the  bell 
for  prayers  as  they  answer  tlie  bell 
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for  coals ;  hr^  eaauBdj  throe  miniitee 
in  the  day  you  all-  kneel  together  on 
one  carpet,--^  and,  the-  desires  and 
petitions  of  the  servants  and  masters 
over,  the  rite  called  family  worship  i» 
ended. 

Exeunt  servants,  save  those  two 
who  warm  the  newspaper,  administer 
the  mnffins,  and  serve  out  the  tea. 
Sir  Brian  raada  his  letterS)  and 
chumps  hi»  dry.  toast.  Ethel  wlii»i 
pers  to  her.  mother,  she  thinksEliaa  ia 
looking  very  ill.  Lady  Ann^  aaka, 
**  winch  is  EHza  ?  Is .  ite  the  womaD 
that  was  ill  before  they  left  towii>?  If 
she  is  ill,  Mrs.  Trotter  had  better  send 
her-  away,  Mrs.  Trotter  i»  only  a 
great  deal'  too  good-natured;  She  is 
always  keepine-  people  who  are  ilL" 
Then  her  Ladyship  begins  to  read 
the  Morning  Post,  and  glances  over 
die  names  of  the  peisons  who  were 

S resent  at  Baroness  Bosco^  ball,  and 
Irs.  Toddle  Tomj^g^s's  soir^  daok-. 
scmte  in  Belgrave  Square. 

"  Everylx)dy  was  tlKmy"  says 
BameS)  looking  over  from  hi»  mpen 

''But  who  is  Mrs.  Toddle  Tornp^ 
kyns^?''  asks  mamma.  **Who  ever 
heard  of  a  Mrsv  Toddle  T6mpicyna« 
What  do  •  people  mean  by  going  to 
such  a  person?"' 

"Lady  Popinjay  asked  die-  peo^ 
pie/*  Barnes  say*,  gravdy;  **The 
thing  wa»  really  d(X)sed<  well  done. 
The.  woman  looked  frightened ;  but 
she 's  pretty,  and  I-am  told  the  daueln 
terwill  have  a  great  lot  of  money. 

"  Is  she  pretty,  and'  didiyou  daaoB' 
with  her  ?  '^  asks  Ethel. 

"  Me  dance ! "  says  Mr.  Barnes. 
We  are  speaking  of  a  time  before 
Casinos  were,  and  when  •  the  British 
youth  were  by  no  means  so  aetiv^  in 
dancing  practice-  as  at  the  present' 
period.  Bame»  resumed  the  reading 
of  his  county  papery  but  presently 
laid  it  down,  with  an  exclamation  so 
brisk  and  loud  that  his  moth^  gave 
a  little  outcry,  and  even,  his  ikther 
looked  up  from  his  letters  to  ask  the 
meaning  of  an  oath  so  unexpected 
and  ungenteeL 

"  My  unete^  the  Cdoiiel  of  Seppys^ 


aod  his  fonlable  son-  have'beeir  paying 
a  visit  to  Newoome^  -^  that 's  the  newsr 
which  I  have  the  pleasure  to  announoQ 
to  yon,"  aays  Mr.  Barnes^ 

"  You  are  always  sneering  about 
our  uncle,"  breaks  in  Ethel,  widi 
impetuous  voice,  "  and  saying  unkind 
things  about.  CUve.  Our.  uncle  is  a 
dear  good  kind  man,  and  I  love 
him.  He  oameto  Brighton  to  aee  us, 
and'  wenlr  out  every,  day  for  houra 
and  honm  wdth  Alfred;  and;  Cltve^ 
too,  dreiK  pioturea  for  hinu  And  he 
ia  goody  and  kind/  and  generous,  aod 
honest  as  hiaifather«  AndBaraea  i» 
always  apeaking:  ill<of  himbebund.  hit 
back." 

'^  And  hisiannit  iMs  very  nice.  lodg« 
ines,  and  ia.  altoge&er  ai  most  destv- 
atue  acquaintance,"  a^ys-Mr.  Baraea. 
''  What  a  shamei'  it.  is. that  we- have 
not  cultivated  that;  branchr  of.  the 
fomily  1 " 

*<  My  dear  i«Uow>'*  criess  Sir  Brians 
"  1  have  no  doubt  Miss  Heneyman  ia 
a. most  respectable  person^.  Nothing 
is  so  ungenerous-  as  to  cebuke  a  gem 
tleman  or  a  lady  on.  aocount  of  tib^eir 
poverty,  and J.ooineide.with  Ethel  in 
thinking  that  you  speak  of  your  uncle 
and  his^  son  in. terms-  which,  to  say> 
Ac  least,  are  disresp«etfal«" 

"  Miss  Hbneyman  is.  a<  dear  little 
old  woman,"  breaks  in  £th<^.  "  Was 
not  she  kind  to.  Alf)red,  niAmm^  a^ 
did  not  she  make  him.  nice  jelly  ? 
And  a.  I>octor!  of  Divinity— -yom 
k«ow.  cube's  grandfather  wa^  a:  Doe* 
tor*  of'  Bivinity,  mamma,  there's  « 
pieture  of  him  in  a  inig-~^is  just  as 
good.asa  banker,  you  know  he  is." 

"I>id  yon  bring  some  of  Miss 
H<meyman's  lodging-house  card»  with 
you,  Ethel^  1 "  si^s  her  brothcT,  "  and 
had  we  not  better  hang  up  one  or  two 
in  Lombard  Street ;  hers  and  our 
other  relation's,  Mrs.  Ma^on  ?  " 

"  My  darling  love,,  who  is  Mrs. 
Muson  ?  "  asks  Lady  Ann. 

"Another  member  of  the  family^ 
ma'am.    She  was  cousin — " 

**  ^e  was  no  such  thing,  sir,"  roars 
Sir  Brian^ 

<*8he  was.  mbtbro^  and.honseroitiA 
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of  m^  gimdfkthQr  during  his  first 
marriage.  She  acted,  I  believe,  as 
dry  nurse  to  the  distinguished  Colonel 
of  Sepoys,  my  uncle.  She  has  retired 
into  private  life  in  her  native  town  of 
Newcome,  and  occupies  her  latter 
days  by  the  management  c^  a  mangle. 
The  Colonel  and  young  pothouse 
have  gone  down  to  spend  &&w  days 
with  their  elderly  relative.  It's  all 
here  in  the  paper,  by  Jove;'*  Mr. 
Barnes  clenched  his  iisti  and  stamped 
upon  the  newspaper  with  much  ener- 

"And  so  they  aiiould  go  down,  and 
see  hfVp  and  so  thA-  Cohmel  should 
love  his  nurse,,  and  not  forget  his  re- 
latiMifl  i£  thcj  areold  and  poor,"  cries 
Ethely  with-  a-  flush  on-  her  face,  and 
teazs  starting  into- her  eyed. 

"  Hear  what  the  Newoome  papers- 
say  about  it/'  shrieks  out  Mr.  Barnes, 
his  voioe^  quivering,  his  little  eyesr 
flashing  oat  scorn.  ''  It 's  in  both  the 
papers,-  I  dare  say.  It  will  be  in  the 
Times  to-morro w>  By  — ^,  it 's  de- 
U'^htful.  Oar  paper  only  mentions 
the  gratifying  circumstance ;  here  is 
the  paragraph:  'Lieutenant^Colonel 
^fewcome,  C«Bi.,  a  distinguished  In- 
dian-  ofKcer,  and  elder  brother  of  our 
respeeted  townsman  andr^reaenta- 
tive^  Sir  Brian  Newcome^Bart,  has 
been,  staying,  for  the  last  weekat  the 
**  King's  Arms,"  in-  our  city.  He 
has  be6Q  viated  by  the  principal  in- 
habitants and  leading  gentlemen  of 
Newceoie^anddias-OQme  among. U8,as 
we  undeFstasdy  in  order  to  pass  a  few 
days  with  an  elderly  relative,  who  has 
been  living  for  maH^  years  past  in 
great  retirement  in  this  place.' 

"  Well,  I  see  no  great  harm  in  that 
patBgraph/'  says  S&Brian.  "  Lwish 
my  brother  had  gone  ta  the  'l^buek,' 
and  not  to  the  '  King^a  Arms/  aa  the 
'  Roebuclt'  is  OQF  house ;  but  hecould 
not  be  expected  to  know  much  about 
the  Newcome  inns,  as  he  is  a  new 
comer  himself.  And  I  think  it  was 
very  right,  for  the  people  to-call  on 
him." 

"Now  hear  what  thei Independent 
wys,.  and.  set  if  ypiic  like-  that,  sir," 


eries  Barnes,  grinning  fiercely ;.  and 
he  began  to  read,  as  follows  :  — 

"  'Mr.  Independent,  —  I  was  bom 
and  bred  a  Screwcomite,  and  am  nat- 
urally  fond  of  everybody/  and  everything 
which   bears  the    revered    name   of 
Screwcome.    I  am  a  Briton  and  a 
man,  though  I  have  not  the  honor  of 
a  vote  for  my  native  borough ;  if  I 
had,  you  may  be  sure  I  would  give 
it  to  oar  admired  and  talented  repre- 
sentative,, Don  Pomposo  Lickspittle 
;  Grindpauper,  Poor  House,  Agincourt, 
I  Screwcome,  whose  ancestors  fought- 
'With  Julius  Cffisar  against  William 
ithe  Conqueror,  and  whose  father  cer- 
jtainly  wielded  a  doth -yard  shafi  in 
tiondbn  not  fifty  years  ago. 

" '  Don  Pomposo,  as  you  know, 
seldom  favors  the  town  of  Screwcome 
with  a  visit.  Oar  gentry  are  not  of 
ancient  birth  eaovigh  to  be  welcome  to 
a  Lady  Screwcome.  Our  mianufac- 
turers  make  their  money  by  trade. 
0,  fie !  how  can  it  be  supposed  that 
such  vulgarians  should  oe  received 
among  the  aristocratic  society  of  Screw- 
come House  ?  Two  balls  in  the  sea- 
son, and  ten  dozen  of  gooseberry,  are 
enoi^h  for  tAiem.' " 

"  It 's  that  scoundrel  Parrot,"  burst 
out  Sir  Brian ;  "  beeause  I  would  n't 
have  any  more  wine  of  him.  No,  it 't* 
Vidler,  the  apothecary.  By  Heavens ! 
Lady  Ann,  I  told  you  it  would  bo  so. 
Why  did  n't  you  ask  the  Miss  Vidlers 
to  your  ball?" 

"  Thev  were  on  the  list,"  cries  Lady 
Ann,  "  three  of  them;  I  did  everything 
I  could;  I  consulted  Mh  Vidler  for 
poor  Alfred^  and  he  actually  stopped 
and  saw  the  dear  child  take  the  physic. 
Why  were  they  not  asked  to  *  the 
ball?  "  cries  her  Ladyship,  bewildered ; 
"1  declare  to  gracious  goodness  I 
don't  know." 

"Barnes  scratched  their  names,"^ 
cries  Ethel,  "  out  of  the  list,  mamma. 
You  know  you  did,. Barnes ;  you  said 
you  had  gallipots  enough." 

« I  don't  think;  it  is  like  Vidler's 
writing,"  said  Mr.  Barnes;  pXirhaps 
willine  to  turn  the  conversation.  "I 
tlunk  It  must  bethAt  villain  Dntf,  the 
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baker,  who  made  the  song  about  us  at 
the  last  election  ;  but  hear  the  rest  of 
the  paragraph/'  and  he  continued  to 
read :  — 

'**The  Screwcomites  are  at  this 
moment  favored  with  a  visit  from  a 
gentleman  of  the  Screwcome  family, 
who,  having  passed  all  his  life  abrocui, 
is  somewhat  different  from  his  rela- 
tives, whom  we  all  so  hoe  and  honor  I 
This  distinguished  gentleman,  this 
gallant  soldier,  has  come  among  us, 
not  merely  to  see  our  manufactures,— 
in  which  Screwcome  can  vie  with  any 
city  in  the  North, —  but  an  old  servant 
and  relation  of  his  family,  whom  he 
is  not  above  recognizing ;  who  nursed 
him  in  his  early  days ;  who  has  been 
living  in  her  native  place  for  many 
years,    supported    by    the   generous 

bounty  of  Colonel  N .   The  gallant 

officer,  accompanied  by  his  son,  a  fine 
youth,  has  taken  repeated  drives  round 
onr  beautiful  environs  in  one  of  Friend 
Taplow's  (of  the  *  King's  Anns')  open 

drags,and  accompanied  by  Mrs.  M 

now  an  aged  lady,  who  speaks,  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  of  the  goodness  and 
gratitude  of  her  gallant  soldier  ! 

"  *  One  day  last  week  they  drove  to 
Screwcome  House.  Will  it  be  believed 
that,  though  the  house  is  only  four 
miles  distant  from  our  city, —  though 
Don  Pomposo's  family  have  inhabited 
it  these  twelve  years  for  four  or  five 

months  every  year, —  Mrs.  M saw 

her  cousin's  house  for  the  first  time ; 
never  set  her  eyes  upon  those  gran- 
dees except  in  public  places,  since  the 
day  when  they  honorea  the  codnty  by 
purchasing  the  estate  which  they  own? 

"  *  I  have,  as  I  repeat,  no  vote  for 
the  borough,  but  if  I  had,  O,  would 
n't  I  show  m^  respectful  gratitude  at 
the  next  election,  and  plump  for  Pom- 
poso !  I  shall  keep  my  eye  upon  him, 
and  am,  Mr.  Independent, 

"  *  Your  Constant  Reader, 

"'Peeping  Tom.'" 


ft 


The  spirit  of  radicalism  abroad  in 
this  country/'  said  Sir  Brian  New- 
come,  crushing  his  eggshell  despe- 
rately, "  is  dreadful,  really  dreadful. 


We  are  on  the  edge  of  a  positive  vol- 
cano." Down  went  the  egg-spoon 
into  its  crater.  "  The  worst  senti- 
ments are  everywhere  publicly  advo- 
cated ;  the  licentiousness  of  the  press 
has  reached  a  pinnacle  which  men- 
aces us  with  ruin;  there  is  no  law 
which  these  shameless  newspapers  re- 
spect; no  rank  which  is  safe  from 
their  attacks  ;  no  ancient  landmark 
which  the  lava  flood  of  democracy 
does  not  threaten  to  overwhelm  and 
destroy." 

"  When  I  was  at  Spielberg,"  Barnes 
Newcome  remarked  kindly,  "I  saw 
three  long-bearded,  putty-faced  black- 
guards pacin'  up  and  down  a  little 
court-yard,  and  Count  Kettenheimer 
told  me  they  were  three  danmed  edi- 
tors of  Milanese  newspapers,  who  had 
had  seven  years  of  imprisonment  al- 
ready; and  last  year  when  Ketten- 
heimer came  to  shoot  at  Newcome,  I 
showed  him  that  old  thief,  old  Batters, 
the  proprietor  of  the  Independent,  and 
Potts,  his  infernal  ally,  driving  in  a 
dog-cart ;  and  I  said  to  him,  *  Ketten- 
heimer, I  wish  we  had  a  place  where 
we  could  lock  up  some  of  our  infernal 
radicals   of   the  press,   or  that  you 
could  take  off  those  two  villains  to 
Spielberg  ' ;  and  as  we  were  passin',' 
that  internal  Potts  burst  out  laughin* 
in  my  face,  and  cut  one  of  my  point- 
ers   over    the  head  with  his  whip. 
We  must  do  something  ynth.  that  In- 
dependent, sir." 

"  We  must,"  says  the  father,  sol- 
emnly, "we  must  put  it  down, 
Barnes ;  we  must  put  it  down." 

"  I  think/'  says  Barnes,  "  we  had 
best  give  the  railway  advertisements 
to  Batters." 

"  But  that  makes  the  man  of  the 
Sentinel  so  angry,"  says  the  elder  per- 
secutor of  the  press. 

"Then  let  us  give  Tom  Potts 
some  shootin'  at  any  rate ;  the  ruf- 
fian is  always  poachin'  about  our  cov- 
ers as  it  is.  Speers  should  be  written 
to,  sir,  to  keep  a  lookout  upon  Bat- 
ters and  that  villain  his  accomplice, 
and  to  be  civil  to  them,  amd  that  sort 
of  thing ;  and,  damn  it  I  to  be  dowq 
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upon  them  whenever  he  sees  the  op- 
portunity." 

Daring  the  above  conspiracy  for 
bribing  or  crashing  the  independence 
of  a  great  organ  of  British  opinion. 
Miss  Ethel  Newcome  held  her  tongue ; 
but  when  her  papa  closed  the  conver- 
sation by  announcing  solemnly  that 
he  would  communicate  with  Speers, 
Ethel,  turning*  to  her  mother,  said, 
"  Mamma,  is  it  true  that  grandpapa 
has  a  relation  living  at  Newcome  who 
is  old  and  poor  ?  " 

**'  My  darling  child,  how  on  earth 
should  I  know  ?  "  says  Lady  Ann. 
**  I  dare  say  Mr.  Newcome  had  plenty 
of  poor  relations." 

"I  am  sure  some  on  your  side, 
Ann,  have  been  good  enough  to  visit 
me  at  the  bank/'  said  Sir  Brian,  who 
thought  his  wife's  ejaculation  was  a 
reflection  upon  his  family,  whereas  it 
was  the  statement  of  a  simple  fact  in 
Natural  History.  "  This  person  was 
no  relation  of  my  father's  at  all. 
She  was  remotely  connected  with  his 
first  wife,  I  believe.  She  acted  as  ser- 
vant to  him,  and  has  been  most  hand- 
somely  pensioned  by  the  Colonel." 

"  Who  went  to  her,  like  a  kind, 
dear,  good,  brave  uncle  as  he  is," 
cried  Ethel;  **the  very  day  I  go  to 
Newcome  I  '11  go  to  see  ber."  She 
caught  a  look  of  negation  in  her 
father's  eye,  "  I  will  go,  —  that  is  if 
papa  will  give  me  leave,"  says  Miss 
Etnel. 

"By  Gad,  sir,"  says  Barnes,  "I 
think  it  is  the  very  best  thing  she 
could  do ;  and  the  best  way  of  doing 
it,  Ethel  can  go  with  one  of  the  boys 
and  take  Mrs.  Whatdoyoucsdlem  a 
gown,  or  tract,  or  that  sort  of  thing, 
and  stOD  that  infernal  Independents 
mouth. 

"  If  we  had  gone  sooner,"  said 
Miss  Ethel,  simply,  "  there  would 
not  have  been  all  tMa  abuse  of  as  in 
the  paper."  To  which  statement  her 
worldly  f&ther  and  brother  perforce 
agreeing,  we  may  congratulate  good 
old  Mrs.  Mason  upon  the  new  and 
polite  acquaintances  she  is  about  to 
make. 

6» 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THB    OLD    LADIES. 

The  above  letter  and  conversatioa 
will  show  what  our  active  Colonel's 
movements  and  history  had  been  since 
the  last  chapter  in  which  they  were  re- 
corded. He  and  Clive  took  the  Liver- 
pool mail,  and  travelled  from  Liverpool 
to  Newcome  with  a  post-chaise  and  a 
pair  of  horses,  which  landed  them  at 
the  "  King's  Arms."  The  Colonel  de- 
lighted in  post-chaising,  —  the  rapid 
transit  through  the  country  amused 
him  and  cheered  his  spirits.  Besides, 
had  he  not  Dr.  Johnson's  word  for  it, 
that  a  swift  journey  in  a  post-chaise  was 
one  of  the  greatest  enjoyment  in  life, 
and  a  sojourn  in  a  comfortable  inn  one 
of  its  chief  pleasures  ?  In  travelling 
he  was  as  happy  and  noisy  as  a  boy. 
He  talked  to  the  waiters,  and  made 
friends  with  the  landlord ;  got  all  the 
information  which  he  could  gather  re- 
garding the  towns  into  which  he  came ; 
and  drove  about  from  one  sight  or  curi- 
osity to  another  with  indefatigable 
good-humor  and  interest.  It  was  good 
for  Clive  to  see  men  and  cities ;  to 
visit  mills,  manufactories,  country- 
seats,  cathedrals.  He  asked  a  hun- 
dred questions  regarding  all  things 
round  about  him ;  and  any  one  caring 
to  know  who  Thomas  Newcome  was, 
and  what  his  rank  and  business,  found 
no  difficulty  in  having  his  questions 
answered  by  the  simple  and  kindly 
traveller. 

Mine  host  of  the  "  King's  Arms," 
Mr.  Taplow  aforesaid,  knew  in  five 
minutes  who  his  guest  was,  and  the 
errand  on  which  he  came.  Was-not 
Colonel  Newcome's  name  painted  on 
all  his  trunks  and  boxes  ?  Was  not 
his  servant  ready  to  answer  all  ques- 
tions regarding  the  Colonel  and  his 
son  ?  Newcome  pretty  generally  in- 
troduced Clive  to  my  landlord,  when 
the  latter  brought  his  guest  his  bottle 
of  wine.  With  old-fashioned  cordial- 
ity, the  Colonel  would  bid  the  land- 
lord drink  a  glass  of  his  own  liquor, 
and    seldom  failed   to  say  to  him. 

This  is  my  son,  sir.   We  are  travel* 
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ling  together.  t»  see  tbie  countxy. 
Eveiy  English  gentleman  should  see 
his  own  country  first,  before  he  goes 
abroad,  as  we  intend  to  do  afterwards, 
--  to  make  the  Grand  Tonr^  And  I 
will  thank  yon  to  tell  me.  what. there 
is  remarkaUe  in  yonr  t«wii,aiid.whflj| 
we  ought  to  seet,  -^  antiquities,  maou-' 
factuj^  and.  seats  ia  thai. neighbor- 
hood. We  wish  to  t  see  eyerything, 
sir, -^  everythifig/^  Elajborate.  duiries 
of 'these  homa,  tours -are  still  extant,  in 
Clivers  boyish  manu£erip|t  and;  the 
Colonel's  dashing  >  hAodwritiogv--' 
quaint  records  of  places  visited,!  sAd 
i4armu]g  acoonols  of  ina. bills  paidi 

So  l£.  Taplow>  knew.  ip.  fiye  mijB^ 
ules  that  his  guest  was.at.bvotharo£i 
Sir  Brian,  their  Member ;  and  saw-  the; 
npte  de«>atehed  b}[  anostler.to. ."  Mxa^ 
Sarah  MmsoRy  Jubilae  Bow/'  umomti 
cing  that  the.  Oolonel  'had  jarrived,.  and 
would  be  with  hep  after:  his  duBaier4 
Mr.  Tai^ow  did  not  think  fit  to  tell  i 
his  guest  that  thehowe  Sir  Briai^ 
used  —-  the  "  Bhie.  House.'*  —-was  the 
"Roebuck," not  the  "King's  Arms." 
Might  not  the.geailemAn  be  of  differ- 
ent politics?  Mr,  TaphMw'a  wine 
knew.  none. 

Some  of  the  jolliest.felhKws  ioall 
Newcome  use  thb  Boscawen.  Room  at 
the  "  King's  Arms  "  aa  their  club^  and  < 
pass  numberless  merry,  eveningp  and 
crack  countless  jokes  there. 

Dnff>  the  baker ;  old  Mr.  Yidler, 
when  he  can  get  aaray  from  his< 
medical  labors  (and  his  hand  shakes* 
it  must  be.  owned,  very  much  now>  and 
his  nose  is  very  red) ;  Pi«rrot^  the  auc- 
tioneer ;  ajad  'that  amusing  dog,  Tom: 
Potts,  the  talen:ted  reporter  of  the 
Independent^  -^  were  pretty  constant 
attendants  at  the  "  King's  Arms/'; 
and  Colonel  NeiKcome's  dinner  was 
not  over  before  some  of:  the  gentle- 
men knew'  what,  dishes  he  had  had ; 
how  he  had  called  for  a .  botti^;  of 
sherry  and  a  bott^,  of  c)aret»  like-  a 
gentleman ;  how  he  had  paid  the 
post-boys,  and '  travelled  with  a  ser- 
vant, like  a  top-sawyer ;  and .  that 
he  was  come  to  shake  hands  with. 
'^  old   nurse  and  relatiare  of,  hjs 


fawilyv.    Byenr,  one',  of.'  thosr  poHy\* 
Britons  thought  well  of  the  CoIon«I: 
for  his  afi^M^tionatenes8  and  liberaUl^, 
and.  contrasted  at  with  the  behavior  of 
the  Toiy  Baconet,  -^  theix>  lepiesent- 
a;tive. 

HiA-arriTal  made  a  sensation  in  the. 
plafie.    The  Blue.  Qub  ai.the  "  Roe- 
buck "  discussed  it„as;  well  as  the  un- 
compromising Lihecals-atihe."  King's : 
Arms*"     Mxi    Speers,.  Sir:  Brian's 
a^nty.did  not  know  howvto^act,  and: 
advised  Sir  Brian  by  the  next  night's , 
masU.  The*  Reverend  Dj*.  Bulders, 
tbci  rector*  left  his  card. . 
.    Meanid^leit  .was^not  gain  or  bnsi' 
ness,  but  only  love.  and.  g^alUude, . 
whi^  brought  ThMaas  Newcome- to 
hps  Other's  native  town.  Their  dinner, 
osrer*  a^vay  went  th^  Coloneland  -CUve^ . 
glided  by  the  ostler,  their  i  previo«iS: 
messenger*  to  the.  humble,  little  tenor 
ment  which  Thomas  Ji^ewcome's  ear? 
liest  friend  inhabited.    The  ^ood .  o]d 
womao:  put .  her  spectscles  into  heri 
Bible,  and  fiung  .herself  into  her  boy's 
arms,  —  her  boy-.  who<  was  mpnevthan : 
fi4y  years  old..    She  embraced  Clive. 
still  more  eagwrly  and  frequently-  than : 
she  kissed  his.  falher*    She  did  not 
know  her  Ck)l<Miel  with. them  whiskers^. 
Glive  was  the  very  picture  of  the  dear- 
boy- as  hs.  had. left  her  almost  twor 
seoice  years  ago^.  And  as  fondly  as> 
she  huY^  on  the  boyv  her  memoiy  had. 
eyer  clung  round    that .  early,  time 
when  they  were  together.    The  good 
89ul  told  endless  tales:Of  her  darling's 
chiMhoodf.  his    frolics- and.  beaiay. 
Torday  was  uneertaia  to.  her,  but  th^ 
past  w»B  still  bright  and  clears    As 
they  sat  pratthng  together  oyer  thOi 
bright  :tea-table,  attended  by  the  trim ; 
little  msid,  whose  services  the  Ck>lo- 
nel's  bounty  secured  for  his  old  nurse, . 
the  kind  old  creature  insisted  on  hav- 
iiig  Clive  by  her  side.      Again  and 
again  she  would  think  he^was  aetnaUy 
her  own  boy,  focgetting,  in  that  sweet : 
and   pious    haUncination»    that-  the 
bronzed  face,  and  thinned  hair,  and.- 
melancholy  eyes  of  the.  veteran-  before  ; 
her  were  thpse  of  her  nursling  of  old 
days.    So  for  near  half  the  spaQo.of . 
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man's  allotted  lift  be  had  been  absent 
from  her,  and  day  and  night  wher< 
ever  he  was,  in  sickness  or  health,  in 
sorrow  or  danger,  her  innocent  love 
andpraj^eis  had  attended  the  absent 
darling.  Not  in  vain,  net  in  vato, 
does  be  live  whoso  course  is  so  be* 
friended.  Let  ns  be  thankfnl  for  oar 
race,  as  w&  think  of  the  love  that 
blesses  some  of  us.  Surely  it  has 
flometbing  of  Heaven  in  it,  .aiid'  an- 
gels celestial  •  may,  n^oioe  in  it>  and 
admire  it.. 

Having;  ra>thing  whatever  to  do,  oar 
Colonera  movements-  are  of  course 
exceedingly  rapid,  and' he  has  the< 
very  shortisst-  time  to  spend-  in  any 
single. pjafie^  He  can  spare,  but  thaU 
evening,  Saturdayi  aad  the  next  day> 
Sanday^  when  he  wiU  faithfully  ao 
company  his  dear  old  nnrseto  church; 
And  what  afestivai  is  that  day  for  her, 
when  she  has  hiar>  Colonel  and  that 
beautifiil  brilliant  boy  of  his  by.  her 
side,  and  Mr.  Hicks,  the  curate,  look-^ 
ing.  at  him»  and  the  venerable  Dr. 
Bidders  Imnself  eying,  him  from*  the 
pulpit,  and  all  the  neighbors  flutter^^ 
ing  and  whispering,  to  be  sufe,  who' 
can  be  that  fine  military  gentleman 
and  that  splendid' young  man  sitting 
by  old' Mrs.  Mason,>and  leading  her 
80  affectionately  out  of  church^  That 
Saturday  and  Sunday  the  Colonel 
will  pass  with  good  old  Mason,  but: 
on  Monday  he  most-  be  off;  on 
Tuesday  he  must  be  in  London,  he 
has  important  business  in  London^  -*- 
in  faotf  Tom  Hamilton,  of 'his  regi- 
ment, cornea  up>  for  eleetion  at  the 
"  Oriental,''  on  that  day,  and  on  snob 
an  occasion  coald-  Thomas-  Keweome 
be  absent  ?  .  He  drives  away  from  the 
''Kind's  Arms,"  through  a  row  of 
smirkmg  chambermaids,  smiling  wait- 
ers, and  IhankfiilostleiB,  aooompanied 
to  the  poflt^shaiBei  of  which-  the  ob^ 
seqnions  Taplow  shntB  the  door,  and 
the  fioscawen  Room  pronounces  him 
that  night  to  be  a  trump ;  and  the 
whole  of  the  busy  town,  ere  the  next 
day  is  over,  has  heard  of  his  com- 
ing and  departure,  praised  his  kindli'- 
ness  and  g^erouty,  and 'no  doubt 


contrasted  it  with  the  different  behav- 
ior of  the  Baronet,  his  brother,  who 
has  gone  for  some  time  by  the  igno- 
minious sobriquet  of  Screwcome,  in 
the  neighborhood  of  lus  ancestral 
hall. 

Dear  old  nurse  Mason  will  have  a 
score  of  visits  to  make  and  to  receive, 
at  all  of  which  you  may  be  sure  that 
triumphal  advent  of  the  Colonel's 
will  be  discussed  and  admired.  Mrs. 
Mason  will  show  her  beautiful  new 
India  shawl,  and  her  splendid  Bible 
with  the  lar|^  print,  and  the  affection- 
ate: inscriptiou'  from  Thomas  New- 
come-to  his  dearest  old  friend  ;  hier  lit- 
tle maid  will  exhibit  her  new  gown  ; 
the  curate  will  see  the  Bible,  and  Mrs. 
Bnlders  wiU  admir6  the  shawl ;  and 
the  old  friends-  and  humble  compan- 
ions of  the  good  old  lady,  as  they 
take  their  Sunday  walks  by.  the  pom- 
pous- lodge-gates  of  Keweome  Park, 
which  stand,  with  the  Baronet's  new- 
fangled araos  over- them,  gilded,  and 
filigreed,  and  barred,  will  tell  their 
stories,  too»  about  the  kind  Colonel 
and  his  hard  brother.  When  did  Sir 
Brian  ever  visit  ■  &  poor  old  woman's 
pottage,  or  his  bailiff  exempt  from  the 
rent?  What  good  action,  except  a 
few  thin  blankets  and  beggarly  coal 
andfionp  tickets,  did  Newcome  Park 
ever  do-  for  the  poor?  And  as 
for  the  Oolonel's  wealth>  Lord  bless 
you^  he's  been  in  India  these  five- 
and  -  thirty  years  ;  the  Baronet's 
money  is  a  drop  in  the  sea  to  his. 
The  Colonel  is  the > kindest,  the  best, 
the  richest  of  mem  These  facts  and 
opinions,  donbtless,  inspired  the  elo- 
quent pen  of  "  Peeping  Tom^^'  when 
he  indited  the  sarcastic  epistle  to  the 
Newcome  Independent,  which  we  pe- 
rused over  Sir  Brian  Neweome's 
shoulder  in  the  last  chapter.- 

And  you  may  be  sure  Thomas  K'ew- 
come  had  not  been  many  weeks  in 
England  before  good  little  Miss  Hon- 
eymauj  at  Brighton,  was  favored  with 
a  visit  from  hw  dear  Colonel.  The 
envious  Gawler,  scowling  out  of  his 
bow-windowy  where  the  fly-blown 
cavd  stiU  prodiaimed  thathis  lod^igs 
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were  unoccupied,  had  the  mortifica- 
tion to  behold  a  yellow  post-chaise 
drive  up  to  Miss  Honeyraan's  door, 
and,  having  discharged  two  gentle- 
men from  within,  trot  away  with  ser- 
vant and  baggage  to  some  house  of 
entertainment  other  than  Gawler's. 
Whilst  this  wretch  was  cursing  his 
own  ill  fate,  and  execrating  yet  more 
deeply  Miss  Honey  man's  better  for- 
tune, the  worthy  little  lady  was  treat- 
ing her  Colonel  to  a  sisterly  embrace 
and  a  solemn  reception.  Hannah, 
the  faithful  housekeeper,  was  present- 
ed, and  had  a  shake  of  the  hand.  The 
Colonel  knew  all  about  Hannah  :  ere 
he  had  been  in  England  a  week,  a 
basket  containing  pots  of  jam  of  her 
confection,  and  a  tongue  of  Hannah's 
curing,  had  arrived  for  the  Colonel. 
That  very  night  when  his  servant 
had  lodged  Colonel  Newcome's  ef- 
fects at  the  neighboring  hotel,  Han- 
nah was  in  possession  of  one  of  the 
Colonel's  shirts,  she  and  her  mistress 
having  previously  conspired  to  make 
a  dozen  of  those  garments  for  the 
family  benefactor. 

All  the  presents  which  Newcome 
had  ever  transmitted  to  his  sister-in- 
law  from  India  had  been  taken  out  of 
the  cotton  and  lavender  in  which  the 
faithful  creature  kept  them.  It  was  a 
fine  hot  day  in  June,  but  I  promise 
you  Miss  Honeyman  wore  her  blaz- 
ing scarlet  Cashmere  shawl ;  her 
great  brooch,  representing  the  Taj  of 
Agra,  was  in  ner  collar:  and  her 
bracelets  (she  used  to  say,  "I  am 
given  to  understand  they  are  called 
bangles,  my  dear,  by  the  natives  ") 
decorated  the  sleeves  round  her  lean 
old  hands,  which  trembled  with  pleas- 
ure as  they  received  the  kind  grasp  of 
the  Colonel  of  colonels.  How  busy 
those  hands  had  been  that  morning  ! 
What  custards  they  had  whipped !  — 
what  a  triumph  of  pie-crusts  they  had 
achieved  !  Before  Colonel  Newcome 
had  been  ten  minutes  in  the  house, 
the  celebrated  veal-cutlets  made  their 
appearance.  Was  not  the  whole 
house  adorned  in  expectation  of  his 
coming  ?     Had  not  Mr.  Kuhn,  the 


affable  foreign  gentleman  of  the  first* 
floor  lodgers,  prepared  a  French  dish  '* 
Was  not  Sally  on  the  lookout,  and 
instructed  to  put  the  cutlets  on  the 
fire  at  the  very  moment  when  the 
Colonel's  carriage  drove  up  to  her 
mistress's  door  ?  The  good  woman's 
eyes  twinkled,  the  kind  old  hand  and 
voice  shook,  as,  holding  up  a  bright 
glass  of  Madeira,  Miss  Honeyman 
drank  the  Colonel's  health.  "  I  prom- 
ise you,  my  dear  Colonel,"  says  she, 
nodding  her  head,  adorned  with  a 
bristling  superstructure  of  lace  and 
ribbons,  "  I  promise  you  that  I  can 
drink  your  health  in  good  wine  I " 
The  wme  was  of  his  own  sending, 
and  so  were  the  China  fire-screens, 
and  the  sandalwood  work-box,  and 
the  ivory  card-case,  and  those  mag- 
nificent pink  and  white  chessmen, 
carved  like  little  sepoys  and  manda- 
rins, with  the  castles  on  elephants' 
backs,  George  the  Third  and  his 
Queen  in  pink  ivory,  against  the  Em- 
peror of  China  and  lady  in  white,  — 
the  delight  of  Clive's  childhood,  the 
chief  ornament  of  the  old  spinster's 
sitting-room. 

Miss  Honeyman's  little  feast  was 
pronounced  to  be  the  perfection  of 
cookery;  and,  when  the  meal  was 
over,  came  a  noise  of  little  feet  at  the 
parlor  door,  which  being  opened, 
there  appeared  :  first,  a  tall  nurse, 
with  a  dancing  baby;  second  and 
third,  two  little  girls  with  little  frocks, 
little  trousers,  long  ringlets,  blue 
eyes,  and  blue  ribbons  to  match  ; 
fourth,  Master  Alfred,  now  quite  re- 
covered from  his  illness,  and  holding 
by  the  hand,  fifth,  Miss  Ethel  New- 
come,  blushing  like  a  ro8» 

Hannah,  grinning,  acted^as  mis- 
tress of  the  ceremonies,  calling  out 
the  names  of"  Miss  Newcomes,  Master 
Newcomes,  to  see  the  Colonel,  if  yoa 
please,  ma'am,"  bobbing  a  courtesy, 
and  giving  a  knowing  nod  to  Master 
Clive,  as  she  smoothed  her  new  silk 
apron.  Hannah,  too,  was  in  new  at- 
tire, all  crisp  and  rustling,  in  the 
Colonel's  honor.  Miss  Ethel  did  not 
cease  blushing  as  she  advanced  lo- 
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wards  her  nncle  ;  anel  the  honest 
campaigner  stsu'ted  up,  blushing  too. 
Mr.  Olive  rose  also,  as  little  Alfred, 
of  whom  he  was  a  great  friend,  ran 
towards  him.  Olive  rose,  laughed, 
nodded  at  Ethel,  and  ate  gingerbread 
nuts  all  at  the  same  time.  As  for 
^Jolonel  Thomas  Newcome  and  his 
niece,  they  fell  in  love  with  each 
other  instantaneously,  like  Prince 
Oamaralzaman  and  the  Princess  of 
Ohina. 

I  have  turned  away  one  artist :  the 
poor  creature  was  utterly  incompe- 
tent to  'depict  the  sublime,  graceral, 
and  pathetic  personages  aod  events 
with  which  this  history  will  most  as- 
suredly abound,  and  I  doubt  whether 
even   the  designer   engaged    in    his 

Slace  can  make  such  a  portrait  of 
[iss  Ethel  Newcome  Its  shall  satisfy 
her  friends  and  her  own  sense  of 
justice.  That  blush  which  we  have 
indicated  he  cannot  render.  How 
are  you  to  copy  it  with  a  steel  point 
and  a  ball  of  printers'  ink  ?  That 
kindness  which  lights  up  the 
Oolonel's  eyes ;  gives  an  expression 
to  the  very  wrinkles  round  about 
them ;  shines  as  a  halo  round  his 
face,  —  what  artist  can  paint  it  ?  The 
painters  of  old,  when  they  portrayed 
sainted  personages,  were  fain  to  have 
recourse  to  compasses  and  gold-leaf, 
—  as  if  celestial  splendor  could  be 
represented  .by  Dutch  metal !  As 
our  artist  cannot  come  up  to  this 
task,  the  reader  will  be  pleased  to  let 
his  fancy  paint  for  itself  the  look  of 
courtesy  for  a  woman,  admiration  for 
a  young  beauty,  protection  for  an  in- 
nocent child,  all  of  which  are  ex- 
pressed upon  the  Oolonel's  kind  face, 
as  his  eyes  are  set  upon  Ethel  New- 
come. 

"  Mamma  has  sent  us  to  bid  yon 
welcome  to  England,  uncle,"  says 
Miss  Ethel,  advancing,  and  never 
thinking  for  a  moment  of  laying  aside 
that  fine  blush  which  she  brought  into 
the  room,  and  which  is  her  pretty 
symbol  of  youth  and  modesty  and 
beauty. 
He  took  a  little  slim  white  hand 


and  laid  it  down  on  his  brown  palm, 
where  it  looked  all  the  whiter :  he 
cleared  the  grizzled  mustachio  frx>m 
his  mouth,  and,  stooping  down,  he 
kissed  the  little  white  hand  with  a 
great  deal  of  grace  and  dignity. 
There  was  no  point  of  resemblance, 
and  yet  a  something  in  the  girl's 
look,  voice,  and  movements,  which 
caused  his  heart  to  thrill,  and  an  im- 
age out  of  the  past  to  rise  up  and 
salute  him.  The  eyes  which  had 
brightened  his  youth  (and  which  he 
saw  in  his  dreams  and  thoughts  ibr 
faithful  years  afterwards,  as  though 
they  looked  at  him  out  of  heaven) 
seemed  to  shine  upon  him  after  five- 
and- thirty  years.  He  remembered 
such  a  fair  bending  neck  and  cluster- 
ing hair,  such  a  light  foot  and  airy 
figure,  such  a  slim  hand  lying  in  his 
own,  —  and  now  parted  from  it  with 
a  gap  often  thousand  long  days  be- 
tween. It  is  an  old  saying,  that  we 
forget  nothing;  as  people  in  fever 
begin  suddenly  to  talk  the  language 
of  their  infancy ;  we  are  stricken  by 
memory  sometimes,  and  old  affections 
rush  back  on  us  as  vivid  as  in  the 
time  when  they  were  our  daily  talk, 
when  their  presence  gladdened  our 
eyes,  when  their  accents  thrilled  in 
our  ears,  when  with  passionate  tears 
and  grief  we  flung  ourselves  upon 
their  hopeless  corpses.  Parting  is 
death,  at  least  as  far  as  -life  is  con- 
cerned. A  passion  comes  to  an  end ; 
it  is  carried  off^  in  a  coffin,  or,  weep- 
ing in  a  post-chaise,  it  drops  out  of 
life  one  way  or  other,  and  the  earth- 
clods  clo!fe  over  it,  and  we  see  it  no 
more.  But  it  has  been  part  of  our 
souls,  and  it  is  eternal.  Does  a 
mother  not  love  her  dead  infant  ?  a 
man  his  lost  mistress  ?  with  the  fond 
wife  nestling  at  his  side,  —  yes,  with 
twenty  children  smiling  round  her 
knee.  No  doubt,  as  the  old  soldier 
held  the  girl's  hand  in  his,  the  little 
talisman  led  him  back  to  Hades,  and 

he  saw  Leonora 

"  How  do  you  do,  uncle  ?  "  say  girls 
Nos.  2  and  3,  in  a  pretty  little  infantile 
chorus.    He  drops  the  talisman,  he 
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is  back  in  common  life  again^  •^tfae 
dancing  baby  in  the  arms  of  the 
bobbing  nurse  babbles  a .  welcoiiie. 
Alfred  looks. np  for  a.  while  at  his 
uncle  in  the  whke  trousers,  and  then 
instantly  p^poses  that  Clsve  should 
make. him  somei drawings;  and  is  on 
his  knees  at. the  next.raonient.  He^ 
is  always  climbing  on  somebodt  or 
something,  or  winding  over  chairs, 
curling  through  banisters, ,  standing 
on  somebody's  head  os  his  owa  hea^ 
—  as  his  convaleseenee  adnranoes^  his, 
breakagea  are  fearfuL  Miss  Honej^" 
man  and  Hannah  will  talk  abou^  his 
dilapidations  for  years  after  the  little 
chap  has  le£t  them.  When .  he  is  a 
jolly  young  offioer  in*  the  Guards, 
and  comes  to  see  them  at  Brighton^ 
they  will  show  him  the<  blue  dragon 
Chayny  jar  on  which  he  would. sit, 
and  over  wJuch  he-  cried  so  fearfully 
upon  breaking. 

When  this  little  party  has  gpne  out 
smiling  to  take  its  walk  oa  the  sea-, 
•shore,  the  Colonel  sits,  down  and. re- 
sumes the  interrupted  dessert.  Miss 
Honeyman.  talks  of  the  children-  and 
their  mother^  and  the  merits  of  Mr. 
Kuhn,  and  the  beauty  of  Miss  £thel> 
glancing  significantly  towards  Cli^e, 
who  has  h»i  enough  of  gingerbread 
nuts  and  dessert  and  wine,  and  whose 
youthful  nose  is  by  this  tune  at  the 
window.  What  kind-hearted,  woman, 
yoang  or  old,,  does  not  love  match- 
making 1 

The  Colonel,  without  lifting  his 
eyes  from  the  table,  says,  "  she.  re- 
minds him  of  ^of  somebody  he  knew 
once." 

"  Indeed !  **  cries  Miss  Honeyman, 
and  thinks  Emma  must  have  altered 
very>  muchi  after  going  to  India,  for 
she  had  fair  haii;,  and  white  eye- 
laahesy  and  not  a  pnetty  foot  certain- 
ly,—  but,  my  dear  good  lady,  the 
Colonel  is  not  thinkmg  of  the  late 
Mrs.  Casey. 

He  has  taken  a  fitting  quantity  of 
the  Madeira,  the  artless  gjreeting  of 
the  people  here,  young  and  old»  has 
warmed  his  heart,  and  he  goes  up 
stairs  to  pay  a  visit .  to  his  «ister-in- 


livw)  tor  whom  he  makes  his  most 
courteous  bow  as.  becomes  a  lady  of 
her  rank.    .Kthel  takes  herplaee  quite, 
naturally  beside  hira  during  his  visit. 
Whfire .  did  he.  leank  those  fine,  man* 
nsrs  which  all  of  us  who  knew  hiu 
admiied  in  him  ?    He  had  a  natural 
simplicity,  aa  habitufll  pyactioe  of 
kind  and  generous  thoughts;  a  pave 
mind,' and  therefore  above  hypocriiiy^ 
and     affectadoay  —  perhaps  >    those 
French  people  with  whom  he  had 
beent  iBtiBiate<  in  euily  lile  h»A  im- 
parted 'to>  him  some  of  the  traditional  • 
graoesof  their M€t^<xwrj—>certainiy 
his  half-brothers  had  inherited,  none 
such.     "What  is  this: that  Barnes^ 
has  written  about  hisr  uiKde^  that  t^. 
Colonel .  is  -  ridicuk>ua  •?  ''    Lady  An& 
said    t»  her   daughter    that   night. 
"  Your  uncle  ifl  adoraUe.     I-  have; 
never <  seen    a'  morn   perfect .  grand  ■ 
Seigioeur.    He.  puts-  me-  in  mind  o£. 
my  grandfather^  though-  gsnind^pa's: 
grand   manner <  was- move  amdcial, 
and '  his  voice'  spoiled^  by. snu&'.    See 
the  Colonel.    He  smokes-  round  <the« 
^rden,  but  with  what  perfect .  grace  J 
This  is  the.  man»  Uncle  Hobson  and- 
your  poor  dear  papa- have:iepresen ted 
to  us .  as  a  species  of  beas  1    Mr.  New- 
come,  who- has  hisnaelf  the  ton  of  &. 
waiter  !      The    Colonel  i  ia   perfect. 
What  can  Baimes.mean  by  ridicul- 
ing him  ?    I.  wish.  Banes  had-  sueb- 
a  distinguished  air;    but  he  is-  likC' 
bis  poor  dear  papa.     Qim  vouleayveusy 
mj  love  ?    The  Neweomes  are  hon» 
orablQ,  the  Newcomes  are  wealthy ; 
bat  distinguished  ?  no»    I  never  de- 
luded my^i  with  that  notion  when 
J  married  your  poor  dear  papa.    At . 
onoe  I  pronounce  Colonel  Kewcome 
a  person-  to  be  in  every*  way  distin- 
guished by  us.    On  our  return  to^ 
London!  shall  present -him.  to  all  our 
family :  wor  good  man  1  let  him  see  - 
thathia  mmily  havesome  presentable 
relations  bemdes  those  whom  he  will 
meet-  at  Mrs.  Neweome's,  in-  Bfran^ 
stone  Squase.     You  must  go  tot  Bry-*  - 
anstone^  Sqnam  immediat^y  we  re- 
turn   to   l!x)ndon.      You  must  ask 
yoar.xoti9iiw.and  .theb  govemeto,  and 
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wewillgrretfaemaJittie^party^  Mrs. 
Newcomfi    is.  iasuppprta^e^   but  we 
must   aover    forsake    our   relativeSk 
Eth^.    Wiea yoiicoioie Q«t  vou  will 
have  to  diii*l;h«i«»  aodigato  her  balk 
£yer3r>  yoojig  lad/  ia.  yoiu:  pqsitioiv  m 
the  woorld  has  sacrifices  to  loafcoy  and- 
doties-to  hoc  family  to 'perfi^sm.  l4i>o]& 
at  me.'.  Why  did,  X  i»afry,yo«r.piKMf 
dearpana?    FrwB  d»ty.     Has.  yoiur. 
Aunt  Fanny,  wh©  ran    avay  with 
Captain;  Gaowtbary^  bee^   ha^y  ? 
Tiwy  haTO^  eieveiit  chiMlreav  and.  are 
starring   at   BioulogDet      Think,  of. 
thsea  •  of  Fanmr'a    boys ;  ift:  yellpw 
stockings   al;  thn.  Bhiboottti  Sahoolv 
Your  papa)  got  thent!  apppiftted^    h 
ana  •  snve  <  my.  pafMt' wonld  faiave .  gom. 
mad,  if  he>  had; seenb- that  day i    S!he< 
came  with  one  of  the  poor  wretches 
toPaskLane;  but,!  co«ild  npt<see< 
them^    My  feding^.woalid  not  allow 
me.     When)  my  maiditT^I   had  a., 
Frenckimaid  tlm,  -r-  Lonise^  yott  i  rer 
memjber;  her«ooBdiictwasa6(mina6/s.' 
so  was .  Pr^Ue's,.  r—  wfaeni  she .  came . 
ajMl  said  that  my  Lady  Fawny' was 
bdonr  with  a.  yoiin^  geatlQman,  91111 
poriait  dm  bttgjwnn,  I  GO«ld  not  see 
thechild.    I  begged  her  itotcome  up}  in 
mr>  roomr;    andv  absolately,  that  I 
might  I  not  offend  hec^X  went,  to  bed. 
That  wretch liOnise  met  her*  at  Boa- 
lognoaad/told.herafterwacda*  Good 
night,  we  nmst  not.  stand,  chatteiing 
here  anymore.    Heaven^  blesa  you, 
ray  darling !    Those  are?  the  Oolonel's 
windows  I    Look,. he  is  smoking.,  on. 
hi^  bakony^  -*-  tha(t»  mnat  be*  CSve's 
room.    Clive  is  a  i^pod'kindhoy.    It 
was  yer^  kindt  of  hksk  to  djra^v.  so 
many  ptotures  for  Alfred*.   Put  the 
dnuiPingB  .  away,-  Bthel.     Mr.  Smee. 
saw  some  in  Pack,  Lanei  apd  said; 
they    showed i  remarkable,-  genius. 
What  A  gen«as  your  •  An&t  >£mUy  had 
for   diawing!    but:  it  waa-  flowers  1 
I  had  no  genina  in  particalai:,  so 
mamma  used -to  say>-^and  Doctor 
Belper  said,  '  M^^  deac  Lady  Wal-. 
ham^ '  (it  was  .bfimwe  my-  grandpapa's 
death),  'has  Miss  Ann  a  genins  for 
sewing   hattons   and   making   pud- 
dena  ?  ^ — pnddena  he  pcoQQiwQwl  it. 


Good  nighty  myown.  love.    Blessingsi 
blessings  on  my  Ethel !  " 

The  Colonel  from  his  balcony  saw 
the  sliuLiiguTe  of  the  retseating  giirl, 
and  looked  fondly. after  her:  and  as 
the  soaokeof  his.  cigar  floated,  in  the 
air,  he  formed  a  tine.,  castle,  in  it, 
wliAreof >  Glive  waa  lord,  and  that 
pcetty  Ethel  lady.  "  What  a  .frank^ 
geaei»uj», .  bright,  young  creature  is 
yonder. !  "  thougljithe.  "  Haw  cheery 
and  g^y-  she  is !  how  good  to  Miss 
Uoneyman,  to  <  whom  she  behaved 
with  just  the  respect  that  was  the 
old  lady's  due !  —  how  affectionate 
iwith  her  brothers  and  sisters !  What 
a  sweet  voice  she  has  !  What  a  pretty 
little  whitei  hand  i(  is !  When  she 
gave  it  me,  it  looked  like  a  little  white 
bird  lying  in  mine.  I  most  wear 
gloves^  br  JOve  I '  must,  and  my  coat 
tsoldrfaabioaed, as Binniesays ;  what 
&  fine  maichi  might  be  made  between , 
that  child  and  GlvyeJ  She  reminds 
me  of  a  p^dr.  of  eyea  I  have  n*t  seen 
these  forty  years*  I  would  like  to 
have  Clivo  married  to  her,  to  see  him: 
out  of  the  scrapes-  and  dangers  that 
yousg  fellows .  encounter,  and  sa& 
with  suoh  a  sweet  girl  as.  that.  If 
God  had  so.wiUed  it,  I  might  haye  been 
happy  myself,  and  .could  hasre.  made 
a .  wom^B  happy;  But  the  Fates 
were  against  me.  I  should  like  to 
see  Cliye  happy)  and  then  say  Nunci 
dtmitUt.  I  sna.'  n't  want,  anything 
more  to-night,  Kean,  and  yoa  can  go 
to.bed^" 

"  Thank  you^Golonely"  says  £ean^ 
who  enters,,  haying  prepared,  his  mas- 
ter's bedchamher,  and  is  retiring  when 
the  Colonel  calls  after  him :  — 

"I.  say,  Kean«.  is  that  blue  coat  of 
mine  very  old  .1 " 

'^Uncommon  white  about  the 
seams.  Colonel,"  says  the. man. 

"  Is-  it  older  than  other  people's 
coats  V  -^  Kean  is :  obliged  gravelpr 
to  confess  that. the  Cploiual's  coat  is 
veiy  queer. 

**  Get .  me  another  coat,  ^ea,  —  see 
that  I  don.'t  do  anything  or  wear  any- 
thing unusual.  I.  have  beeaso  long 
g^q£  Ear(^-th»t(I  donft  know  tho 
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customs  here,  and  am  not  above  learn- 
mg." 

Kean  retires,  vowing  that  his  mas- 
ter is  an  old  trump;  which  opinion 
he  had  already  expressed  to  Mr. 
Kuhn,  Lady  Hann's  man,  over  a 
long  potation  which  those  t;wo  gentle- 
men had  taken  together.  And,  as  all 
of  us,  in  one  way  or  another,  are  sub- 
ject to  this  domestic  criticism,  from 
which  not  the  most  exalted  can  es- 
cape, I  say  lucky  is  the  man  whose 
servants  speak  well  of  him. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

IN  WHICH   MR.  SHERRICK    LETS   HIS 
HOUSE   IN    FITZROY   SQUARE. 

In  spite  of  the  sneers  of  the  New- 
come  independent,  and  the  Colonel's 
unlucky  visit  to  his  nurse's  native 
place,  ne  still  remained  in  high  favor 
in  Park  Lane ;  where  the  worthy  gen- 
tleman paid  almost  daily  visits,  and 
was  received  with  welcome  and  almost 
affection,  at  least  by  the  ladies  and 
the  children  of  the  house.  Who  was 
it  that  took  the  children  to  Astley's 
but  Uncle  Newcome?  I  saw  him 
there  in  the  midst  of  a  cluster  of  these 
little  people,  all  children  together. 
He  laughed,  delighted,  at  Mr.  Merry- 
man's  jokes  in  the  ring.  He  beheld 
the  Battle  of  Waterloo  with  breath- 
less   interest,    and    was    amazed  — 


than  the  grizzled  old  warrior  his  fa- 
ther. It  did  one  good  to  hear  the 
Colonel's  honest  laughs  at  Clown's 
jokes,  and  to  see  the  tenderness  and 
simplicity  with  which  he  watched 
over  this  happy  brood  of  young  ones. 
How  lavishly  did  he  supply  them  with 
sweetmeats  between  the  acts !  There 
he  sat  in  the  midst  of  them,  and  ate 
an  orange  himself  with  perfect  satis- 
faction. I  wonder  what  sum  of  mon- 
ey Mr.  Barnes  Newcome  would  have 
taken  to  sit  for  five  hours,  with  his 
voung  brothers  and  sisters  in  a  pub- 
lic box  at  the  theatre  and  eat  an 
orange  in  the  face  of  the  audience  ? 
When  little  Alfred  went  to  Harrow, 
you  may  be  sure  Colonel  Newcome 
and  Clive  galloped  over  to  see  the 
little  man  and  tipped  him  royally. 
What  money  is  better  bestowed  than 
that  of  a  school-boy's  tip  ?  How  the 
kindness  is  recalled  by  the  recipient 
in  after  days'?  It  blesses  him  that 
gives  and  him  that  takes.  Remem-. 
ber  how  happy  such  benefactions 
made  you  in  your  own  early  time, 
and  go  off  on  the  very  first  fine  day 
and  tip  your  nephew  at  school ! 

The  Colonel's  organ  of  benevolence 
was  so  large  that  he  would  have, 
liked  to  administer  bounties  to  the 
young  folks  his  nephews  and  nieces 
m  Bryanstone  Square,  as  well  as  to 
their  cousins  in  Park  Lane ;  but  Mrs. 
Newcome  was  a  great  deal  too  virtu- 
ous to  admit  of  such  spoiling  of  -chil- 
dren. She  took  the  poor  gentleman 
to  task  for  an  attempt  upon  her  boys 
when  those  lads  came  home  for  their 


amazed,  by  Jove,  sir-:- at  the  prodi- 
gious likeness  of  the  principal  actor 
to   the    Emperor^-lVapoleon,  whose    holidaps,  and  caused  them  ruefully  to 
tomb  he  had  visited  on  his  ret^iB^'give  back  the  shining  gold  sovereign 


from  India,  as  it  pleased  him  to  tell 
his  little  audience  who  sat  clustering 
round  him;  the  little  girls,  Sir  Bri- 
an's daughters,  holding  each  by  a  fin- 
ger of  his  hands  ;  young  masters  Al- 
fred and  Edward  clapping  and  hur- 
raing by  his  side ;  while  Mr.  Clive 
and  Miss  Ethel  sat  in  the  back  of  the 
box  enjoying  the  scene,  but  with  thkt 
decorum  which  belonged  to  their  su- 
perior age  and  gravity.  As  for  Clive, 
ne  was  in  these  matters  much  older 


with  which  their  uncle  had  thought 
to  give  them  a  treat. 

"  Pdo  not  quarrel  with  other  fami- 
lies," says  she ;  "  I  do  not  allude  to 
other  families, "  meaning,  of  course, 
that  she  did  not  allude  to  Park  Lane. 
"  There  may  be  children  who  are  al- 
lowed to  receive  money  from  their  fa- 
therms  grown-up  friends.  There  may 
be  children  who  hold  out  their  hands 
for  presents,  and  thus  become  merce- 
nary in  early  life.    I  make  no  reflec 
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tions  with  regard  to  other  households. 
/  only  look,  and  think,  and  pray  for 
the  welfare  of  my  own  beloved  ones. 
They  want  for  nothing.  Heaven  has 
bounteously  furnished  us  with  every 
comfort,  with  every  elegance,  with 
every  luxury.  Why  need  we  be 
bounden  to  others,  who  have  been  our- 
selves so  amply  provided  ?  I  should 
consider  it  ingratitude,  Colonel  New- 
come,  want  of  proper  spirit,  to  allow 
my  boys  to  accept  money.  Mind, 
I  make  no  allusions.  When  they  go 
to  school  they  receive  a  sovereign 
apiece  from  their  father,  and  a  shil- 
ling a  week,  which  is  ample  pocket- 
money.  When  they  are  at  home,  I 
desire  that  they  may  have  rational 
amusements  :  I  send  them  to  the 
Polytechnic  with  Professor  Hickson, 
who  kindly  explains  to  them  some  of 
the  marvels  of  science  and  the  won- 
ders of  machinery.  I  send  them  to 
the  picture-galleries  and  the  British 
Museum.  I  go  with  them  myself  to 
the  delightful  lectures  at  the  institu- 
tion in  Albemarle  Street.  I  do  not 
desire  that  they  should  attend  the- 
atrical exhibitions.  I  do  not  quarrel 
with  those  who  go  to  plays  ;  far  from 
it*!  Who  am  I,  that  I  should  ven- 
ture to  judge  the  conduct  of  others  ? 
When  you  wrote  from  India  express- 
ing a  wish  that  your  boy  should  be 
made  acquainted  with  the  works  of 
Shakespeare,  I  gave  up  my  own  opin- 
ion at  once.  Should  I  interpose  be- 
tween a  child  and  his  father  ?  I  en- 
couraged the  boy  to  go  to  the  play, 
and  sent  him  to  the  pit  with  one  of 
our  footmen." 

"  And  you  tipped  him  veryTftn** 
somely,  my  dear  'Maria,  too,"  said 
the  good-natured  Colonel,  break- 
ing in  upon  her  sermon ;  but  Vir- 
tue was  not  to  be  put  off  in  that 
way. 

"  And  why,  Colonel  Newcorae," 
Virtue  exclaimed,  laying  a  pudgry 
little  hand  on  its  heart ;  "  why  did 
I  treat  Clive  so?  Because  I  stood 
towards  him  in  loco  parentis ;  because 
he  was  as  a  child  to  me,  and  I  to  him 
as  a  mother.    I  indulged  him  more 


than  my  own.  I  loved  him  with  a 
true  maternal  tenderness.  Then  he 
was  happy  to  come  to  our  house: 
then  perhaps  Park  Lane  was  not  so 
often  open  to  him  as  Bryanstone 
Square:  but  I  make  no  allusions. 
Then  he  did  not  go  six  times  to 
another  house  for  once  that  he  came 
to  mine.  He  was  a  simple,  confiding, 
generous  bo  v.  'He  was  not  dazzled  by 
worldly  rank  or  titles  of  splendor.  He 
could  hot  hnd  these  in  Bryanstone 
Square.  A  merchant's  wife,  a  coun- 
try lawyer's  daughter,  —  I  could  not 
be  expected  to  have  my  humble  board 
surrounded  by  titled  aristocracy;  I 
would  not  if  I  could.  I  love  my  own 
family  too  well ;  I  am  too  honest,  too 
simple,  —  let  me  own  it  at  once. 
Colonel  Newcome,  too  proud!  And 
now,  now  his  father  has  come  to 
England,  and  I  have  resigned  him, 
and  he  meets  with  no  titled  aristo- 
crats at  my  house,  and  he  does  not 
come  here  any  more." 

Tears  rolled  out  of  her  little  eves 
as  she  spoke,  and  she  covered  her 
round  face  with  her  pocket-handker- 
chief. 

Had  Colonel  Newcome  read  the 
paper  that  morning,  he  might  have 
seen  amongst  what  are  called  the 
fashionable  announcements  the  cause, 
perhaps,  why  his  sister-in-law  had  ex- 
hibited so  much  anger  and  virtue.  The 
Morning  Post  statS  that  yesterday  Sir 
Brian  and  Lady  Newcome  entertained 
at  dinner  his  Excellency  the  Persian 
Ambassador  and  Bucksheesh .  Bey ; 
the  Right  Honorable  Cannon  Howe, 
President  of  the  ^ Board  of  Control, 
iAnd  Lady  Louisa  fitJwe  ;  the  Earl  of 
H^ — ,  tne  Countess  of  Kew,  the  Earl 
of  Kew,  Sir  Curry  Baughton,  Major- 
General  and  Mrs.  Hooker,  Colonel 
Newcome,  and  Mr.  Horace  Fogey. 
Afterwards  her  Ladyship  had  an  as- 
sembly, which  was  attended  by,  &c., 
&c. 

This  catalogue  of  illustrious  names 
had  been  read  by  Mrs.  Newcome  to  her 
spouse  at  breakfast,  with  such  com- 
ments as  she  was  in  the  habit  of 
making. 
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"  The.  Presideat  of  the  Board  of 
Control,  the  Chairman  of  the  Court 
of  Directors,  and  ex-Governor  General 
of  India,  and  a  whole  regiment  of 
Kews.  By  Jove,  Maria,  the  Colonel 
is  in  good  company,"  cries  Mr.  New- 
come,  with  a  laugh.  "  That 's  the 
sort  of  dinner  you  should  have  given 
him.  Some  people  to  talk  about 
India.  When  he  dined  with  us  he 
was  put  between  old  Lady  Wormely 
and  Professor  Koots.  I  don't  wonder 
at  his  going  to  sleep  after  dinner.  I 
was  off  myself  once  or.  twice  during 
that,  confounded  long  argument  be- 
tween Professor  Boots  and  Dr.  Win- 
duB.  That  Windus  is  the  deuce  to 
talk." 

"  Dr.  Windus  is  a  man  of  science^ 
and  his  name  i^  of  European  celeb« 
rity ! "  says  Maria,  solemnly.  "  Any 
intellectual  person. would  prefer  such 
company  to  the  titled  nooodies  into 
whose  family  your  brother  has  mar- 
ried." 

*'  There  yoa  go,  Polly ;  you  are  al- 
ways having  a  shy  at  Lady  Ann  and 
her  relations,"  says  Mr.  Kewcome, 
good-naturedly.* 

"  A.  shy !.  How  can  you  use  such 
vulgar  words,  Mr.  Newcome  1  What 
have  I  to  do  with  Sir  Brian's.titled  re- 
lations. ?  I  do.  not  value  nobility.  I 
prefer  people  of  science,  —  people  of 
intellect,  —  ta  all  the  xask  in  the 
world." 

"So.  you  do,"  says  Hobson^her 
spouse;  "  You  have  your  par^,  — 
Lady  Ann  has  h^  P<u^7>  ^ovl  take 
your  line,  —  Lady  Aim  takefr  her 
line  You  are  a  superior  woman,  my 
dear  Polly;  every  one  knows  that. 
I  'm  a  plain  country  farmer,  I  ant 
As  long  as  you  are  happy,  I  am  happy 
too.  The  peo]:de  you  get  to  dine  here 
may  talk  Greek  or  algebra  for  what  I 
care.  By  Jove,  my  dear,  I  think  you 
can  hdid  your  own  with  the  be&t  of 
them." 

"  I  have  endeavored  by  assiduity  to 
make  up  for  time  lost,  and  an  early 
imperfect  education,"  says  Mrs.  New- 
come.  ""  You  married  a  poor  countrv 
lawyer's  daughter.    You  did  not  seek 


a  partner  in  the  Peerage,  Mr.  New? 
come." 

"  No,  no.  Not  such  a  confounded 
flat  as  that,"  cries  Mr.  Newcome,  sur« 
veying  his  plump  partner  behind  her 
silver  teapot  with  eyes  of  admira- 
tion. 

"  I  had  an  imperfect  education,  but 
I  knew  its  blessings,  and  have,  I  trust, 
endeavored  to  cultivate  the  humble 
talents  which  Heaven  has  given  me, 
Mr.  Newcome."' 

"  Humble,  by  Jove ! "  exclaiins  the 
husband.  "  No  gammon  of  that  sort, 
Polly.  You  know  wdl  enough  that 
you  are  a- superior  woman.  I  ain't  a 
superior  man.  I  know  that:  one' is 
enough  in  a  family,  t  leave  the  read- 
ing to  you,  my  dear.  Here  comes  my 
horses<  I  say,  I  wish  you  'd  call  oa 
Lady  Ann  to-day.  Do  go  and  see  her, 
now,  that 's  a  gpod  girl;  I  know  she 
is  flighty,  and  wat ;  and  Brian's  back 
is  up  a  little.  But  he  ain't  a  bad  fel- 
low ;  and  I  wish  I  could  see  you  and 
lus  wife  better  friends.'* 

On  his  way  to  the  City,  Mr.  New- 
come  rode  to.  look  at  the  new  house. 
No.  120  Fitzro^  Square,  which  his 
brother>  the  Colonel,  had  taken  in 
conjunction  with  that  Tudian  friend 
of  his,  Mr.  Binnie.  Shrewd  old  cock, 
Mr.  Binnie.  Has  brought  home  a 
good  bit  of  mone^  from  Bidia.  Is 
K)oking  out  for  safe  investmen  ts.  Has 
been  introdiiced  to  Newcome  Brothers. 
Mr.  Newcome.  thinks  very  well  of  the 
Colonel's  friend. 

The  house  is  vast,  but,  it  must  be 
owned,  melancholy.  Not  long  since 
it  was  a  ladies'  sdiool,  in  an  unpros- 
perous  condition.  The  scar  left  by 
Madame  Latour's  brass  nlkte  may 
still  be  seen  on  the  tall  black  door, 
cheerfully  ornamented,  in  the  style  of 
the  end  of  the  last  century,  with  a 
funereal  urn  in  the  centre  of  the  entry, 
and  garlands,  and  the  skulls^of  rams 
at  each  corner  Madame  Latour,  who 
at  one  time  actually  kept  a  large  yel- 
low coach,  and  drove  her  parlor  young 
ladies  in  the  Regent's  Park,  was  an 
exile  from  her  native  countir  (Isling^ 
toa  wa»  her  birthplace,  and  Grigson 
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herpatfimal  name),  and  aa  oatlanK 
at  tbe  suit  of  Samuol  Sherrick :  that 
Mr.  Sherrick  whose  wine-vaults  unr 
denoiiie  JjsAy  Whittlesea's  Chapel 
wheretheeloquent  Honeyman  preach- 
es. 

The  house  is  Mr.  Sherrick's  house. 
Some  say  his  name  ia  Shadrach,  and 
pretend  to  have  known  him  as  an. 
orange-boy,  afterwards  as  a  chorufr> 
.singer  in-  Uifi  theatres,  afterwarda  aa 
secretary  to  a  great,  tragedian^  I 
know  nothing,  o£  these  stories.  He 
may  or  he  may^  not  be  a  partner,  of 
Mr.  Campion,  of  "  Shepherd's  Inn." 
He  has  a  handsome  villa.  Abbey  Boa4« 
St  John's  Wood«  entertains,  gpod, 
company,  rather  loud,  of  the  sporting 
sort,  ridea  and  drives  very  showy 
horses,  has  boxes  at  the  opera  when* 
ever  he  likes,  and  free  access  behind 
the  scenes ;  is  handsome,  dark,  bright- 
eyed,  with  a  quantity  of  jewelry,  and. 
a  tuft  to  hi»ehin ;  sings  sweetly  sen- 
timental songs,  after  dinner.  Who 
cares,  a  fig  what  was  the  religion  of 
Mr.  Sherrick's  ancestry,  or  what  the 
occupation  of  his  youth  1  Mr.  Honey- 
man,  a  most  respectable  man  surely, 
introduced  Sherrick  to  the.  Colonel 
and  Binnie. 

Mr.  Sherrick  stocked  their  cellar 
with  some  of  the  wine,  over  which 
Honeyman  preached  such  lovely  ser- 
mons»  It  was-  not  dear ;  it  was  not 
bad  when  you.  dealt,  with  Mr.  Sher^ 
rick  for  wine  alone.  Groing.  into  his 
market  with  ready  money  in  your 
hand,  a^  our  simple  fri«nd&  did,  you- 
weve^prettyr  fairly  treated  by  Mr.  Sher? 
rick* 

The  house  b^ng  taken,  we  may  be. 
oertainthere  was  fine  amusement  for 
CUve,  Mr.  Binnie,  and  the  Colonel,  in 
frequenting  the  sales,  in  the  inspecr 
tion  of  upholsterers'  shops,  and  the. 
purchase,  of-  furniture  for  the  new. 
mansion.  It  was  like  nobody  else's. 
house.  There  were,  three  masters, 
with  four  or  five  servants  under  them. 
Irons  for  the  Colonel,  and  his  son ;  a 
smart  boy  with  boots  for  Mr.  Binnie; 
Mrs.  Irons  to  cook  and. keep  house, 
wiy^  ar  oonple.  of  maids  under,  bee. 


The  Colonel  himself  was  great  at 
making  hash-mutton,  hot-pot,  curry, 
and  piilau.  What-  cosey  pipes  did  we 
not  smoke  in  the  dining-room,  in  the 
drawing-room,  or  where  we  would  1 
What  pleasant  evenings  did  we  not 
have  with  Mr.  Binnie's  books  and 
Schiedam !  Then  there  were  the 
solemn  state  dinners,  at  most  of  which 
the  writer  of  this  biography  had  i^ 
comer. 

Cltve  had  a  tutor,  -^  Grindley  of- 
Corpus,  —  whom  we  recommended  to 
him,  and  with  whom  the  young  gen- 
tleman did  notfatigue  his  brains  very 
much;  but.  his  ^Q&t^fmie  decidedly 
lay  in  drawing.  He  sketched  thie 
hiQ^:8es,  he  sketched  the  dogs;  all  the 
servants,  from  the  blear-eyed  boot-boy. 
to  the  rosy-choeked  lass,  Mrs.  Kcan  a 
niece,,  whom  that  virtuous  house* 
keeper  was  always  calling  to  coma 
down  stairs.  He.  drew  his  father  in 
all  postures, — asleep^  on  foot,  on 
horseback ;  and  jolly  little  Mr.  Binnie, 
with  his  plump  legs  on  a. chair,  or 
jumping  briskly  on  the  back  of  the 
cob  which  he  rode.  He  should  have 
drawn  the  pictures  for  this  book,  but 
that  he  no  longer  condescends  to 
make  sketchest.  Young  Ridley  was 
his  daily  friend  no w>;  and  after  Grind- 
ley's  >  classics  and  mathematics  in  th& 
morning,  this  pair  of  young  men  would 
constantly  attend  Gandisns  Drawing 
Academy,  where,  to  be  sure,  Ridley 
passed  niany  hours  at  work- on  his  art, 
before  his  young,  friend  and  patron 
could  be.  spared  from  his  books  to  his 
p^icil. 

"  O,"  says  Clive,  if< you  talk  to  him 
now  about  those  early  days,  "  it.  was 
a  jolly  time!  L  do.  not  believe  thera 
was  any  young,  fellow  in  London  so 
happy.''  And  there  hangs  up  in  his 
painting-room  now  a  head,  pamted  at 
one  sittings  of  a  man  rather  bald,  with 
hair  touched  with  gray,  with  a  large, 
mustache,  and  a  sweet  mouth  half 
smiling,  beneath  it,  and  melancholy 
eyes  I  and  Clive  shows  that  portrait 
of  their  grandfather  to  his  children, 
and  tells  them  that,  the  whole  world 
never,  saw  a  nobler  gentleman. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

A     SCHOOL     OF     ABT. 

British  art  either  finds  her  pecn- 
liar  nourishment  in  melancholy,  and 
loves  to  fix  her  abode  in  desert  places  ; 
or,  it  may  be,  her  purse  is  but  slender- 
ly furnished,  and  she  is  forced  to  put 
up  with  accommodations  rejected  by 
more  prosperous  callings.  Some  of 
the  most  dismal  quarters  of  the  town 
are  colonized  by  her  disciples  and  pro- 
fessors. In  walking  through  streets 
which  may  have  been  gay  and  polite 
when  ladies'  chairmen  jostled  each 
other  on  the  pavement,  and  link-boys 
with  their  torches  lighted  the  beaux 
over  the  mud ;  who  has  not  remarked 
the  artist's  invasion  of  those  regions 
once  devoted  to  fashion  and  gayety  ? 
Centre  windows  of  drawing-rooms  are 
enlarged  so  as  to  reach  up  into  bed- 
rooms, —  bedrooms  where  Lady  Betty 
has  had  her  hair  powdered,  and  where 
the  painter's  north-light  now  takes 
possession  of  the  place  which  her  toil- 
et-table occupied  a  hundred  years  ago. 
There  are  degrees  in  decadence :  after 
the  Fashion  chooses  to  emigrate,  and 
retreats  from  Soho  or  Bloomsbury,  let 
us  say,  to  Cavendish  Square,  physi- 
cians come  and  occupy  the  vacant 
houses,  which  still  have  a  respectable 
look,  the  windows  being  cleaned,  and 
the  knockers  and  plates  kept  bright, 
and  the  doctor's  carriage  rolling  round 
the  Square,  almost  as  fine  as  the 
countess's,  which  has  whisked  away 
her  Ladyship  to  other  regions.  A 
boarding-house,  mayhap,  succeeds  the 
physician,  who  has  followed  after  his 
sick  folks  into  the  new  country ;  and 
then  Dick  Tinto  comes  with  his  dingy 
brass  plate,  and  breaks  in  his  north 
window,  and  sets  up  his  sitters'  throne. 
I  love  his  honest  mustache,  and  jaunty 
velvet  jacket,  his  queer  figure,  his 
queer  vanities,  and  his  kind  heart. 
Why  should  he  not  suflfer  his  ruddy 
ringlets  to  fall  over  his  shirt-collar? 
Why  should  he  deny  himself  his  vd- 
ret  ?  it  is  but  a  kind  of  fustian  which 
costs  him  eighteen  pence  a  yard.  He 
is  naturally  what  ne  is,  and  breaks 


out  into  costume  as  spontanoonsly  as 
a  bird  sings,  or  a  bulb  bears  a  tulip. 
And  as  Dick,  under  yonder  terrific 
appearance  of  waving  cloak,  bristling 
beard,  and  shadowy  sombrero  is  a 
good  kindly  simple  creature,  got  up 
at  a  very  cheap  rate,  so  his  life  is  con- 
sistent with  his  dress ;  he  gives  his 
genius  a  darkling  swagger,  and  a  ro- 
mantic envelope,  which,  being  re- 
moved, you  find,  not  a  bravo,  but  a 
kind  chirping  soul ;  not  a  moody  poet 
avoiding  mankind  for  the  better  com- 
pany of  his  own  great  thoughts, 
but  a  jolly  little  chap  who  has  an 
aptitude  for  painting  hrocade  gowns, 
or  bits  of  armor  (with  figures  inside 
them),  or  trees  and  cattle,  or  gondolas 
and  buildings,  or  what  not;  an  in- 
stinct for  the  picturesque,  which  ex- 
hibits itself  in  his  works,  and  outward- 
ly on  his  person ;  beyond  this,  a  gentle 
creature  loving  his  friends,  his  cups, 
feasts,  merrymakings,  and  all  good 
things.  The  kindest  folks  alive  I 
have  found  among  those  scowling 
whiskerandoes.  They  open  oysters 
with  their  yataghans,  toast  muffins 
on  their  rapiers,  and  fill  their  Venice 
glasses  with  half-and-half.  If  they 
have  money  in  their  lean  purses,  be 
sure  they  have  a  friend  to  share  it. 
What  innocent  gayety,  what  jovial 
suppers  on  threadbare  cloths,  and 
wonderful  songs  after;  what  pathos, 
merriment,  humor,  does  not  a  man  en- 
ioy   who  frequents    their  company! 


r.  Clive  Newcome,  who  has  long 
since  shaved  his  beard,  who  has  be- 
come a  family  man,  and  has  seen  the 
world  in  a  thousand  different  phases, 
avers  that  his  life  as  an  art-student  at 
home  and  abroad  was  the  pleasantest 
part  of  his  whole  existence.  It  naay 
not  be  more  amusing  in  the  telling 
than  the  chronicle  of  a  feast,  or  the 
accurate  report  of  two  lovers*  conver- 
sation ;  but  the  biographer,  having 
brought  his  hero  to  this  period  of  his 
life,  is  bound  to  relate  it,  before  pass- 
ing to  other  occurrences  which  are  to 
be  narrated  in  their  turn. 

We  may  be  sure  the  boy  had.  many 
conversations    with  his    afiectionAte 
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guardian  as  to  the  profession  which 
hi)  should  follow.  As  regarded  math- 
ematical and  classical  learning,  the 
elder  Newcome  was  forced  to  admit 
that,  out  of  every  hundred  boys,  there 
were  fifty  as  clever  as  his  own,  and  at 
least  fifty  more  industrious ;  the  army 
in  time  of  peace  Colonel  Newcome 
thought  a  bad  trade  for  a  young  fel- 
low so  fond  of  ease  and  pleasure  as 
his  son  :  his  delight  in  the  pencil  was 
manifest  to  all.  Were  not  his  school- 
books  full  of  caricatures  of  the  masters  ? 
Whilst  his  tutor,  Grindley,  was  lec- 
turing him,  did  he  not  draw  Grindley 
instinctiyelpr  under  his  rery  nose  ?  A 
painter  Clive  was  determined  to  be, 
and  nothing  else;  and  Olive,  being 
then  some  sixteen  years  of  age,  began 
to  study  the  art,  en  regk,  under  the 
eminent  Mr.  Gandish,  of  Soho. 

It  was  that  well-known  portrait- 
painter,  Andrew  Smee,  Esq.,  R.  A., 
who  recommended  Gandish  to  Colo- 
nel Newcome,  one  day  when  the  two 
gentlemen  met  at  dinner  at  Lady  Ann 
Newcome's  table.  Mr.  Smee  hap- 
pened to  examine  some  of  Clive  s 
drawings,  which  the  young  fellow 
had  executed  for  his  cousins.  Clive 
found  no  better  amusement  than  in 
making  pictures  for  them,  and  would 
cheerfully  pass  evening  after  evening 
in  that  diversion.  He  had  made  a 
thousand  sketches  of  Ethel  before  a 
year  was  over ;  a  year,  every  day  of 
which  seemed  to  increase  the  attrac- 
tions of  the  fair  young  creature,  de- 
velop her  nymph-like  form,  and  give 
her  figure  fresh  graces.  Also,  of 
course,  Clive  drew  Alfred  and  the 
nursery  in  general,  Aunt  Ann  and 
the  Blenheim  spaniels,  and  Mr.  Kuhn 
and  his  ear-rings,  the  majestic  John 
bringing  in  the  coal-scuttle,  and  all 
persons  or  objects  in  that  establish- 
ment with  which  he  was  familiar. 
"  What  a  genius  the  lad  has !/'  the 
complimentary  Mr.  Smee  averred  ; 
"  what  %  force  and  individuality  there 
is  in  all  his  drawings !  Look  at  his 
horses  !  capital,  by  Jove,  capital  ! 
and  Alfred  on  his  pony,  and  Miss 
Ethel  in  her  Spanish  hat>  with  her 


hair  flowing  in  the  wind!  I  must 
take  this  sketch,  I  positively  must 
now,  and  show  it  to  Landseer." 
And  the  courtly  artist  daintily  en- 
veloped the  drawing  in  a  sheet  of 
paper,  put  it  away  in  his  hat,  and 
vowed  subsequently  that  the  great 
painter  had  been  aelighted  with  the 
young  man's  performance.  Smee 
was  not  only  charmed  with  Clive 's 
skill  as  an  artist,  but  thought  his 
head  would  be  an  admirable  one  to 
paint.  Such  a  rich  complexion,  such 
fine  turns  in  his  hair !  such  eyes  !  to 
see  real  blue  eyes  was  so  rare  nowa- 
days !  And  the  Colonel,  too,  if  the 
Colonel  would  but  give  him  a  few 
sittings,  the  gray  uniform  of  the  Ben- 
gal cavalry,  the  silver  lace,  the  little 
bit  of  red  ribbon  just  to  warm  up  the 
picture  !  it  was  seldom,  Mr.  Smee  de- 
clared, that  an  artist  could  get  such 
an  opportunity  for  color.  With  our 
hideous  vermilion  uniforms  there  was 
no4hance  of  doing  anything ;  Rubens 
himself  could  scarcely  manage  scarlet. 
Look  at  the  horseman  in  Cuyp's  fa- 
mous picture  at  the  Louvre :  the  red 
,was  a  positive  blot  upon  the  whole 
picture.  There  was  nothing  like 
trench  gray  and  silver !  All  which 
did  not  prevent  Mr.  Smee  from  paint- 
ing Sir  Brian  in  a  flaring  deputy- 
lieutenant's  uniform,  and  entreating 
all  military  men  whom  he  met  to  sit 
to  him  in  scarlet.  Clive  Newcome 
the  Academician  succeeded  in  paint- 
ing of  course  for  mere  friendship's 
sake,  and  because  he  liked  the  sub- 
ject, though  he  could  not  refuse  the 
check  which  Colonel  Newcome  sent 
him  for  the  frame  and  picture ;  but 
no  cajoleries  could  induce  the  old 
campaigner  to  sit  to  any  artist  save 
one.  He  said  he  should  be  ashamed 
to  pay  fifty  guineas  for  the  likeness 
of  his  homely  face ;  he  jocularly  pro- 
posed to  James  Binnie  to  have  his 
head  put  on  the  canvas,  and  Mr. 
Smee  enthusiastically  caught  at  tho 
idea;  but  honest  James  winked  his 
droll  eyes,  saying  his  was  a  beauty 
that  did  not  want  any  paint;  and 
when  Mr.  Smee  took  his  leave  after 
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dinner  in  Fiteroy^Sqaaxe,  ^faere  this 
conversation  was  held,  -James  Binnie 
hinted  that  Ihe  Academician  was  no 
better  than  an  oM  humbug,  in  which 
surmise  he  was  probably  not  alto- 
gether incorrect.  Certain  young  men 
who  frequented  the  kind  Coloners 
house  were  also  somewhat  of  this 
opinion;  and  made  endless  jokes  at 
the  painter's  expense.  8mee  plas- 
tered his  sitters  with  adulation  as 
methodically  as  he  covered  his  -can- 
vas. He  waylaid  gentlemen  at  din- 
ner; he  inveigled  unsuspecting  folks 
into  his  studio,  and  haa  their* ^heads 
off  their  shoulders  before  they  were 
aware.  One  day,  on  our  way 
from  the  Temple,  thnragh  Howlaad 
Street,  to  the  Colonere  house,  we 
beheld  Major-General  Sir  Thomas  de 
Boots,  in  full  uniform,  ruslung  from 
Smee's  door  to  his  brougtham.  The 
coachman  was  absent  refreshing  him- 
self at  a  neighboring  tap :  the  little 
street-boys  cheered  and  hurrah  Sir 
Thomas,  as,  arrayed  in  gold  and 
scarlet,  he  sat  in  bis  chariot.  He 
blushed  parple  when  he  beheld  us. 
No  artist  would  have  dared  to  imi- 
tate those  purple  tones :  he  was 
one  of  the  numerous  victims  of  Mr. 
Smee. 

One  day  ^n,  day  to  be  noted  with 
a  white  atone.  Colonel  Newoome,  with 
his  son  and  Mr.  Smee,  R.  A.,  walked 
fh)m  the  Cdlonel's  house  to  Oandish's, 
which  was  not  far  removed  thence; 
and  young  Clrve,  who  was  a  perfect 
mimic,  described  to  his  friends,  and 
illustrated,  as  was  his  wont,  by  dia- 
grams, the  interview  which  he  had 
with  that  OTofiBssor.  **  By  Jove,  you 
must  see  Gandish,  Pen  ! "  cries  Clive : 
**  Gandish  is  worth  the  whole  worid. 
Come  and  be  an  artstudent.  You  '11 
find  such  jolly  fellows  there !  Gan- 
dish calls  it  hart-student,  and  says, 
*  Hars  esteelare  Hartem,'  —  by  Jove 
he  does!  He  treated  os  to  a  little 
Latin,  as  he  brought  out  a  cake  and  a 
bottle  of  wine,  you  know. 

"  The  governor  was  splendid,  sir. 
He  wore  gloves :  you  know  he  only 
puts  them  on  on  parade  days;  and 


turned  out  for  the  occasion  «pick  and 
span.  He  Ought  to  be  a  general  offi- 
cer. He  looks  like  a  field-marshal,  — 
don't  he?  You  should  have  seen 
him  bowing  to  Mrs.  Gandish  and  the 
Miss  Gandishes,  dressed  all  in  their 
best,  round  the  oake-tray !  He  takes 
his  glass  of  wine,  and  sweeps  them 
all  round  with  a  Um.  *  I  hope  young 
ladies,'  says  he, '  you  don't  often  go 
to  the  etudedts'  Toom.  I  'm  afraid 
the  young 'gentlemen  would  4eai*e  off 
looking  at  the  statues  if  you  came 
in.'  And  so  they  wmtld :  for  you 
never  saw  sudh  Guys ;  but  the  deAr 
old  boy  ftecies  eveiy  woman  is  -a 
beauty. 

"  *  Mr.  Smea,  yon  nre  Itodking  at 
my  picture  of  -*'Boadishia'?"  '  savs 
Gandish.  Would  n^t  he  'have  caught 
it  for  his  quantitice  at  Greyfriars, 
that 'sail? 

"  *  Yes  —  ah  —  yes, '  says  Mr. 
Smee,  patting  Ms  nands  over  his 
eyes,  and  standing  before  it,  looking 
steady,  you  know,  as  if  he  was  goin^ 
to  see  whereabouts  4ie  ahould  hit 
*  Boadishia.' 

"  *  It  wwB  painted  wlien  you  were 
a  young  man,  fDur  years  before  you 
were  an  associate,  "Smee.  Had  Bome 
success  in  its  time,  and  there  's  ^ood 
pints  about  that  pietut','  Gandish 
goes  «n.  '  But  I  never  ce«dd  get  my 
price  for  it ;  and  here  it  hangs  in  my 
own  room.  Igh  ast  won't  -do  in  this 
^countiy,  Colonel, — it 's  a  melanchcriy 
fact' 

"  *  High  art  1  1  should  think  it  is 
high  art ! '  whispers  old  Smee ;  *  fbnr- 
teen  feet  high,  at  least ! '  And  then 
out  loud  he  sa^^s,  '  The  picture  has 
very  fine  points  in  it,  GAnai^,as  yoa 
say  Foieahortening  of  4;hat  arm, 
capital !  That  red  >drapery  carried 
off  into  the  right  of  the  pictnn  v«ry 
skilfully  managed ! ' 

"  *  Jt  's  not  like  portrait-painting, 
Smee,  —  'Igh  art,'  says  Gandish. 
'  The  models  of  the  hancienf  Britons 
in  that  pictnr'  alone  cost  me  thirty 
pound,  —  when  I  was  a  struggling 
man,  and  had  just  married  my  Betsy 
iMre.  You  rackoniae  Boadishia,  Ct^o* 
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nel,  with  the  Koman  *^imet,  cuirass, 
and  javeling  of  the  period,  —  all 
studied  from  the  hantique,  sir,  tlie 
glorious  hantique/ 

•**A11  but  Boadicea,'  says  father. 
'She  remains  always  young.'  And 
he  b^an  to  speak  the  lines  out  of 
Cowper,  he  did,  —  waving  his  stick 
like  an  old  trump,  —  and  ramous  they 
are,"  cries  the  lad :  — 

"*  When  the  BaitlBh  warrior  qneen, 
Bteediog  firoaa  ttie  Bomui  rods  '  ^ 

"Jolly  yerses !  HavenHI  translated 
them  mto  Alcmcs  ?  "says  Olive,  with 
a  merry  laugh,  and  resumes  his  his- 
tory. 

^*  •  O,  I  must  hare  those  ^verses  in 
my  album,'  cries  one  of  the  young 
ladies.  '  Did  yoo  compose  them, 
Colonel  Newcomel"  But  Gandish, 
yon  see,  is  never  thinking  about  any 
works  but  his  own,  and  goes  on,  ■*  Study 
of  my   eldest    daughter,    exhibited 

"  *  No,  pa,  not  '16,'  cries  Miss 
Gandish.  She  don't  look  like  a  chick- 
en, I  can  tell  you. 

**  *  Admired,'  Gandish  goes  on,  nev- 
er heeding  her.  "*  I  can  show  you 
what  the  papers  said  of  it  at  the  time, 

—  Morning  Chronicle  and  Examiner, 

—  spoke  most  'ighly  of  it.    My  son 


ign*y  0 
Crcules, 


as  an  iniant  'fircules,  stranglin'  die 
serpent  over  the  piano.  !Fnst  concep- 
tion of  my  picture  of  **  Non  fian^i 
said  Hangeh."  ' 

"  *  For  which  I  can  guess  who  were 
the  angels  that  sat,'  says  father.  Up- 
on mj  word  that  old  eovemq^ !  He 
is  a  little  too  strong.  %ut  Mr.  Gan- 
dish listened  no  more  to  him  than  to 
Mr.  Smee,  and  went  on,  buttering 
himself  all  over,  as  I  have  read  the 
Hottentots  do.  *  Myself  at  Hiitty- 
three  years  of  age ! '  says  he,  pointing 
to  a  portrait  of  a  gentleman  m  leath- 
er breeches  and  mahogany  boots  ;  '  I 
could  have  been  a  portrait-painter, 
Mr.  Smee.' 

"  '  Indeed  it  was  lucky  -for  some  of 
us  you  devoted  yourself  to  high  art, 
Gandish,'  Mr.  Smee  says,  and  sips 
the  wine  and  puts  it  down  again,  mak- 1 


ingn  face.  It  was  not  first-rate  tip- 
ple, you  see. 

"  *  Two  girls/  continues  that  indom- 
itable Mr.  Gandish.  *  Hidea  for 
«  Babes  in  the  Wood."  "  View  of 
P«stum,"  taken  on  the  spot  by  my- 
selij  when  travelling  with  the  late 
lamented  Earl  of  Kew.  "  Beauty, 
Valor,  Commerce,  and  Liberty,  con- 
doling with  Britannia  on  the  death 
of  Admiral  Viscount  Nelson,"  — 
allegorical  -piece  drawn  at  a  venr 
earljageafberTra&lsar.  Mil  Fuseli 
saw  that  piece,  sir,  when  I  was  a  stu- 
dent of  the  Acad^ny,  and  said  to  me, 
**  Young  mat^,  stick  to  the  antique. 
There  's  nothing  like  it."  Those 
were  'is  very  'wwds.  If  you  do  me 
the  favor  to  "waft  into  the  Hatrium, 
yoji  '11  remark  my  great  pictures  idso 
from  English  'ist'ry.  An  English 
'idtorical  painter,  fdr,  should  be  em- 
ployed chiefly  in  English  'ist'ry.  That 
's  what  I  wotfld  have  done.  Why 
rfin't  there  temples  for  us,  where  the 
peopfte  might  read  their  'ist'ry  at  a 
glance,  and  without  knowing  how  to 
read  «  Why  is  my  "  Alfred  "  'anging 
up  in  this  'all  ?  Because  tllere  is  no 
patronage  for  a  man  who  devotes  him- 
self to  'igh  art.  You  know  the  anec- 
dote. Colonel?  King  Alfred,  flying 
from  the  Danes,  took  refuge  in  a  neat- 
'erd's  'ut.  The  rustic's  wife  told  him 
to  -bake  a  eake,  and  the  fugitive  sov- 
ering  set  doyrn  to  his  ignoble  task, 
and  forgetting  it  in  the  cares  of  state, 
let  the  cake  bum,  on  which  the  wo- 
man struck  him.  The  moment  chose 
is  when  she  is  lifting  her  'and  to  de- 
liver the  blow.  The  king  receives  it 
with  majesty  mingled  wim  meekness. 
In  the  background  the  door  of  the  'ut 
is  open,  letting  in  the  royal  officers 
to  announce  the  Danes  Aire  defeated. 
The  daylight  breaks  in  at  the  Aper- 
tmre,  signi^ng  the  dawning  of  *Ope. 
The  atory,  •sir,  which  I  found  in  my 
researches  in  'ist'ry,  has  since  become 
so  popular,  sir,  that  hundreds  of  art- 
ists have  painted  it,  hundreds  !  I, 
who  discovered  the  legend,  have  my 
picture  —  here ! ' 

^' '  New,  Oolooel,'  «ays  tlie  showman, 
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*  let  me  —  let  me  lead  you  through 
tho  statue  gallery.  "  Apollo,"  you 
see.  The  "  Venus  Hanadyomene," 
the  glorious  Venus  of  the  Louvre, 
which  I  saw  in  1814,  Colonel,  in  its 
glory,  —  the  "  Laocoon,"  —  my  friend 
Gibson's  "  Nymph,"  you  see,  is  th^  on- 
ly figure  I  admit  among  the  antiques. 
Now  up  this  stair  to  the  students* 
room,  where  I  trust  my  young  friend, 
Mr.  Newcome,  will  labor  assiduously. 
Ars  longa  est,  Mr.  Newcome.     Vita  — ' 

"  I  liembled,"  Clive  said,  "  lest  my 
father  should  introduce  a  certain  favor- 
ite (]^uotation,  beginning  ^ingenuas 
didicisse ' ;  but  he  refrained,  and  we 
went  into  the  room,  where  a  score  of 
students  were  assembled,  who  all 
looked  away  from  their  drawing- 
boards  as  we  entered. 

"  '  Here  will  be  your  place,  Mr. 
Newcome,'  says  the  Professor,  'and 
here  that  of  your  young  friend,  —  what 
did  you  say  was  his  name  ?  '  I  told 
him  Rigl)y,  for  my  dear  old  governor 
has  promised  to  pay  for  J.  J.  too,  you 
know.  *  Mr.  Chivers  is  the  senior 
pupil  and  custos  of  the  room  in  the 
absence #f  my  son.  Mr.  Chivers,  Mr. 
Newcome ;  gentlemen,  Mr.  Newcome, 
a  new  pupil.  My  son,  Charles  Gan- 
dish,  Mr.  Newcome.  Assiduity,  gen- 
tlemen, assiduity.  Ars  longa.  Vita 
hreviSf  et  linea  recta  brevissima  est.  This 
way.  Colonel,  down  these  steps, 
across  the  court-yard,  to  my  own 
studio.  There,  gentlemen,'  —  and, 
pulling  aside  a  curtain,  Gandish  says, 
^ '  There  ! '  " 

"And  what  was  the  masterpiece  be- 
hind it  1 "  we  ask  of  Clire,  after  we 
have  done  laughing  at  his  imitation. 

"  Hand  round  the  hat,  J.  J. ! "  cries 
Clive.  "  Now,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
pay  your  money.  Now  walk  in,  for 
the  performanceis  '  just  a  going  to  be- 
gin. "  Nor  would  the  rogue  ever  tell 
us  what  Gandish's  curtained  picture 
was. 

Not  a  successful  painter,  Mr.  Gan- 
dish was  an  excellent  master,  and  re- 
jjarding  all  artists,  save  one,  perhaps 
fi  good  critic.  Clive  and  his  friend 
J.  J.  came  soon  aSter,  and  commenced 


their  studies  under  him.    The  one 
took  his  humble  seat  at  the  drawing- 
board,  a  poor  mean-looking  lad,  with 
worn  clothes,  downcast  features,  and 
a  figure  almost  deformed;  the  other 
adorned  by  good  health,  good  looks, 
and  the  best  of  tailors,  —  ushered  into 
the  studio   with  his  father  and   Mr. 
Smee  as  his  aides-de-camp  on  his  en- 
try, and  previously  announced  there 
with  all  the  eloquence  of  honest  Gan- 
dish. "  I  bet  he 's  'ad  cake  and  wine," 
says  one  youthful  student,  of  an  epi- 
curean and  satirical  turn.     **  I  bet  he 
might  have  it  every  day  if  he  liked." 
In  fact,  Gandish  was  always  handing: 
him  sweetmeats  of  compliments  and 
cordials  of  approbation.    He  had  coat- 
sleeves  witn   silk  lining,  —  he  had 
studs  in  his  shirt.     How  diflCerent  was 
the  texture  and  color  of  that  garment 
to  the  sleeves  Bob  Grimes  displayed 
when  he  took  his  coat  off  to  put  on  his 
working -jacket!     Horses  used  actu- 
ally to  come  for  him  to  Gandish 's  door 
(which  was  situated  in  a  certain  lofty 
streetdn  Soho).     The  Miss  G.'s  would 
smile  at  him  from  the  parlor  window 
as  he  mounted  and  rode  splendidly  off, 
and  those  opposition  beauties,  the  Miss 
Levisons,  aaughters  of  the  professor 
of  dancing  over  the  way,  seldom  failed 
to  greet  the  young  gentleman  with  an 
admiring  ogle  from  their  great  black 
eyes.     Master  Clive  was  pronounced 
an  "  out-and-outer,"  a  "  swell  and  no 
mistake,"    and    complimented,  with 
scarce  one  dissentient  voice,  by  the 
simple  academy   at  Gandish's.     Be- 
sides, he  drew  very  well,  —  there  could 
be  no  ftoubt  about  that.     Caricatures 
of  the  students,,  of  course,  were  pass- 
ing constantly  among  them,  and  in  re- 
venge for  one  which  a  huge  red-haired 
Scotch  student,  Mr.  Sandy  M'Collop, 
had  made  of  John  James,  Clive  per- 
petrated a  picture  of  Sandy  which  set 
the  whole  room  in  a  roar ;  and  when 
the  Caledonian  giant  uttered  satirical 
remarks  against  the  assembled  com- 
pany, averring  that  they  were  a  par- 
cel of  sneaks,  a  set  of  lick-spittles,  and 
using  epithets  still  more  vulgar,  Cliye 
slipped  off  his  fine  silk-sleeved  coat  in 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


121 


an  instant,  invited  Mr.  M'CoUop  into 
the  back-yard,  instructed  him  in  a  sci- 
ence which  the  lad  himself  had  ac- 
quired at  Greyfriars,  and  adminis- 
tered two  black  eyes  to  Sandy,  which 
])revented  the  young  artist  nom  see- 
ing for  some  days  after  the  head  of 
the  **  Laocoon"  which  he  was  *  copy- 
ing. The  Scotchman's  superior  weight 
and  age  might  have  given  the  combat 
a  different  conclusion,  had  i^endured 
long  after  Olive's  brilliant  opening  at- 
tack with  his  right  and  left ;  but  Pro- 
fessor Gandish  came  out  of  his  paint- 
ing-room at  the  sound  of  battle,  and 
could  scarcely  credit  his  own  eves 
«  when  he  saw  those  of  poor  M'Collop 
so  darkened.  To  do  the  Scotchman 
justice,  he  bore  Clive  no  rancor. 
They  became  friends  there,  and  after- 
wards at  Rome,  whither  they  subse- 
quently went  to  pursue  their  studies. 
The  fame  of  Mr.  M'CoUop  as  an  art- 
ist has  long  since  been  established. 
His  pictures  of  "  Lord  Lovat  in  Pris- 
on," and  "  Hogarth  painting  him," 
of  the  "Blowing-up  of  the  Kirk  of 
Field"  (painted  for  M'Collop  of 
M'Ck)llop),  of  the  "  Torture  of  the 
Covenanters,"  the  "Murder  of  the 
Regent,"  the  "Murder  of  Rizzio," 
and  other  historical  pieces,  all  of 
course  from  Scotch  history,  have  es- 
tablished his  reputation  in  South  as 
well  as  in  North  Britain.  No  one 
would  suppose,  from  the  gloomy  char- 
acter of  his  works,  that  Sandy  M' Col- 
lop  is  one  of  the  most  jovial  souls 
alive.  Within  six  months  after  their 
little  difference,  Clive  and  he  were  the 
greatest  of  friends,  and  it  was  by  the 
former's  suggestion  that  Mr.  James 
Binnie  gave  Bandy  his  first  commis- 
sion, who  selected  the  cheerful  subject 
of  "  The  Young  Duke  of  Rothsay 
starving  in  Prison." 

During  this  period,  Mr.  Clive  as- 
sumed the  toga  virilis,  and  beheld 
with  inexpressible  satisfaction  the 
first  growth  of  those  mustachios 
which  have  since  given  him  such  a 
marked  appearance.  Being  at  Gan- 
dish's,  and  so  near  the  dancing-acad- 
emy, what  must  he  do  but  take  les- 
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sons  in  the  Terpsichorean  art,  too  ?  — 
making  himself  as  popular  with  the 
dancing  folks  as  with  the  drawing 
folks,  and  the  jolly  king  of  his  com- 
pany everywhere.  He  gave  enter- 
tainments to  his  fellow-students  in 
the  Upper  Chambers  in  Fitzroy 
Square,  which  were  devoted  to  his 
use,  inviting  his  father  and  Mr.  Bin- 
nie to  those  parties  now  and  then. 
And  songs  were  sung,  and  pipes  were 
smoked,  and  many  a  pleasant  supper 
eaten.  There  was  no  stint :  but  no 
excess.  No  young  man  was  ever 
seen  to  quit  those  apartments  the 
worse,  as  it  is  called,  for  liquor. 
Fred  Bayham's  uncle,  the  Bishop, 
could  not  be  more  decorous  than  F. 
B.  as  he  left  the  Colonel's  house,  for 
the  Colonel  made  that  one  of  the  con- 
ditions of  his  son's  hospitality,  that 
nothing  like  intoxication  should  en- 
sue from  it.  The  good  gentleman 
did  not  frequent  the  parties  of  the  jun- 
iors. He  saw  that  bis  presence 
rather  silenced  the  young  men  ;  and 
left  them  to  themselves,  confiding  in 
Clive's  parole,  and  went  away  to  play 
his  rubber  of  whist  at  the  Club.  And 
many  a  time  he  heard  the  young  fel- 
low's steps  tramping  by  his  bed- 
chamber door,  as  he  lay  wakeful 
within,  happy  to  think  his  son  was 
happy. 


CHAPTER  XVIIL 

KEW   COMPANIONS. 

Clive  used  to  give  droll  accounts 
of  the  young  disciples  at  Gan dish's, 
who  were  of  various  ages  and  condi- 
tions, and  in  whose  company  the 
young  fellow  took  his  place  with  that 
good  temper  and  gayety  which  have 
seldom  deserted  him  in  life,  and  have 
put  him  at  ease  wherever  his  fate  has 
led  him.  He  is,  in  truth,  as  much  at 
home  in  a  fine  drawing-room  as  in  a 
public-house  parlor  ;  and  can  talk  as 
pleasantly  to  the  polite  mistress  of  the 
mansion  as  to  the  jolly  landlady  dis- 
pensing her  drinks  from  her  bar.  Not' 
one  of  the  Gandishites  but  was  after 
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a  while  well  inclined  to  the  yonng 
fellow ;  from  Mr.  Chiyers,  the  senior 
pupil,  down  to  the  little  imp  Harry 
Hooker,  who  knew  as  much  mischief 
at  twelve  years  old,  and  could  draw 
as  cleverly,  as  many  a  student  of  five- 
and-twenty;  and  JBob  Trotter,  the 
diminutive  fag  of  the  studio,  who  ran 
on  all  the  young  men's  errands,  and 
fetched  them  in  apples,  oranges,  and 
walnuts.  Clive  opened  his  eyes  with 
wonder  when  he  first  beheld  these 
simple  feasts,  and  the  pleasure  with 
which  some  of  the  young  men  partook 
of  them.  They  were  addicted  to  pol- 
onies ;  they  dia  not  disguise  their  love 
for  Banbury  cakes ;  they  made  bets  in 
ginger  beer,  and  gave  and  took  the 
odds  in  that  frothing  liquor.  There 
was  a  young  Hebrew  amongst  the  pu- 
pils, upon  whom  his  brother  students 
used  pla3rfnlly  to  press  ham  sandwich- 
es, pork  sausages,  and  the  like.  This 
young  man  (who  has  risen  to  great 
wealth  subsequently,  and  was  tonk- 
rupt  only  three  months  since),  ac- 
tually bought  cocoa-nuts,  and  sold 
them  at  a  profit  amongst  the  lads. 
Hfs  pockets  were  never  without  pen- 
cil-cases, French  chalk,  garnet  brooch- 
es, for  which  he  was  willing  to  bar- 
gain. He  behaved  very  rudely  to 
Gandish,  who  seemed  to  oe  airaia  be- 
fore him.  It  was  whispered  that  the 
Professor  was  not  altogether  easy  in 
his  circumstances,  and  that  the  elder 
Moss  had  some  mysterious  hold  over 
him.  Honeyman  and  Bayham,  who 
once  came  to  see  Clive  at  the  studio, 
seemed  each  disturbed  at  beholding 
young  Moss  seated  there  (making  a 
copy  of  the  Marsyas).  "  Pa  knows 
both  those  gents,"  he  informed  Clive 
afterwards,  with  a  wicked  twinkle  of 
his  Oriental  eyes.  "  Step  in,  Mr. 
Newcome,  any  day  you  are  passing 
down  Wardour  Street,  and  see  if  you 
don't  want  anything  in  our  way." 
(He  pronounced  the  words  in  his  own 
way,  saying,  "  Step  id  Bister  Doo- 
cob,  ady  day  idto  Vordor  Street," 
&c.)  This  young  gentleman  could 
get  tickets  for  almost  all  the  theatres, 
which  he  gave  or  sold,  and  gave  splen- 


did accounts  at  Gandish's  of  the 
brilliant  masquerades.  Clive  was 
greatly  diverted  at  beholding  Mr. 
Moss  at  one  of  these  entertainments, 
dressed  in  a  scarlet  coat  and  top- 
boots,  and  calling  out,  "  Yoicks  ! 
Hark  forward  ! "  fitinlly  to  another 
Orientalist,  his  younger  brother,  at- 
tired like  a  midshipman.  Once  Clive 
bought  a  half-dozen  of  theatre  tickets 
from  MH  Moss,  which  he  distributed 
to  the  youn^  fellows  of  the  studio. 
But  when  this  nice  young  man  tried 
further  to  tempt  him  on  the  next  day, 
"  Mr.  Moss,"  Clive  said  to  him  with 
much  dignity,  **  I  am  very  much  ob- 
liged to  you  for  your  ofler,  but  when 
I  go  to  the  play,  I  prefer  paying  at 
the  doors." 

Mr.  Chivers  used  to  sit  in  one  cor- 
ner of  the  room,  occupied  over  a  litho- 
graphic stone.    He  was  an  uncouth 
and  peevish  young  man ;  forever  find- 
ing fault  with  the  younger  pupils, 
whose  butt  he  was.    Next  in  rank  and 
age  was  M*Collop,  before  named :  and 
these  two  were  at  first  more  than 
usually  harsh  and  captious  with  Clive, 
whose  prosperity  offended  them,  and 
whose  dandified    manners,  free-and- 
easy  ways,  and  evident  influence  over 
the  younger  scholars,  gave  umbrage 
to  these  elderly  apprentices.    Clive  at 
first  returned   Mr.  Chivers  war  for 
war,  controlment  for  controlment ;  but 
when  he  found  Chivers  was  the  son  of  a 
helpless  widow;  that  he  maintained 
her  by  his  lithographic  vignettes  for 
the  music-sellers,  and  by  the  scanty  re- 
muneration of  some  lessons  which  he 
gave  at  a  school  at  Highgate,  —  when 
Clive  saw,  or  fancied  be  saw,  the 
lonely  senior  eying  with  hungry  eyes 
the  luncheons    of  cheese  and  bread 
and  sweefstuff  which  the  young  lads 
of  the  studio  enjoyed,  I  promise  yon 
Mr.   Clive's    wrath   agamst  Chivers 
was  speedily  turned  into  compassion 
and  kmdness,  and  he  sought,  and  no 
doubt  found,  means  of  feeding  Chivers 
without  offending  his  testy  indepen- 
dence. 

Nigh  to  Gandish's  was,  and  per- 
haps is,  aiiother   establishment    fcr 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


123 


teaching  the  art  of  design,  —  Barker's, 
which  had  the  additional  dignity  of  a 
life  and  costume  academy,  froqaented 
hy  a  class  of  students  more  advanced 
than  those  of  Gandish's.  Between 
these  and  the  Barkerites  there  was  a 
constant  riyalry  and  emulation  in  and 
out  of  doors.  Gandish  sent  more 
pupils  to  the  Royal  Academy ;  Gan- 
dish had  brought  up  three  medallists ; 
and  the  last  R.  A.  student  sent  to 
Rome  wail  a  Gandishite.  Barker,  on 
the  contrary,  scorned  and  loathed 
Trafalgar  Square,  and  laughed  at  its 
art.  Barker  exhibited  in  Pall  Mall 
and  Suffolk  Street :  he  laughed  at  old 
Gandish  and  his  pictures,  made  mince- 
meat of  his  "  Angli  sed  Angeli,"  and 
tore  *'  King  Alfr^  "  and  his  muffins 
to  pieces.  The  young  men  of  the  re- 
spectire  schools  used  to  meet  at  Lun- 
dy's  coffee-house  and  billiard-room, 
and  smoke  there,  and  do  battle.  Be- 
fore Glive  and  his  friend  J.  J.  came  to 
Gandish's,  the  Barkerites  were  having 
the  best  of  that  constant  match  which 
the  two  academies  were  playing. 
Fred  Bayham,  who  knew  every  coffee- 
house in  town,  and  whose  initials 
were  scored  on  a  thousand  tavern 
doors,  was  for  a  while  a  constant  visi- 
tor at  Lundy's,  played  pool  with  the 
young  men,  and  did  not  disdain  to 
dip  his  beard  into  their  porter-pots, 
when  invited  to  partake  of  their  drink ; 
treated  them  handsomely  when  he 
was  in  cash  himself;  and  was  an 
honorary  member  of  Barker's  acad- 
emy. Nay,  when  the  guardsman  was 
not  forthcoming,  who  was  standing  for 
one  of  Barker's  heroic  pictures,  Bay- 
ham  bared  his  immense  arms  and 
brawny  shoulders,  and  stood  as  Prince 
Edward,  with  Philippa  sucking  the 
poisoned  wound.  He  would  take  his 
friends  up  to  the  picture  in  the  exhi- 
bi  tion  and  proudly  point  to  it.  "  Look 
at  that  biceps,  sir,  and  now  look  at 
this,  —  that  's  Barker's  masterpiece, 
sir,  and  that 's  the  muscle  of  F.  B., 
sir."  In  no  company  was  F.  B. 
greater  than  in  the  society  of  the  art- 
ists, in  whose  smoky  haunts  and 
airy  parlors  he  might  often  be  found. 


It  was  from  F.  B.  that  Clive  heard  of 
Mr.  Chivers'  struggles  and  honest  in- 
dustry. A  great  deal  of  shrewd  ad' 
vice  could  F.  B.  give  on  occasion,  und 
many  a  kind  action  and  gentle  office 
of  charity  was  this  jolly  outlaw  known 
to  do  and  cause  to  be  done.  His  ad- 
vice to  Clive  was  most  edifying  at 
this  time  of  our  young  gentleman's 
lite,  and  he  owns  that  he  was  kept 
from  much  mischief  by  this  queer 
counsellor. 

A  few  months  after  Clive  and  J.  J. 
had  entered  at  Gandish 's,  that  acad- 
emy began  to  hold  its  own  against 
its  riyal.  The  silent  youn^  disciple 
was  pronounced  to  be  a  genius.  Hia 
copies  were  beautiful  in  delicacy  and 
finish.  His  designs  were  exquisite 
for  grace  and  richness  of  fancy.  Mr. 
Gandish  took  to  himself  the  credit  for 
J.  J.'s  genius  ;  Clive  ever  and  fondly 
acknowledged  the  benefit  he  got  from 
his  friend's  taste  and  bright  enthu- 
siasm, and  sure  skill.  As  for  Clive, 
if  he  was  successful  in  the  academy, 
he  was  doubly  victorious  out  of  it. 
His  person  was  handsome,  his  cour- 
age nigh,  his  gayety  and  frankness 
delightful  and  winning.  His  money 
was  plenty,  and  he  spent  it  like  a 
young  king.  He  could  speedily  l>eat 
all  the  club  at  Lundy's  At  billiards, 
and  give  points  to  the  redoubted  F.  R 
himself.  He  sang  a  famous  song  at 
their  jolly  supper-parties :  and  J.  J. 
had  no  greater  delight  than  to  listen 
to  his  fresh  voice,  and  watch  the 
young  conqueror  at  the  billiard-table, 
where  the  balls  seemed  to  obey  him. 

Clive  was  not  the  most  docile  of 
Mr.  Gandish's  pupils.  If  he  had  not 
come  to  the  studio  on  horseback, 
several  of  the  young  students  averred, 
Gandish  would  not  always  have  been 
praising  him  and  quoting  him  as  that 
professor  certainly  did.  It  must  bo 
confessed  that  the  young  ladies  read 
the  history  of  Clive's  uncle  in  the 
"  Book  of  Baronets,"  and  that  Gan- 
dish, junr.,  probably  with  an  eye  to 
business,  made  a  design  of  a  picture, 
in  which,  according  to  that  veracious 
volume,  one  of  the  Newcomes  wr- 
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represented  as  going  eheerfnlly  to  the 
stake  at  Smithfield,  surrounded  bj 
some  verj  ill-favored  Dominicans, 
whose  arguments  did  not  appear  to 
make  the  least  impression  upon  the 
martyr  oftheNewcome  family.  Sandy 
M*Collop  devised  a  counter  picture, 
wherein  the  barber-surgeon  of  King 
Edward  the  Confessor  was  drawn, 
operating  npon  the  beard  of  that 
monarch.  To  which  piece  of  satire 
Clive  gallantly  replied  by  a  design, 
representing  Sawney  Bean  M'CoUop, 
chief  of  the  clan  of  that  name,  de- 
scending from  his  mountains  into 
Edinburgh,  and  his  astonishment  at 
beholding  a  pair  of  breeches  ibr  the 
first  time.  These  playful  jokes  passed 
constantly  amongst  the  young  men 
of  Gandish's  studio.  There  was  no 
one  there  who  was  not  caricatured  in 
one  way  or  another.  He  whose  eyes 
looked  not  very  straight  was  depicted 
with  a  most  awful  squint  The  youth 
whom  nature  had  endowed  with  a 
somewhat  lengthy  nose  was  drawn  by 
the  caricaturists  with  a  prodigious 
proboscis.  Little  Bobby  Moss,  the 
young  Hebrew  artist  from  Wardour 
Street,  was  delineated  with  three  hats 
and  an  old-clothes  bag.  Nor  were 
poor  J.  J.'s  round  shoulders  spared, 
until  Clive 'indignantly  remonstrated 
at  the  hideous  hunchback  pictures 
which  the  boys  made  of  his  friend, 
and  vowed  it  was  a  shame  to  make 
jokes  at  such  a  deformity. 

Our  friend,  if  the  truth  must  be 
told  regarding  him,  though  one  of  the 
most  frank,  generous,  and  kind-heart- 
ed persons,  is  of  a  nature  somewhat 
haughtv  and  imperious,  and-  very 
likely  the  course  of  life  which  he  now 
led,  and  the  society  which  he  was 
compelled  to  keep,  served  to  increase 
some  original  defects  in  his  character, 
and  to  fortify  a  certain  disposition  to 
think  well  of  himself,  with  which  his 
enemies  not  unjustly  reproach  him. 
He  has  been  known  very  pathetically 
to  lament  that  he  was  withdrawn 
from  school  too  early,  where  a  couple 
of  years*  further  course  of  thrashings 
from  his  tyrant,  Old  Hodge,  he  avers, 


would  have  done  him  good.  He  la- 
ments that  he  was  not  sent  to  college, 
where,  if  a  young  man  receives  no 
other  discipline,  at  least  he  acquires 
that  of  meeting  with  his  equals  in 
society,  and  of  assuredly  finding  his 
betters;  whereas,  in  poor  Mr.  Gan* 
dish's  studio  of  art,  our  young  gentle- 
man scarcely  found  a  comrade  ihat 
was  not  in  one  way  or  other  his  flat- 
terer, his  inferior,  his  honest  or  dis- 
honest admirer.  The  influence  of  his 
family's  rank  and  wealth  acted  more  or 
lesson  all  thosesimplefolks,  who  would 
run  on  his  errands,  and  vied  with  each 
other  in  winning  the  yopng  nabob's  fa- 
vor. His  very  goodness  of  heart  ren- 
dered him  a  more  easy  prey  to  their 
flattery,  and  his  kind  and  jovial  disposi- 
tion le<l  him  into  company  from  which 
he  had  been  much  better  away.  I  am 
afraid  that  artful  young  Moss,  whose 
parents  dealt  in  pictures,  furniture, 
gimcracks,  and  'jewelry,  victfmized 
Clive  sadly  with  rings  and  chains, 
shirt-studs  and  flaming  shirt-pins,  and 
such  vanities,  which  the  poor  young 
rogue  locked  up  in  his  desK  generally, 
only  venturing  to  wear  them  whin 
he  was  out  of  his  father's  sight  or  of 
Mr.  Binnie's,  whose  shrewd  eyes 
watched  him  very  keenly. 

Mr.  Clive  used  to  leave  home  every 
day  shortly  after  noon,  when  he  was 
supposed  to  betake  himself  to  Gan- 
dish's  studio.    But  was  the  young 
gentleman   always  at  the  drawing- 
board  copying  from  the  antique  when 
his  father  supposed  him  to  be  so  de- 
votedly engaged?    I  fear  his  place 
was  sometimes  vacant.     His  friend 
J.  J.  worked  every  day  and  all  day. 
Many  a  time  the  steady  little  student 
remarked  his  patron's  absence,  and, 
no  doubt,  gently  remonstrated  with 
him,  but  when  Clive  did  come  to  his 
work  he  executed  it  with  remarkable 
skill  and  rapidity;  and  Ridley  was 
too  fond  of  him  to  say  a  word   at 
home  regarding'  the  shortcomings  of 
the    youthful    scapegrace.      Candid 
readers  may  sometimes  have  heard 
their  friend  Jones's  mother  lament 
that  her  darling  was  working  too 
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head  at  college,  or  Harry's  sisters 
express  their  anxiety  lest  his  too 
riij^orous  attendance  in  chamburs  (after 
which  he  will  persist  in  sitting  up  all 
night  reading  those  dreary  law-books 
which  cost  such  an  immense  sum 
of  money)  should  undeAnlne  dear 
Henry's  health;  and  to  such  acute 
persons  a  w<Jrd  is  sufficient' to  indicate 
young  Mr.  Clive  Newcome's  proceed- 
ings. Meanwhile  his  fsither,  who 
knew  no  more  of  the  world  than 
Harry's  simple  sisters  or  Jones's  fond 
mother,  never  doubted  that  all  Olive's 
doings  were  right,  and  that  his  boy 
was  the  best  of  boys. 

''  If  that  young  man  goes  on  as' 
charmingly  as  he  has  begun,"  Olive's 
cousin,  Barnes  Newcome,  said  of  his 
kinsman,  ^*  he  will  be  a  paragon.  I 
saw  him  last  night  at  Vauxhill  in 
company  with  young  Moss,  whose  fa- 
ther does  hills  and  keero  the  bric-a- 
brac  shop  in  Wardour  Street.  Two 
or  three  other  gentlemen,  probably 
young  old-clothes  men,  who  had  con- 
cluded for  the  day  the  labors  of  the 
bag,  joined  Mr.  Newcome  and  his 
friend,  and  they  partook  of  rack-punch 
in  an  arbor.  He  is  a  delightful 
youth,  Oonsin  Olive,  and  I  feel  sure 
he  is  about  to  be  an  honor  to  our 
fiimily." 

OHAPTER  XIX. 

THB   COLONEL  AT   HOME. 

Our  good  Oolonel's  house  had  re- 
ceived a  coat  of  paint,  which,  like 
Madame  Latour's  rouge  in  her  latter 
days,  only  served  to  make  her  care- 
worn &ee  look  more  ghastly.  Tl^ 
kitchens  were  gloomy.  The  stables 
were  gloomy.  Great  black  passages ; 
cracked  conservatory ;  dilapidated 
bath-room,  with  melancholy  waters 
moaning  and  fizzing  from  the  cistern ; 
the  great  large  blank  stone  staircase, 
—  were  all  so  many  melancholy  fea- 
tures in  the  general  countenance  of 
the  house;  but  the  Oolonel  thought 
it  perfectly  cheerful  and  pleasant,  and 
fiiruished  it  in  his  rough  and  ready 


way.  One  day  came  a  cartload  of 
chairs;  the  next  a  wagon  full  of 
fenders,  fire-irons,  and  glass,  and 
crockery,  —  a  quantity  of  supplies,  in 
a  word,  he  poured  into  the  place. 
There  were  yellow  curtains  in  the 
back  drawing-room,  and  green  cur- 
tains in  the  front.  The  carpet  was 
an  immense  bargain,  bought  dirt 
cheap,  sir,  at  a  sale  in  Euston  Square. 
He  was  against  the  purchase  of  a  car- 
pet for  the  stairs.  What  was  the  good 
of  it?  What  did  men  want  with 
stair-carpets?  His  own  apartment 
contained  a  wondtjrful  assortment  of 
lumber.  Shelves  which  he  nailed 
himself,  old  Indian  garments,  cam- 
phor trunks.  What  did  he  want 
with  gewgaws  1  anything  was  good 
enouirh  for  an  old  soldier.  But  the 
spare  bedroom  was  endowed  with  all 
sorts  of  splendor  :  a  bed  as  big  as  a 
general's  tent,  a  cheval  glass, — where- 
as the  Oolonel  shaved  in  a  little 
cracked  mirror,,  which  cost  him  no 
more  than  King  Stephen's  breeches,^ 
and  a  handsome  new  carpet;  while 
the  boards  of  the.  Oolonel's  bedcham^ 
ber  were  as  bare  —  as  bare  as  old  Miss 
Scragg's  shoulders,  which  would  be 
so  much  more  comfortable  were  they 
covered  up.  Mr.  Binnie's  bedcham* 
ber  was  neat,  snug,  and  appropriate. 
And  Olive  had  a  study  and  bedroom 
at  the  top  of  the  house,  which  he  was 
allowed  to  ftirnish  entirely  according 
to  his  own  taste.  How  he  and  Rid- 
ley revelled  in  Wardour  Street.' 
What  delightful  colored  prints  of 
hunting,  racing,  and  beautiful  ladies 
did  they  not  purchase,  mount  with 
their  own  hands,  cut  out  for  screens, 
frame,  and  glaze,  and  hang  up  on  the 
walls !  When  the  rooms  were  ready 
they  gave  a  party,  inviting  the  Oolo- 
nel and  Mr.  Binnie  by  note  of  hand, 
two  gentlemen  from  Lamb  Oourt, 
Temple,  Mr.  Honeyman,  and  Fred 
Bayham.  We  must  have  Fred  Bay- 
ham.  Fred  Bayham  frankly  asked, 
"Is  Mr.  Sherrick,  with  whom  you 
have  become  rather  intimate  lately, 
—  and  mind  you  I  say  nothinfj,  but 
J   recommend  strangers  in  Londoo^ 
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to  be  cautious  about  tbeir  friends, 
—  is  Mr.  SherricH  coming  to  you, 
young  un,  because  if  he  is,  F.  B.  must 
respectfully  decline  ?  " 

Mr.  She'rrick  was  not  invited,  and 
accordingly  F.  B.  came.  But  Sher- 
rick  was  invited  on  other  days,  and  a 
very  queer  society  did  our  honest  Colo- 
nel gather  together  in  that  queer 
house,  so  dreary,  so  dingy,  so  com- 
fortless, so  pleasant.  He,  who  was 
one  of  the  most  hospitable  men  alive, 
loved  to  have  his  Mends  around  him ; 
and  it  must  be  confessed  that  the  even- 
ing-parties, now  occasionally  given  in 
Fitzroy  Square  were  of  the  oddest  as- 
semblage of  people.  I'he  correct 
East  India  gentlemen  from  Hanover 
Square;  the  artists,  dive's  friends, 
gentlemen  of  all  ages  with  all  sorts  of 
beards,  in  every  variety  of  costume. 
Now  and  again  a  stray  school-fellow 
from  Grey  friars,  who  stared,  as  well 
he  might,  at  the  company  in  which 
he  found  himself.  Sometimes  a  few 
ladies  were  brought  to  these  enter- 
tainments. The  immense  politeness 
of  the  good  host  compensated  some 
of  them  for  the  strangeness-  of  his 
company.  They  had  never  seen  such 
odd-looking  hairy  men  as  those  young 
artists,  nor  such  wonderful  women  as 
Colonel  Newcome  assembled  together. 
He  was  good  to  all  old  maids  and 
poor  widows.  Retired  Captains  with 
large  families  of  daughters  found 
in  him  their  best  friend.  He  sent 
carriages  to  fetch  them,  and  bring 
them  back,  from  the  suburbs  where 
they  dwelt.  Gandish,  Mrs.  Gandish, 
and  the  four  Miss  Gandishes  in  scar- 
let robes,  were  constant  attendants  at 
the  Colonel's  soirees.  "  I  delight,  sir, 
in  the  'ospitality  of  my  distinguished 
military  friend,*'  Mr.  Gandish  would 
say.  "  The  harmy  has  always  been 
my  passion.  I  served  in  the  Soho 
Volunteers  three  years  myself,  till  the 
conclusion  of  the  war,  sir,  till  the  con- 
clusion of  the  war." 

It  was  a  great  sight  to  see  Mr. 
Frederic  Bayham  engaged  in  the 
waltz  or  the  quadrille  with  some  of 
the  elderly  houris  at  the  Colonel's 


parties.  F.  B.,  like  a  good-natured 
F.  B.  as  he  was,  always  chose  the 
plainest  women  as  partners,  and  enter- 
tained them  with  profound  compli- 
ments and  sumptuous  conversation. 
The  Colonel  likewise  danced  quad- 
rilles with  the  utmost  gravity.  Waltz- 
ing had  been  invented  long  since  his 
time ;  but  he  practised  quadrilles 
when  they  first  came  in,  about  1817, 
in  Calcutta.  To  see  him  leading  up 
a  little  old  maid,  and  bowing  to  her 
when  the  dance  was  ended,  and  per- 
forming Cavalier  seul  with  stately- 
simplicity,  was  a  sight  indeed  to  re- 
member. If  Clive  Newcome  had  n6t 
such  a  fine  sense  of  humor,  he  would 
have  blushed  for  his  father's  simplici- 
ty. As  it  was,  the  elder's  guileless 
goodness  and  childlike  trustfulness 
endeared  him  immensely  to  his  son. 
"  Look  at  the  old  boy,  Pendennis,"  he 
would  say,  "  look  at  him  leading  up 
that  old  Miss  Tidswell  to  the  piano. 
Does  n't  he  do  it  like  an  old  duke  ? 
I  lay  a  wager  she  thinks  she  is  going 
to  be  my  mother-in-law ;  all  the  wo- 
men are  in  love  with  him,  yOung  and 
old.  *  Should  lie  upbraid?  '  There 
die  goes.  '  I  '11  own  that  he  '11 
prevail,  and  sing  as  sweetly  as  a 
nigh-tin-gale ' '  O  you  old  warbler ! 
Look  at  father's  old  head  bobbing  up 
and  down!  Wouldn't  he  do  for  Sir 
Roger  de  Coverley  1  How  do  you  do. 
Uncle  Charles?  I  say,  M'Collop, 
how  gets  on  the  Duke  of  Whatdye- 
callem  starving  in  the  castle  ?  Gan- 
dish says  it 's  very  good  I "  The  lad 
retires  to  a  group  of  artists.  Mr. 
Honeyman  comes  up  with  a  faint 
smile  playing  on  his  features,  like 
moonlight  on  the  facade  of  Lady 
Whittlesea's  chapel. 

"  These  parties  are  the  most  singu- 
lar I  have  ever  seen,"  whispers  Hon- 
eyman. *'  In  entering  one  of  these 
assemblies,  one  is  struck  with  the  im- 
mensity of  London,  and  with  the 
sense  of  one's  own  insignificance. 
Without,  I  trust,  departing  from  my 
clerical  character,  nay,  from  my  veiy 
avocation  as  Incumbent  of  a  London 
chapel,  I  have  seen  a  good  deal  of 
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the  world,  and  here  is  an  assemblage 
no  doubt  of  most  respectable  persons, 
on  scarce  one  of  whom  I  ever  set  eyes 
till  this  evening.  yVhere  does  my 
good  brother  find  such  characters  1 

"  That,"  says  Mr.  Honeyman's  in- 
terlocutor, "  is  the  celebrated,  though 
neglected  artist.  Professor  Gandish, 
whom  nothing  but  jealousy  has  kept 
out  of  the  Royal  Academy.  Surely 
Tou  have  heard  of  the  great  Gan- 
dishl" 

**  Indeed,  I  am  ashamed  to  confess 
my  ignorance,  but*  clei^yman,  busy 
with  his  duties,  knows  little,  perhaps 
too  little,  of  the  fine  arts." 

"  Gandisb,  sir,  is  one  of  the  greatest 
geniuses  onwhomour  ungrateful  coun- 
try ever  trampled ;  he  exhibited  his  first 
celebrated  pieture  of  *  Alfred  in  the 
Neat-herd's  Hut '  (he says  he  is  the  first 
who  ever  touched  that  subject)  in  1804; 
but  Lord  Nelson's  death,  and  victory 
of  Trafalgar  occupied  the  public  atten- 
tion at  that  time,  and  Gandish's  work 
went  unnoticed.  In  the  year  1816  he 
painted  his  great  work  of  *  Boadicea.' 
You  see  her  before  you.  That  lady  in 
yellow,  with  a  light  front  and  a  turban. 
Boadicea  became  Mrs.  Gandish  in  that 
year.  So  late  as  '27,  he  brought  be- 
fore the  world  his '  Non  Angli  sed 
Angeli.*  Two  of  the  angels  are  yon- 
der in  sea-green  dresses,  —  the  Misses 
Grandish.  The  youth  in  Berlin  gloves 
was  the  little  male  angelus  of  that 
piece." 

"  How  came  you  to  know  all  this, 
you  strange  man  1 "  says  Mr.  Honey- 
man. 

'*  Simply  because  Gandish  has  told 
me  twenty  times.  He  tells  the  story 
to  everybody,  every  time  he  sees  them. 
He  told  it  to-day  at  dinner.  Boadicea 
and  the  angels  came  afterwards."  - 

"  Satire !  satire !  Mr.  Pendennis," 
says  the  divine,  holding  up  a  reproving 
finger  of  lavender  kid,  "  beware  of  a 
wicked  wit !  But  when  a  man  has  that 
tendency,  I  know  how  difficult  it  is  to 
restrain.  My  dear  Colonel,  good  eren- 
ing !  You  have  a  great  reception  to- 
night. That  gentleman's  bass  voice  is 
very  fine,  Mr.  Pendennis  and  I  were 


admiring  it.  The  *  Wolf*  is  a  song 
admirably  adapted  to  show  its  capa- 
bilities." 

Mr.  Gandish's  autobiograpy  had  oc- 
cupied the  whole  time  after  the  retire- 
ment of  the  ladies  from  Colonel  New- 
come's  dinner-table.  Mr.  Hobson 
Newcome  had  been  asleep  during  the 
performance;  Sir  Curry  Baughton, 
and  one  or  two  of  the  Colonel's  pro- 
fessional and  militanr  guests,  silent 
and  puzzled ;  honest  Mr.  Binnie,  with 
his  shrewd  good-humored  face,  sipping 
his  claret  as  usual,  and  delivering  a  sly 
joke  now  and  again  to  the  gentlemen 
at  his  end  of  the  table.  Mrs.  Newcome 
had  sat  by  him  in  sulky  dignity ;  was 
it  that  Lady  Baughton's  diamonds  of- 
fended her  *?  —  her  Ladyship  and  her 
daughters  being  attirtdin  great  splen- 
dor for  a  court  ball  which  they  were  to 
attend  that  evening.  Was  she  hurt 
because  she  was  not  invited  to  that 
Boyal  Entertainment  ?  As  these  fes- 
tivities were  to  take  place  at  an  early 
hour,  the  ladies  bidden  were  obliged  to 
quit  the  Colonel's  house  before  the 
evening  party  commenced,  from  which 
Lady  Ann  declared  she  was  quite 
vexed  to  be  obliged  to  run  away. 

Lady  Ann  Newcome  had  been  as 
gracious  on  this  occasion  as  her  sister- 
in-law  had  been  out  of  humor.  Evenr- 
thing  pleased  her  in  the  house.  She 
had  no  idea  that  there  were  such  fine 
houses  in  that  quarter  of  the  town. 
She  thought  the  dinner  so  very  nice ; 
that  Mr.  Binnie  such  a  good-humored 
looking  gentleman ;  that  stoat  gentle- 
man, with  his  collar  turned  down  like 
Lofd  Byron's,  so  exceedingly  clever 
and  full  of  information.  A  celebrate<l 
artist  was  he?  (courtly  Mr.  Smee  had 
his  own  opinion  upon  that  point,  but 
did  not  utter  it.)  All  those  artists  are 
so  eccentric  and  amusing  and  clever. 
Before  dinner  she  insisted  upon  seeing 
Clive's  den  with  its  pictures  and  casts 
and  pipes.  "  You  horrid  young  wicked 
creature,  have  you  begun  to  smoke  al- 
ready ? "  she  asks,  as  she  admires 
his  room.  She  admired  everything. 
Nothing  could  exceed  her  satisfaction. 

The  sisters-in-law  kissed  on  meet» 
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ing,  with  that  cordiality  so  delightful 
to  witness  in  sisters  who  dwell  to- 
gether in  unity.  It  was,  "My  dear 
Maria,  what  an  age  since  I  have  seen 
you ! "  "  My  dear  Ann,  our  occupa- 
tions are  so  engrossing,  our  circles  are 
so  different,"  in  a  languid  response 
from  the  other.  "  Sir  Brian  is  not 
coming,  I  suppose  ?  Now,  Colonel," 
—  she  turns  in  a  frisky  manner  to- 
wards him,  and  taps  her  fan,  —  "  did 
I  not  tell  you  Sir  Brian  would  not 
come  1 " 

"  He  is  kept  at  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, my  dear.  Those  dreadfiil  com- 
mittees. He  was  quite  vexed  at  not 
beinjf  able  to  come." 

"  I  know,  I  know,  dear  Ann,  there 
•  are  always  excuses  to  gentlemen  in 
Parliament.  I  'have  received  many 
such.  Mr.  Shaloony  and  Mr.  M'She- 
ny,  the  leaders  of  our  party,  often  and 
often  disappoint  me.  I  knew  Brian 
would  not  come.  My  husband  came 
down  from  Marble  Head  on  purpose 
^  this  morning.  Nothing  would  have 
induced  us  to  give  up  our  brother's 
party." 

"  I  believe  you.  I  did  come  down 
from  Marble  Head  this  morning, 
and  I  was  four  hours  in  the  hay- 
field  before  I  came  away,  and  in  the 
City  till  five,  and  I  have  been  to  look 
at  a  horse  afterwards  at  Tattersall's, 
and  I  am  as  hungry  as  a  hunter,  and 
as  tired  as  a  hodman,"  says  Mr.  New- 
come,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 
'*  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Pendennis  ? 
Maria,  you  remember  Mr.  Penden- 
nis, —  don't  you  ?  " 

"Perfectly,"  replies  the  languid 
Maria.  Mrs.  Gandish,  Colonel  Top- 
ham,  Major  M'Cracken  are  an- 
nounced ;  and  then,  in  diamonds, 
feathers,  and  splendor,  Lady  Baugh- 
ton  and  Miss  Baughton,  who  are  go- 
ing to  the  Queen's  ball,  and  Sir  Curry 
Baughton',  not  quite  in  his  deputy- 
lieutenant's  uniform  as  yet,  looking 
very  shy  in  a  pair  of  blue  trousers, 
with  a  glittering  stripe  of  silver  down 
the  seams.  Clive  looks  with  won- 
^  der  and  delight  at  these  ravishing  la- 
"'ies,  rustling  in  fresh  brocades,  with 


feathers,  diamonds,  and  every  magnify 
icence.  Aunt  Ann  has  not  her  court- 
dress  on  as  yet;  and  Aunt  Maria 
blushes  as  she  beholds  the  new  com- 
ers, having  thought  fit  to  attire  her- 
self in  a  high  dress,  with  a  Quaker- 
like simplicity,  and  a  pair  of  gloves 
more  than  ordinarily  dingy.  The 
pretty  little  foot  she  has,  it  is  true, 
and  sticks  it  out  from  habit;  but 
what  is  Mrs.  Newcome's  foot  com- 
pared with  that  sweet  little  chaussure 
which  Miss  Baughton  exhibits  and 
withdraws  ?  The  shiny  white  satin 
slipper,  the  pink  stocking  which  ever 
and  anon  peeps  from  the  rustling 
folds  of  her  robe,  and  timidly  retires 
into  its  covert,  —  that  foot,  light  as 
it  is,  crushes  Mrs.  Newcome. 

No  wonder  she  winces,  and  is  an- 
gry ;  there  are  some  mischievous  per- 
sons who  rather  like  to  witness  that 
discomfiture.  All  Mr.  Smee's  flatter- 
ies that  day  failed  to  soothe  her. 

What  happened  to  her  alone  in  the 
drawing-room,  when  the  ladies  invited 
to  the  dinner  had  departed,  and  those 
convoked  to  the  soiree  began  to  ar- 
rive,—  what  happened  to  her  or  to 
them  I  do  not  like  to  think.     The 
Gandishes  arrived  first ;  Boadicea  and 
the  angels.     We  judged  from  the  fact 
that  young  Mr.  Gandish  came  blush- 
ing into  the  dessert.   Name  after  name 
was  announced  of  persons  of  whom 
Mrs.  Newcome  knew  nothing.     The 
young  and  the  old,  the  pretty  and 
homely,  they  were  all  in  their  best 
dresses,  and  no  doubt  stared  at  Mrs. 
Newcome,  so  obstinately  plain  in  her 
attire.      When    we  came  up  stairs 
from  dinner,  we  found  her  seated  en- 
tirely by  herself  tapping  her  fan  at 
the  fireplace.      Timid  groups  of  per- 
sons were  round  about,  waiting  for 
the  irruption  of  the  gentlemen,  until 
the  pleasure  should  begin.    Mr.  New- 
come,  who  came  up  stairs  yawning, 
was  heard  to  say  to  his  wife,    "O, 
dam,  let 's  cut !       And    they  went 
down   stairs,  and  waited  until  their 
carriage  had  arrived,  when  they  quit- 
ted Fitzroy  Square. 

Mr.  Barnes  Newcome  presently  ar 
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rived,  looking'  particularly  smart  and 
lirely,  with  a  lai^  flower  in  his  but- 
ton-hole, and  leaning  on  the  arm  of 
a  friend.  "  How  do  you  do,  Pen- 
dennis  1  "  he  says,  with  a  peculiarly 
dandified  air.  "  Did  you  dine  here  ? 
You  look  as  if  you  dined  here  "  (and 
Barnes,  certainly,  as  if  he  had  dined 
elsewhere).  "  I  was  onl^  asked  to 
the  cold  soiree.  Whom  did  you  hare 
for  dinner?  You  had  ixky  maiama 
and  the  Baughtoas,  and-ny  uncle 
and  aunt,  I  know,  for  they  are  dowa 
below  in  the  library,  waiting  for  the 
^rriage ;  he  is  asleep,  and  she  is  a^ 
lulky  as  a  bear." 

"  Why  did  Mrs.  Neweome  say  I 
ihonld  &%d  nobody  I  knew  up  here  ? " 
asks  Barnes's  companion.  "  On  the 
contrary,  there  are  lots  of  feUows  I 
know.  There 's  Fred  Bayham,  dan- 
cing Uke  a  harlequin.  There's  old 
Grandish,  who  used  to  be  my  drawing- 
master;  and  my  Brighton  friends, 
your  uncle  and  cousin,  Barnes.  What 
relations  are  they  to  me  ?  must  be 
some  relations.  Fine  fellow  your 
cousin." 

"  H'm,"  growls  Bames.  "  Very 
fine  boy,  —  not  spirited  at  all,  —  not 
fond  of  flattery,  —  not  surrounded  by 
toadies,  —  not  fond  of  drink,  —  de- 
lightful boy  1  See  yonder  the  young 
fellow  is  in  conversation  with  his 
most  intimate  friend,  a  little  crooked 
fellow,  with  long  hair.  Do  you  know 
who  hne  is  ?  he  is  the  son  of  old  Tod- 
morden's  butler.  Upon  my  life  it 's 
true." 

"  And  suppose  it  is ;  what  the 
deuce  do  I  care!"  cries  Lord  Kew. 
"  Who  can  be  more  respectable  than 
a  butler !  A  man  must,  be  some- 
body's son.  When  I  am  a  middle- 
aged  man,  I  hopli  humbly  I  shall 
look  like  a  buder  myself.  Suppose 
you  were  to  put  ten  of  Gunter's  men 
into  the  House  of  Lords,  do  you  mean 
to  say  that  they  would  not  look  as 
well  as  any  average  ten  peers  in  the 
House  ?  Look  at  Lord  Westcot ;  he 
is  exactly  like  a  butler :  that 's  why 
the  country  has  such  confidence  in 
him.     i  never  dine  with  him  but  I 
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fancy  he  ought  to  be  at  the  side- 
board. Here  comes  that  insufferable 
little  old  Smee.  How  do  you  do,  Mr. 
Smee  1 " 

Mr.  Smee  smiles  his  sweetest  smile. 
With  his  rings,  diamond  shirt-studs, 
and  red  velvet  waistcoat,  there  are 
few  more  elaborate  middle-iiged  bucks 
than  Andrew  Sm66.  "  How  do  you 
do,  my  dear  Lord?"  cries  the  bland 
one.  **  Who  would  ever  have 
thought  of  seeing  your  Lordship 
here?" 

"  Why  the  deuce  not,  Mr.  Smee  1 " 
asks  Lord  Kew,  abruptily.  "Is  it 
wrong  to  come  herel  I  have  been 
in  the  house  only  five  minutes,  and 
three  people  have  said  the  sasie  thing 
to  me,  —  Mrs.  Newoome,  who  is  sit- 
ting down  stairs  in  a  rage  waiting 
for  her  carriage,  the  condescending 
Barnes,  and  yourself.  Why  do  y<M 
come  here,  Smee?  How  are  you, 
Mr.  Gandish  ?  How  do  the  fine  arts 
gol" 

"  Your  Lordship's  kindness  in  ask- 
ing for  them  will  cheer  them  if  any- 
thing will,"  sa^s  Mr.  Gandish. 
"  Your  noble  family  has  always  pat- 
ronized them.  I  am  proud  to  be  rec- 
ognized by  your  Lordship  in  this 
house,  where  the  distinguished  father 
of  one  of  my  pupils  entertains  us 
this  eyeniBg.  A  most  promising 
young  man  is  young  Mr.  Olive, — 
talents  for  a  hamafeeur  really  most  re> 
markable." 

"  Excellent  upon  my  word,  —  ex- 
cellent," cries  Mr.  Smee.  "  I  'm  not 
an  animal -painter  myself,  and  per- 
haps don't  think  much  of  that  branch 
of  the  prtfession  ;  but  it  seems  to  me 
the  yopng  felloif  draws  horses  with 
^e  most  wonderful  spirit.  I  hope 
Lady  Walham  is  very  well,  and  that 
she  was  satisfied  with  her  son's  por- 
trait. Stockholm,  I  think,  your 
brother  is  appointed  to?  I  wish  I 
might  be  allowed*  to  paint  the  elder 
as  well  as  the  younger  brother,  my 
Lord." 

"  I  am  an  historical  painter  ;  but 
whenever  Lord  Kew  is  painted  I  hope 
his  Lordship  will  think  of  the  old 
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servant  of  his  Lordship's  family, 
Charles  Gandish,"  cries  the  professor. 

"  I  am  like  Susannah  between  the 
two  Elders,"  says  Lord  Kew.  "  Let 
my  innocence  alone,  Smee.  Mr.  Gan- 
dish,  don't  persecute  my  modesty  with 
your  addresses.  I  won't  be  painted. 
I  am  not  a  fit  subject  for  an  historical 
painter,  Mr.  Gandlsh." 

**  Hfdcibiades  sat  to  Praxiteles,  and 
Pericles  to  Phidjas,"  remarks  Gan- 
dish. 

"  The  cases  are  not  quite  similar," 
says  Lord  Kew,  languidly.  "  You  are 
no  doubt  fully  equal  to  Praxiteles ;  but 
I  don*t  see  my  resemblance  to  the 
other  party.  I  should  not  look  well 
as  a  hero,  and  Smee  coiild  not  paint 
me  handsome  enough.' 

"  I  would  try,  my  dear  Lord," 
cries  Mr.  Smee. 

"  I  know  you  would,  my  dear  fel- 
.  low,"  Lord  Kew  answered,  looking  at 
the  painter  with  a  lazy  scorn  in  Ms 
eyes.  "  Where  is  Colonel  Newcome, 
Mr.  Gandishi"  Mr.  Gandish  re- 
plied that  our  gallant  host  was  dan- 
cing a  quadrille  in  the  next  room ; 
and  the  young  gentleman  walked  on 
towards  that  apartment  to  pajr  his 
respects  to  the  giver  of  the  evening's 
entertainment. 

Newcome's  behavior  to  the  young 
peer  was  ceremonious,  but  not  m  the 
least  servile.  He  saluted  the  other's 
superior  rank,  not  his  person,  as  he 
turned  the  guard  out  tor  a  generi^l 
officer.  He  never  qgnld  hz  brought 
to  be  otherwise  than  cold  and  grave 
in  his  behavior  to  John  James  ;  nor 
was  it  without  difficulty^  when  young 
Ridley  and  his  son  becameipupils  at 
Gandish's,  he  eould  be  induce*  to  in* 
yite  the  former  to  bis  parties.  /  /'  An 
artist  is  any  man's  equal,"  he  saidv 
"  I  have  no  prejudice  of  that  sort ; 
and  think  that  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds 
and  Dr.  Johnson  were  <it  company 
for  any  person  of  whatever  rank. 
But  a  young  map,  whose  father  may 
have  had  to  wait  behind  me  at  din- 
ner, should  not  be  brought  into  my 
company."  Clive  compromises  the 
dispute  with  a  laugh.    **  First,"  sayi 


he,  "  I  will  wait  till  I  am  asked  ;  and 
then  I  promise  I  will  not  go  to  dine 
with  Lord  Todmorden." 


CHAPTER  XX. 

CONTAINS  MORE   PABTIGULARS  OF 
THE  COLONEL  AND  HIS  BRETHREN. 

If  Clive's  amusements,  studies,  or 
occupations,  such  as  they  were,  filled 
his  day  pretty  completely,  and  caused 
the  young  gentleman's  time  to  pass 
rapidly  and  pleasantly,  his  father,  it 
must  be  owned,  had  no  such  resources, 
and  the  good  Colonel's  idleness  hung 
heavily  upon  him.  He  submitted 
very  Kindly  to  this  infliction,  how- 
ever, as  he  would  have  done  to  any 
other  for  Clive's  sake ;  and  though  he 
may  have  wished  himself  back  with 
his  regiment  again,  and  engaged  in 
the  pursuits  in  which  his  life  had  been 
spent,  he  chose  to  consider  these  de* 
sires  as  very  selfish  and  blnmable  on 
his  part,  and  sacrificed  them  reso' 
lutely  for  his  son's  welfare.  The 
young  fellow,  I  dare  say,  gave  his 
parent  no  more  credit  for  his  long 
self-denial  than  many  other  children 
award  to  theirs.  We  take  such  life- 
offerings  as  our  due  commonly.  The 
old  Frcnch  satirist  avers  that,  in  a 
love  affair,  there  is  usually  one  per- 
son who  loves,  and  the  other,  qui  se 
laisse  aimer;  it  is  only  in  later  days, 
perhaps,  when  the  treasures  of  love 
are  spent,  and  the  kind  hand  cold 
which  ministered  them,  that  we  re- 
member how  tender  it  was ;  how  soft 
to  soothe  ;  how  eager  .to  sliield ;  how 
ready  to  support  and  caress.  The 
ears  may  no  longer  hear  which  would 
Tiave  received  our%rord8  of  thanks  so 
delightedly.  Jjet  us  hope  those  fruits 
of  love,  though  tardy,  are  yet  not  all 
too  late ;  and  though  we  bring  our 
tribute  of  reverence  and  gratitude,  it 
may  be  to  a  gravestone,  there  is  an 
acceptance  even  there  for  the  stricken 
heart's  oblation  of  fond  remorse,  con- 
trite memories,  and  pious  tears.  I 
ani  thinking  of  the  love  of  Clive  New- 
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come*s  father  for  him  (and,  perhaps, 
young  reader,  that  of  yours  and  mine 
for  ourselves ; )  how  the  old  man  lay 
awake,  and  devised  kindnesses,  and 
gave  his  all  for  the  love  of  his  son ; 
and  the  young  man  took,  and  spent, 
and  slept,  and  made  merry.  Did  we 
not  say,  at  our  tale's  commencement, 
that  all  stories  were  old  ?  Careless 
prodigals  and  anxious  elders  have 
been  irom  the  beginning ;  and  so  may 
love  and  repentance  and  forgiveness 
endure  even  till  the  end. 

The  stifling  fogs,  the  slippery  mud, 
the  dun,  dre^  November  mornings, 
when  the  Regent's  Park,  where  the 
Colonel  took  his  early  walk,  was 
wrapped  in  yellow  mist,  must  have 
been  a  melancholy  exchange  for  the 
splendor  of  Eastern  sunrise,  and  the 
invigorating  gallop  at  dawn,  to  which, 
for  so  many  years  of  his  life,  Thomas 
Newcome  had  accustomed  himself. 
His  obstinate  habit  of  early  waking 
accompanied  him  to  England,  and 
occasioned  the  despair  of  his  London 
domestics,  who,  if  master  was  n't  so 
awfully  early,  would  have  found  no 
fault  with  him,  for  a  gentleman  as 
gives  less  trouble  to  his  servants ;  as 
scarcely  ever  rings  the  bell  for  his- 
self ;  as  will  brush  his  own  clothes ; 
as  will  even  boil  his  own  shaving-wa- 
ter in  the  little  hetna  which  he  keeps 
up  in  his  dressing-room ;  as  pays  so 
regular,  and  never  looks  twice  at  the 
accounts  ;  such  a  man  deserved  to  be 
loved  by  his  household,  and,  I  daro 
say,  comparisons  were  made  between 
him  and  his  son,  who  do  ring  the 
bells,  and  scold  if  his  boots  ain't  nice, 
and  border  about  like  a  young  lord. 
But  Clive,  though  Miaperioos^  was 
very  liberal  and  good-humored,  and 
not  the  worse  served  because  he  in- 
sisted upon  exertiug  his  youMnl  au- 
thority. As  for  Mend  Binnie,  he  had 
a  hundred  pursuits  of  his  own,  which^ 
made  his  time  pass  very  comfortably. 

He  had  all  the  Lectures  at  the 
British  Institution ;  he  had  the  Geo- 
graphical Society,  the  Asiatic  Society, 
and  the  Political  Economy  Club ; 
and  though  be  talked  year  after  year 


of  going  to  visit  his  relations  in  Scot- 
land, the  months  and  seasons  passed 
away,  and  his  feet  still  beat  the  Lon- 
don pavement. 

In  spite  of  the  cold  reception  his 
brothers  gave  him,  duty  was  duty, 
and  Colonel  Newcome  still  proposed, 
or  hoped  to  be  well  with  the  female 
members  of  the  Newcome  family  ;  and 
having,  as  we  have  said,  plenty  of 
time  on  his  hands,  and  livmg  at  no 
very  great  distance  from  either  of  his 
brothers'  town  houses,  when  their 
wives  were  in  London  the  elder  New- 
come  was  for  paying  them  pretty  con- 
stant visits.  But  after  the  good  gen- 
tleman had  called  twice  or  thrice  upon 
his  sister-in-law  in  Bryanstone  Square, 
—  bringing,  as  was  his  wont,  a  pres- 
ent for  this  little  niece,  or  a  book  for 
that, — Mrs.  Newcome,  with  her  usual 
virtue,  gave  him  to  understand  thsit 
the  occupation  of  an  English  matron 
who,  besides  her  multifarious  family 
duties,  had  her  own  intellectual  cul- 
ture to  mind,  would  not  allow  her  to 
pass  the  mornings  in  idle  gossip ;  and 
of  course  took  great  credit  to  herself 
for  having  so  rebuked  him.  "  I  am 
not  above  instruction  of  any  age," 
sa^s  she,  thanking  Heaven  (or  com- 
plimencing  it  rather  for  having  creat- 
ed a  being  so  virtaous  and  humble- 
minded).  "  When  Professor  Schroff 
comes,  I  sit  with  my  children,  and 
take  lessons  in  German;  and  I  say 
my  verbs  with  Maria  and  Tommy  in 
the  sameAJjye  !  '*  Yes,  with  courte- 
sies and  nne  speeches  she  actually 
bowed  her  brother  out  of  doors  ;  and 
the  honest  gentleman  meekly  left 
her,  lliough  with  bewilderment  as  he 
tfattagbt  of  ^he  didOEerent  hospitality  to 
which  he  had  been  accustomed  in  the 
East,  where'  no  friend's  house  was 
ever  closed  to  him,  where  no  neigh- 
bor was  so  busy  bnt  he  had  time  to 
make  Thomas  Newcome  welcome. 

When  Hobson  Newcorae's  boys 
came  home  for  the  holidays,  their 
kind  uncle  was  for  treating  them  to 
th»  .sights  of  the  town,  but  here 
Virtue  agIRn  interposed,  and  laid  -its 
interdict   upon    pleasure.      "Thank 
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you  very  much,  my  dear  Colonel," 
says  Virtue;  **  there  never  was  surely 
such  a  kind,  aifectionate,  unselfish 
creature  as  you  ar^  and  so  indulgent 
for  children,  but  my  boys  and  yours 
are  brought  up  on  a  very  different  plan. 
Excuse  me  for  saying  that  I  do  not 
think  it  is  advisable  that  they  should 
even  see  too  much  of  each  other. 
Clive's  company  is  not  good  for  them." 

"  Great  Heavens,  Maria ! "  cries  the 
Colonel,  starting  up,  **  do  you  mean 
that  my  boy's  society  is  not  good 
enough  for  any  boy  alive  ?  " 

Maria  turned  very  red :  she  had 
said  not  more  than  she  meant,  but 
more  than  she  meant  to  say.  "My 
dear  Colonel,  how  hot  we  are!  how 
angry  you  Indian  gentlemen  become 
with  us  poor  women!  Your  boy  is 
much  older  than  mine.  .He  lives 
with  artists,  with  all  sorts  of  eccen- 
tric people.  Our  children  are  bred 
on  quite  a  different  plan.  Hobson  will 
succeed  his  father  in  the  bank,  and 
dear  Samuel,  I  trust,  will  go  into  the 
church.  I  told  you  before  the  views 
1  had  regarding  the  boys ;  but  it  was 
most  kind  of  you  to  think  of  them,  — 
most  generous  and  kind." 

"  That  nabob  of  ours  is  a  queer 
fish,"  Hobson  Newcome  remarked  to 
his  nephew  Barnes.  "  He  is  as  proud 
as  Lucifer,  he  is  always  taking  huff^ 
about  one  thing  or  the  other.  He 
went  off'  in  a  fume  the  other  night 
because  your  aunt  objected  to  his 
taking  the  boys  to  thft  play.  She 
don't  like  their  going  to  the  play. 
My  mother  did  n't  either.  Your 
aunt  is  a  woman  who  is  uncommon 
wide  awake,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  I  always  knew,  sir,  that  my  a«nt 
was  perfectly  aware  of  the  time  of 
day,    says  Barnes,  with  a  bow. 

"  And  then  the  Colonel  flies  out 
about  his  boy,  and  says  that  my  wife 
insulted  him !  I  used  to  like  that 
boy.  Before  his  fiUher  came  he  was 
a  good  lad  enough,  —  a  jolly  brave 
little  fellow." 

"I  confess  I  did  not  know  Mr. 
Clive  at  that  interesting  period  of  his 
existence,"  remarks  Barnes. 


"  But  since  he  has  taken  this  mad- 
cap freak  of  turning  painter,"  th© 
uncle  continues,  "  there  is  no  under^ 
standing  the  chap.  Did  you  ever  see 
such  a  set  of  fellows  as  the  Colonel 
had  got  together  at  his  party  the 
other  night?  Dirty  chaps  in  velvet 
coats  and  beards  ?  They  looked  like 
a  set  of  mountebanks.  And  this 
young  Clive  is  going  to  turn  paint- 
er! " 

"  Very  advantageous  thing  for  the 
family.  He  '11  do  our  pictures  for 
nothing.  I  always  said  he  was  a 
darling  boy,"  simpered  Barnes. 

"Darling  jackass ! "  growled  out  the 
senior.  "  Confound  it,  why  does  n't 
my  brother  set  him  up  in  some  re- 
spectable business  ?  1  ain't  proud. 
I  have  not  married  an  earl's  daughter. 
No  offence  to  you,  Barnes." 

"Not  at  all,  sir.  I  can't  help  it 
if  my  grandfather  is  a  gentleman," 
says  Barnes,  with  a  fascinating  smile. 

The  uncle  laughs.  "I  mean  I 
don't  care  what  a  fellow  is  if  he  is 
a  good  fellow.  But  a  painter's  no 
trade  at  all,  —  I  don't  fancy  seeing 
one  of  our  family  sticking  up  pictures 
for  sale.    I  don't  like  it,  Barnes." 

"  Hush !  here  comes  his  distin- 
guished friend,  Mr.  Pendennis,"  whis- 
pers Barnes ;  and  the  uncle  growling 
out,  "  Damn  all  literary  fellows,  — 
all  artists,  —  the  whole  lot  of  them  !  '* 
tarns  away.  Barnes  waves  three 
languid  fingers  of  recognition  towards 
Pendennis ;  and  when  the  uncle  and 
nephew  have  moved  out  of  the  club 
newspaper-room,  little  Tom  Eaves 
comes  up  and  tells  the  present  report- 
er every  word  of  their  conversation. 

Very  soon  Mrs.  Newcome  an- 
nounced that  their  Indian  brother 
found  the  society  of  Bryanstone 
Square  fery  little  to  his  taste,  as  in- 
deed bow  should  he  ?  being  a  man  of 
a  good,  harmless  disposition  certainly, 
but  of  small  intellectual  culture.  It 
could  not  be  helped.  She  had  done 
her  utmost  to  make  him  welcome," 
and  grieved  that  their  pursuits  were 
not  more  congenial.  She  heard  that 
he  was  much  more  intimate  in  Park 
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Lane.  Possibly  the  superior  rank  of 
LiJy  Ann's  family  might  present 
charms  to  Colonel  Newcome,  who 
fell  asleep  at  her  assemblies.  His 
boy,  she  was  afraid,  was  leading  the 
most  irregulcer  life.  He  was  growing 
a  pair  of  mostachios,  and  going 
about  with  all  sorts  of  wild  associ- 
ates. She  found  no  fault ;  who  was 
she,  to  find  fault  with  any  one  ?  But 
she  had  been  compelled  to  hint  that 
her  children  must  not  be  too  intimate 
with  him.  And  so,  between  one 
brother  who  meant  no  unkindness, 
and  another  who  was  all  affection 
and  good-will,  this  undoubting  woman 
created  difference,  distrust,  dislike, 
which  might  one  day  possibly  lead  to 
open  rupture.  The  wicked  are  wick- 
ed, no  doubt,  and  they  go  astray  and 
they  fall,  and  they  come  by  their 
deserts;  but  who  can  tell  the  mis- 
chief which  the  very  virtuous  do? 

To  her  sister4n-law.  Lady  Ann,  the 
Colonel's  society  was  more  welcome. 
The  afiectiooate  gentleman  never 
tired  of  doing  idndnesses  to  his  broth- 
er's many  children,  and  as  Mr.  Clive's 
pursuits  now  separated  him  a  good 
deal  from  his  fatner,  the  Colonel,  not 
perhaps  without  a  sigh  that  fiate 
should  so  separate  him  from  the  soci- 
ety which  he  loved  best  in  the  world, 
consoled  himself  as  best  he  might 
with  his  nephews  and  nieces,  especial- 
ly with  Ethel,  for  whom  his  bme  pas^ 
storiy  conceived  at  first  sight,  never 
diminished.  "  If  Uncle  Newcome  had 
a  hundred  children,"  Ethel  said,  who 
was  rather  jealous  of  disposition,  "  he 
would  spoil  them  all."  He  found  a 
fine  occupation  in  breaking  a  pretty 
little  horse  for  her,  of  which  he  made 
her  a  present,  and  there  was  no  horse 
in  the  Park  that  was  so  handsome, 
and  surely  no  girl  who  looked  more 
beautiful  than  Ethel  Newcome  with 
her  broad  hat  and  red  ribbon,  with 
her  thick  black  locks  waving  round 
her  bright  face,  galloping  along  the 
ride  on  "Bhurtpore."  Occasionally 
Clive  was  at  their  riding-parties,  when 
the  Colonel  would  fall  back  and  fond- 


ly survey  the  young  people  cantering 
side  by  side  over  the  grass;  but  by 
tacit  convention  it  was  arranged  that 
the  cousins  shouj^  be  but  seldom 
together;  the  Colonel  might  be  his 
niece's  companion,  and  no  one  could 
receive  him  with  a  more  joyous  wel- 
come, but  when  Mr.  Clive  made  his 
appearance  with  his  father  at  the 
Park  Lane  door,  a  certain  gme  was 
visible  in  Miss  Ethel,  who  would  nev- 
er mount  except  with  Colonel  New- 
come's  assistance,^md  who,  especial- 
ly after  Mr.  Clive's  famous  mustachios 
made  their  appearance,  rallied  him, 
and  remonstrated  with  him  regarding 
those  ornaments,-  and  treated  him 
with  much  distance  and  dignity.  She 
asked  him  if  he  was  going  into  the 
army  1  she  could  not  understand  how 
any  but  military  men  could  wear 
mustachios!  and  then  she  looked 
fondly  and  archly  at  her  uncle,  and 
said  she  liked  none  that  were  not  gray. 
Clive  set  her  down  as  a  very 
haughty,  spoiled,  aristocratic  young 
creature.  If  he  had  been  in  love  with 
her,  no  doubt  he  would  have  sacri- 
ficed even  those  beloved  new-born 
whiskers  for  the  charmer.  Had  he 
not  already  bought  on  credit  the  ne- 
cessary implements  in  a  fine  dressing- 
case,  from  young  Moss  ?  But  he  was 
not  in  love  with  her;  otherwise  he 
would  have  found  a  thousand  op 
portunities  of  riding  with  her,  walk 
ing  with  her.  meeting  her,  in  spite  O' 
all  prohibitions  tacit  or  expressed^ 
all  governesses,  guardians,  mamma'& 
punctilios,  and  kind  hints  from  friends. 
For  a  while  Mr.  Clive  thought  himself 
in  love  with  his  cousin ;  than  whom 
no  more  beautiful  young  girl  could  be 
seen  in  any  park,  ball,  or  drawing- 
room;  and  he  drew  a  hundred  pic- 
tures of  her,  and  discoursed  about  her 
beauties  to  J.  J.,  who  fell  in  love  with 
her  on  hearsay.  But  at  this  time 
Mademoiselle  Saltarelli  was  dancing 
at  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  and  it  cer- 
tainly may  be  said  that  Clive's  first 
love  was  bestowed  upon  that  beauty ; 
whose  picture,  of  course,  he  drew  in 
mostof  her  favorite  characters ;  and  for 
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whom  his  passion  lasted  until  the  end 
of  the  season,  when  her  night  was  an- 
nounced, tickets  to  be  had  at  the  theatre, 
or  of  MademoisqUi  Saltarelli,  Buck- 
ingham Street,  Strand.    Then  it  was 
that  with  a  throbbing  heart  and  a  five- 
pound  note,  to  engage  places  for  the 
houri's  benefit,  Clive  beheld  Madame 
Rogomme,  Mademoiselle  Saltarelli's 
mother,  who  entertained  him  in  the 
French  language  in  a  dark   parlor 
smelling  of  onions.    And  oh !  issu- 
ing from  the  adjofhing  dining-room 
(where  was  a  dingy  vision  of  a  feast 
and  pewter  pots  upon  a  darkling  ta- 
ble-cloth), could  tnat  lean,  scraggy, 
old,  beetle-browed  yellow  face,  who 
cried,  **  Ou   es  tu  done,  maman  3  " 
with  such  a  shrill  nasal  voice,  —  could 
that  elderly  vixen  be  the   blooming 
and  divine   Saltarelli  ?     Clive  drew 
her  picture  as  she  was,  and  a  likeness 
of  Madame  Bogomme,  her  mamma. 
A  Mosaic  youth,  profosely  jewelled, 
and  scented  at  once  with  tobacco  and 
eau-de-Cologne,  occupied  Clive's  stall 
on  Mademoiselle  Saltarelli's  night; 
it  was  young  Mr.  Moss,  of  Gandish's, 
to  whom  Newcome  ceded  his  place, 
aAd  who  laughed  (as  he  always  did 
at  Clive's  jokes)  when  the  latter  told 
the  story  of  his  interview  with  the 
dancer.      "Paid  five  pound  to    see 
that  woman.    I  could  have  took  you 
behind  the  scenes "  (or  "  beide  the 
seeds,"  Mr.  Moss  said),  "  and  showed 
her  to  you  for  dothing."    Did  he 
take  Clive  behind  the  scenes  ?    Over 
this  part  of  the  young  gentleman's 
life,  without  implying  the  least  harm 
to  him,  for  have  not  others  been  be- 
hind the  scenes ;    and  can  there  be 
any  more  dreary  object  than  those 
whitened  and  raddled  old  women  who 
shudder    at    the  slips  ?  —  over  this 
stage  of  Clive  Newcome's  life  we  may 
surely  drop  the  curtain. 

It  IS  pleasanter  to  contemplate  the 
kind  old  face  of  Clive's  fatner,  that 
sweet  young  blushing  lady  by  his  side, 
as  the  two  ride  homewards  at  sunset. 
The  grooms  behind  in  quiet  conversa- 
tion about  horses,  as  men  never  tire 
of  talking  about  horses.    Ethel  wants 


to  know  about  battles ;  about  lovers' 
lamps,  which  she  has  read  of  in 
"  Lallah  Rookh,"  —  "  Have  you  ever 
seen  them,  uncle,  floating  down  the 
Ganges  of  a  night  ?  "  About  Indian 
widows,  —  "  Did  you  actually  see  one 
burning,  and  hear  her  scream  as  you 
rode  up  ?  "  She  wonders  whether  he 
will  tell  her^  anything  about  Clive's 
mother:  how  she  must  have  loved 
Uncle  Newcome!  Ethel  can't  bear, 
somehow,  to  think  that  her  name  was 
Mrs.  Casey,  —  perhaps  he  was  very 
fond  of  her ;  though  he  scarcely  ever 
mentions  her  name.  She  was  nothing 
like  that  good  old  funny  Miss  Honey- 
man  at  Brighton.  Who  could  the 
person  be  ?  —  a  person  that  her  uncle 
Knew  ever  so  long  ago,  —  a  French 
lady,  whom  her  uncle  says  Ethel  often 
resembles  ?  That  is  why  he  speaks 
French  so  well.  He  can  recite  whole 
pages  out  of  "  Racine."  Perhaps  it 
was  the  French  lady  who  taught 
him.  And  he  was  not  very  happy  at 
the  Hermitage  (though  grandpapa 
was  a  veiy  kind  good  man),  and  he 
upset  papa  in  a  little  carriage,  and 
was  wild,  and  got  into  disgrace, 
and  was  sent  to  India  ?  He  could 
not  have  been  very  bad,  Ethel  thinks, 
looking  at  him  with  her  honest 
eyes.  Last  week  he  went  to  the 
Drawing-room,  and  papa  presented 
him.  His  uniform  of  gray  and  silver 
was  quite  old,  yet  he  looked  much 
grander  than  Sir  Brian  in  his  new 
deputy  -  lieutenant's  dress.  "  Next 
year,  when  I  am  presented,  you  must 
come  too,  sir,"  says  Ethel.  "  1  insist 
upon  it,  you  must  come  too  ! " 

"  I  will  order  a  new  uniform, 
Ethel,"  says  her  uncle. 

The  girl  laughs.  "When  little 
Egbert  took  hold  of  your  sword,  uncle, 
and  asked  you  how  many  people  you 
had  killed,  do  you  know  I  nad  the 
same  question  m  my  mind;  and  I 
thought  when  you  went  to  the  Draw- 
ing-room, perhaps  the  King  will 
knight  him.  But  instelid  he  knighted 
mamma's  apothecary.  Sir'  Danby 
Jilks,  —  that  horrid  little  man,  —  and 
I  won't  have  you  knighted  atiy  more." 
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"I  hope  Egl)ert  won't  ask  Sir 
Danby  Jilks  how  many  people  he 
has  killed,"  says  the  Colonel,  laugh- 
ing ;  but,  thinking  the  joke  too  severe 
u^n  Sir  Danby  and  the  profession, 
he  forthwith  apologizes  by  narrating 
many  anecdotes  he  knows  to  the 
credit  of  surgeons.  How,  when  the 
fever  broke  out  on  board  the  ship 
going  to  India,  their  surgeon  devoted 
himself  to  the  safety  of  the  crew,  and 
died  himself,  leavmg  directions  for 
thu  treatment  of  the  patients  when  he 
was  gone !  What  heroism  the  doc- 
tors showed  during  the  cholera  in 
India !  and  what  courage  he  had  seen 
some  of  them  exhibit  in  action  :  at- 
tending the  wounded  men  under  the 
hottest  fire,  and  exposing  themselves 
as  readily  as  the  bravest  troops! 
Ethel  declares  that  her  uncle  always 
will  talk  of  other  people's  courage, 
and  never  say  a  word  about  his  own ; 
and  "the  only  reason,"  she  says, 
"  which  made  me  like  that  odious  Sir 
Thomas  de  Boots,  who  laughs  so,  and 
looks  so  red,  and  pays  such  horrid 
compliments  to  all  ladies,  was,  that 
he  praised  you,  uncle,  at  Newcome, 
last  year,  when  Barnes  and  he  came 
to  us  at  Christmas.  Why  did  you 
not  come  ?  Mamma  and- 1  went  to 
see  your  old  nurse ;  and  we  found  her 
such  a  nice  old  lady."  So  the  pair 
talk  kindly  on,  riding  homewards 
through  tne  pleasant,  summer  twi- 
light. Mamma  had  gone  out  to  din- 
ner ;  and  there  were  cards  for  three 
parties  afterwards.  "  0,  how  I  wish 
It  was  next  year  !  "  says  Miss  Ethel. 

Many  a  splendid  assembly,  and 
many  a  brilliant  next  year,  will  the 
ardent  and  hopeful  young  c^ature 
enjoy ;  but  in  the  midst  of  her  splen- 
dor and  triumphs,  buzzing  flatterers, 
conquered  rivals,  prostrate  admirers, 
no  doubt  she  will  think  sometimes  of 
that  quiet  season  before  the  world  be- 
gan for  her,  and  that  dear  old  friend 
on  whose  arm  she  cleaned  while  she 
was  Xtta  young  girl. 

Th^olonel  comes  to  Park  Street 
early  in  the  forenoon,  when  the  mis- 
tress of  the  house,  snrroanded  by  her 


little  ones,  is  administering  dinner  to 
them.  He  behaves  witn  splendid 
courtesy  to  Miss  Quigley,  the  gover- 
ness, and  ma|Mfi  a  point  of  taking 
wine  with  her,^d  of^  making  a  most 

Profound  bow  during  that  ceremony, 
liss  Quigley  cannot  help  thinking 
Colonel 'Newcome's  bow  very  tine. 
She  has  an  idea  that  his  late  Majesty 
must  have  bowed  in  that  way.  She 
flutteringly  imparts  this  opinion  to 
Lady  Ann's  maid,  who  tells  her  mis- 
tress, who  tells  Miss  Ethel,  who 
watches  the  Colonel  the  next  time  he 
takes  wine  with  Miss  Quigley,  and 
they  laugh,  and  then  Ethel  tells  him ; 
so^hat  the  gentleman  and  the  gover- 
ness have  to  blush  ever  after  when 
they  drink  wine  together.  When  she 
is  walking  with  her  little  charges  in 
the  Park,  or  in  that  before-mentioned 
paradise  nigh  to  Apsley  House,  faint 
signals  of  welcome  appear  on  her  wan 
cheeks.  She  knows  the  dear  Colonel 
amongst  a  thousand  horsemen.  If 
Ethel  makes  for  her  uncle  purses, 
guard-chains,  anti-macassars,  and  the 
like  beautiful  and  useful  articles,  I  be- 
lieve it  is  in  reality  Miss  Quiglev  who 
does  four  fifths  of  the  work,  as  she  sits 
alone  in  the  school-room,  high,  high 
up  in  that  lone  house,  when  the  little 
ones  are  long  since  asleep.  Wore  her 
dismal  little  tea-tray,  and  her  little 
desk,  containing  her  mother's  letters 
and  her  mementos  of  home. 

There  are,  of  course,  numberless 
fine  parties  in  Park  Lane,  where  the 
Colonel  knows  he  would  be  very  wel- 
come. But  if  there  be  grand  assem- 
blies, he  does  not  care  to  come.  "  I 
like  to  go  to  the  Club  best,"  he  says  to 
Lady  Ann.  "  We  talk  there  as  you 
do  here  about  persons,  and  about  tfack 
marrying,  and  Tom  dying,  and  so 
forth.  But  we  have  known  Jack  and 
Tom  all  our  lives,  and  so  are  inter- 
ested in  talking  about  them,  just  as 
you  are  in  speaking  of  your  own 
friends  and  habitual  society.  They 
are  people  whose  names  I  have  some- 
times read  in  the  newspaper,  but 
whom  I  never  thought  of  meetmg  until 
I  came  to  your  house.    What  has  an 
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old  fellow  like  me  to  say  to  your 
yoang  dandies  and  old  dowagers  ?  " 

'*  Mamma  is  very  odd  and  some- 
times very  captious^^y  dear  Colo- 
nel," said  Lady  Ann,  with  a  blush ; 
*'she  suffers  so  frightfully  from  tic 
that  we  are  all  bound  to  pardon 
her." 

Truth  to  tell,  old  Lady  Kew  had 
been    particularly   rude    to    Colonel 
Kewcome  and  Clive.    Ethel's  birth- 
day befell  in  the  spring,  on  which  oc- 
casion she  was  wont  to  have  a  juve- 
nile assembly,  chiefly  of  girls  of  her 
own  age  and  condition;  who  came, 
accompanied  by  a  few  governesses, 
and  they  played  and  sang  their  little 
duets  and  chorases  together,  and  en- 
joyed a  gentle  refection  of  sponge- 
cakes, jellies,  tea,  and  the  like.     The 
Colonel,  who  was  invited  to  this  little 
party,  sent  a  fine  present  to  his  favor- 
ite Ethel;  and  Clive  and  his  friend 
J.  J.  made  a  funny  series  of  drawings, 
representing  the  me  of  a  young  lady 
as  they  imagined  it,  and  drawing  her 
progress  from  her  cradle  upwards: 
now  engaged  with  her  doll^  then  with 
her  dancing-master ;  now  marching  in 
her  back-board ;  now  crying  over  her 
German  lessons ;  and  dressed  for  her 
first  ball  finally,  and  bestowing  her 
hand  upon  a  dandy,  of  preternatural 
ugliness,  who  was  kneeling  at  her  feet 
as  the  happy  man.     This  picture  was 
the  delight  of  the  laughing  happy 
girls ;  except,  perhaps  the  little  cousins 
from  Bryanstone  Square,  who  were  in- 
vited to  Ethel's  party,  but  were  so 
overpowered  by  the  prodigious  new 
dresses  in  which  their  mamma  had 
attired  them  that  they  could  admire 
nothing  but  their  rustling  pink  frocks, 
their  enormous  sashes,  their  lovely 
new  silk  stockings. 

Lady  Kew  coming  to  London  at- 
tended on  the  party,  and  presented  her 
grand-daughter  witii  a  six-penny  pin- 
cushion. The  Colonel  had  sent 
Ethel  a  beautiful  little  gold  wateh 
and  chain.  Her  aunt  had  compli- 
mented her  with  that  refreshing  work, 
**  Alison's  History  of  Europe,"  richly 

'nd.   Lady  Eew's  pincushion  made 


rather  a  poor  figure  among  the  gifts, 
whence  probably  arose  her  Ladyship's 
ill-humor. 

Ethel's  grandmother  became  ex- 
ceedingly testy  when,  the  Colonel  ar- 
riving, Ethel  ran  up  to  him  and 
thanked  him  for  the  beautiful  watch, 
in  return  for  which  she  gave  him  a 
kiss,  which,  I  dare  say,  amply  repaid 
Colonel  Newcome ;  and  shortly  after 
him  Mr.  Clive  arrived,  looking  un- 
commonly handsome,  with  that  smart 
little  beard  and  mustachio  with  which 
nature  had  recentlj^  gifted  him.  As 
he  entered,  all  the  girls,  who  had  been 
admiring  his  pictures,  began  to  clap 
their  hands.  Mr.  Clive  Newcome 
blushed,  and  looked  none  the  worse 
for  that  indication  of  modesty, 

liady  Kew  had  met  Colonel  New- 
come  a  half-dozen  times  at  her  daugh- 
ter's house :  but  on  this  occasion  she 
had  quite  foigotten  him,  for  when  the 
Colonel  made  her  a  bow,  her  Lady- 
ship regarded  him  steadily,  and,  beck- 
oning her  daughter  to  her,  asked  who 
the  gentleman  was  who  has  just 
kissed  Ethel  ?  Trembling  as  she  al- 
ways did  before  her  mother.  Lady 
Ann  explained.  Lady  Kew  said 
"  Oh  ! "  and  left  Colonel  Newcome 
blushing  and  rather  embarrass^  de  sa 
persorme  before  her. 

With  the  clapping  of  hands  that 
greeted  Clive's  arrival,  the  Countess 
was  by  no  means  more  good-humored. 
Not  aware  of  her  wrath,  the  young 
fellow,  who  had  also  previouslv  been 
presented  to  her,  came  forward  pres- 
ently to  make  her  his  compliments. 
"  Pray  who  are  you  ?  "  she  said,  look- 
ing at  him  very  earnestly  in  the  face. 
He  told  her  his  name. 

"H'm,"  said  Lady  Kew,  "I  have 
heard  of  you,  and  I  have  heard  very 
little  good  of  you." 

"Will  your  Ladyship  please  to 
give  me  your  informant  1 "  cried  out 
Colonel  Newcome. 

Barnes  Newcome,  who  had  conde- 
scended to  attend  his  sister's  little 
fete,  and  had  been  languidly  i^lMhing 
the  frolics  of  the  young  people,  ?ooked 
very  much  alarmed. 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


137 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

IS   SENTIMENTAL,  BUT   SHORT. 

Without  wishing  to  disparage  the 
youth  of  other  nations,  I  think  a  well- 
bred  English  lad  has  this  advantage 
over  them,  that  his  bearing  is  com- 
roonlj  more  modest  than  theirs.  He 
does  not  assume  the  tail-coat  and  the 
manners  of  manhood  too  earlj;  he 
holds  his  tongue,  and  listens  to  his 
elders ;  his  mind  blushes  as  well  as 
his  cheeks ;  he  does  not  know  how  to 
make  bows  and  pay  compliments  like 
the  young  Frenchman;  nor  to  con-* 
tradict  his  seniors  as,  I  am  informed, 
American  striplings  do.  Boys  who 
learn  nothingelse  at  oar  public  schools 
learn  at  least  good  manners,  or  what 
we  consider  to  be  such ;  and  with  re- 
gard to  the  person  at  present  under 
consideration,  it  is  certain  that  all  his 
acquaintances,  excepting  perhaps  his 
dear  cousin  Barnes  Newcome,  agreed 
in  considering  him  as  a  yery  frank, 
manly,  modest,  and  agreeable  young 
fellow.  My  friend  Warrington  found 
a  grim  pleasure  in  his  company ;  and 
his  bright  face,  droll  humor,  and  kind- 
ly laughter,  were  always  welcome  in 
our  chambers.  Honest  Fred  Bayham 
was  charmed  to  be  in  his  society ;  and 
used  pathetically  to  aver  that  he  him- 
self might  have  been  such  a  youth, 
had  he  been  blest  with  a  kind  father 
to  watch,  and  good  friends  to  guide, 
his  early  career.  In  fact,  Fred  was 
by  far  the  most  didactic  of  Clive*s 
bachelor  acquaintances,  pursued  the 
young  man  with  endless  advice  and 
sermons,  and  held  himself  up  as  a 
warning  to  Olive,  and  a  touchmg  ex- 
ample of  the  evil  consequences  of  early 
idleness  and  dissipation.  Grentlemen 
of  much  higher  rank  in  the  world  took 
a  fancy  to  the  lad.  Captain  Jack 
Belsize  introduced  him  to  his  own 
mess,  as  also  to  the  Guard  dinner  at 
St.  James's;  and  my  Lord  Kew  in- 
vited him  to  Kewbnry,  his  Lordship's 
hoase  in  Oxfordshire,  where  Clive  en- 
joyed hui^Hji^  shooting,  and  plenty 
of  good  ^Kpany.  Mrs.  Newcome 
groaned  in  spirit  when  she  heard  of 


these  proceedings ;  and  feared,  feared 
very  much  that  that  unfortunate 
young  man  was  going  to  ruin ;  and 
Barnes  Newcome  Amiably  dissemi- 
nated reports  amongst  his  iamily  that 
the  lad  was  plunged  in  all  sorts  of 
debaucheries ;  that  he  was  tipsy  every 
night;  that  he  was  engaged,  in  his 
sober  moments,  with  dice,  the  turf, 
or  worse  amusements ;  and  that  his 
head  was  so  turned  by  living  with 
Kew  and  Belsize  that  the  little  rascal's 
pride  and  arrc^ance  were  perfectly 
insuperable.  Ethel  would  indignant- 
ly deny  these  charges ;  then  perhaps 
credit  a  few  of  them ;  and  she  looked 
at  Clive  with  melancholy  eyes  when 
he  came  to  visit  his  aunt;  and,  I 
hope,  prayed  that  Heaven  might  mend 
his  wicked  ways.  The  truth  is,  the 
young  fellow  enjoyed  life,  as  one  of 
his  age  and  spirit  might  be  expected 
to  do;  but  he  did  very  little  harm, 
and  meant  less;  and  was  quite  un- 
conscious of  the  reputation  which  his 
kind  friends  were  making  for  him. 

There  had  been  a  long-standing 
promise  that  Clive  and  his  father 
were  to  go  to  Newcome  at  Christmas ; 
and  I  dare  say  Ethel  proposed  to 
reform  the  young  prodigal,  if  prodigal 
he  was,  for  she  busied  herself  delight- 
edly in  preparing  the  apartments 
which  they  were  to  inhabit  during 
their  stay,  —  speculated  upon  it  in  a 
hundred  pleasant  ways,  putting  off 
her  visit  to  this  pleasant  neighbor,  or 
that  pretty  scene  in  the  vicinage, 
until  her  uncle  should  come,  and  they 
should  be  enabled  to  enjoy  the  excur- 
sion together.  And,  before  the  arrival 
of  her  relatives,  Ethel,  with  one  of  her 
young  brothers,  went  to  see  Mrs.  Ma- 
son ;  and  introduced  herself  as  Colo- 
nel Newcome's  niece  ;  and  came  back 
charmed  with  the  old  lady,  and  eager 
once  more  in  defence  of  Clive  (when 
that  young  gentleman's  character 
happened  to  be  called  in  question  by 
her  brother  Barnes),  for  had  she  not 
seen  the  kindest  letter,  which  Clive 
had  written  to  old  Mrs.  Mason,  and 
the  beautiful  drawing  of  his  father  on 
horseback  and  in  regimentals,  waving 
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his  sword  in  fVont  of  the  gallant  — th 
Bengal  Cavalry,  which  the  lad  had 
sent  down  to  the  good  old  woman? 
He  coald  not  be  very  bad,  Ethel 
thought,  who  was  so  kind  and  thought- 
ful for  the  poor.  His  father's  son 
could  not  be  altogether  a  reprobate. 
When  Mrs.  Mason,  seoing  how  good 
and  beautiful  Ethel  was,  and  thinking 
in  her  heart  nothing  could  be  too 
good  or  beautiful  for  Clive,  nodded 
her  kind  old  head  at  Miss  Ethel,  and 
said  she  should  like  to  find  a  husband 
for  her.  Miss  Ethel  blushed,  and 
looked  handsomer  than  ever ;  and  at 
home,  when  she  was  describing  the 
interview,  never  mentioned  this  part 
of  her  talk  with  Mrs.  Mason. 

But  the  enfant  terrible^  young  Alfred, 
did :  annonncing  to  all  the  company 
at  dessert,  that  Ethel  was  in  love  witn 
CUve,  —  that  Clive  was  coming  to 
marry  her,  —  that  Mrs.  Mason,  the 
old  woman  at  Newcome,  had  told  him 
so. 

**  I  dare  say  she  has  told  the  tale 
all  over  Newcome ! "  shrieked  out 
Mrl  Barnes.  "  I  dare  say  it  will  be 
in  the  Independent  next  week.  By 
Jove,  it 's  a  pretty  connection,  —  and 
nice  acquaintances  this  uncle  of  ours 
brings  us!''  A  fine  battle  ensued 
upon  the  receipt  and  discussion  of 
this  intelligence :  Barnes  was  more 
than  usually  bitter  and  sarcastic; 
Ethel  hauglitily  recriminated,  losing 
her  temper,  and  then  her  firmness, 
until,  fairly  bursting  into  tears,  she 
taxed  Barnes  with  meanness  and  ma- 
lignity in  forever  uttering  stories  to 
his  cousin's  disadvantage;  and  pur- 
suing with  constant  slander  and 
cruelty  one  of  the  very  best  of  men. 
She  rose  and  left  the  table  in  great 
tribulation,  —  she  went  to  her  room 
and  wrote  a  letter  to  her  uncle, 
blistered  with  tears,  in  which  she  be- 
sought him  not  to  come  to  Newcome. 
Perhaps  she  went  and  looked  at  the 
apartments  which  she  had  adorned 
and  prepared  for  his  reception.  It 
was  for  him  and  for  his  company 
that  she  was  eager.  She  had  met 
no  one  so  generous  and  gentle,  so  | 


honest  and  unselfish,  until  she  had 
seen  him. 

Lady  Ann  knew  the-  ways  of  wo- 
men very  well ;  and  when  Ethel  that 
night,  still  in  great  indignation  and 
scorn  against  Barnes,  announced  that 
she  had  written  a  letter  to  her  uncle, 
begging  the  Colonel  not  to  come  at 
Christmas,  Ethel's  mother  soothed 
the  wounded  girl,  and  treated  her 
with  peculiar  gentleness  and  affection ; 
and  she  wisely  gave  Mr.  Barnes  to 
understand,  that  if  he  wished  to  bring 
about  that  very  attachment,  the  idea 
of  which  made  him  so  angry,  he  could 
use  no  better  means  than  those  which 
he  chose  to  employ  at  present,  of  con- 
stantly abusing  and  msulting  poor 
Clive,  and  awakening  Ethel's  sym- 
pathies by  mere  opposition.  And 
Ethel's  sad  little  letter  was  extracted 
from  the  post-bag;  and  her  mother 
brought  it  to  her,  sealed,  in  her  own 
room,  where  the  young  ladv  burned 
it :  being  easily  brought  by  Lady 
Ann's  quiet  remonstrances  to  perceive 
that  it  was  best  no  allusion  should 
take  place  to  the  silly  dispute  which 
had  occurred  that  evening ;  and  that 
Clive  and  his  fiEither  should  come  for 
the  Christmas  holidays,  if  they  were 
so  minded.  But  when  they  came, 
there  was  no  Ethel  at  Newcome.  She 
was  gone  on  a  visit  to  her  sick  aunt. 
Lady  Julia.  Colonel  Newcome  passed 
the  holidays  sadly  without  his  ^onng 
favorite,  and  Clive  consoled  himself 
by  knocking  down  pheasants  with  Sir 
Brian's  keepers;  and  increased  his 
cousin's  attachment  for  him  bv  break- 
ing the  knees  of  Barnes's  favorite  mare 
out  hunting.  It  was  a  dreary  enter- 
tainment ;  father  and  son  were  glad 
enough  to  get  away  from  it,  and  to 
return  to  their  own  humbler  quarters 
in  London. 

Thomas  Newcome  had  now  been 
for  three  years  in  the  possession  of 
that  felicity  which  his  soul  lon^d 
aflter ;  and,  had  any  friend  of  his  asked 
him  if  he  was  happy,  he  would  have 
answered  in  the  amriMBI  no  doubt, 
and  protested  that  he  "wt^  the  enjoy- 
ment of  everything  a  reasonable  man 
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could  desire.  And  yet,  in  spite  of  his 
happiness,  his  honest  face  grew  more 
melancholy;  his  loose  clothes  hang 
only  the  looser  on  his  lean  limbs ;  he 
ate  his  meals  without  appetite;  his 
nights  were  restless ;  and  he  would  sit 
for  hours  silent  in  the  midst  of  his 
family,  so  that  Mr.  Binnie  first  began 
jocularly  to  surmise  that  Tom  was 
crossed  in  love;  then  seriously  to 
think  that  his  health  was  suffering, 
and  that  a  doctor  should  be  called 
to  see  him ;  and  at  last  to  agree  that 
idleness  was  not  good  for  the  Colonel, 
and  that  he  missed  the  military  occu- 
pation to  which  he  had  been  for  so 
many  years  accustomed. 

The  Colonel  insisted  that  he  was 
perfectly  happy  and  contented.  What 
could  tie  want  more  than  he  had,  — 
the  society  of  his  son,  for  the  present ; 
and  a  prospect  of  quiet  for  his  declin- 
ing days?  Binnie  vowed  that  his 
friend's  days  had  no  business  to  de- 
cline as  yet ;  that  a  sober  man  of  fifty 
ought  to  be  at  his  best ;  and  that  New- 
come  had  grown  older  in  three  years 
in  Europe  than  in  a  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury in  the  East,  —  all  which  state- 
ments were  true,  though  the  Colonel 
persisted  in  denying  them. 

He  was  very  restless.  He  was  al- 
ways finding  business  in  distant  quar- 
ters of  England.  He  must  go  visit 
Tom  Barker  who  was  settled  in 
Devonshire,  or  Harry  Johnson  who 
had  retired  and  was  uving  in  Wales. 
He  surprised  Mrs.  Honeyman  by  the 
fireqnency  of  his  visits  to  Brighton,  and 
always  came  away  much  improved  in 
health  by  the  sea  air,  and  by  constant 
riding  with  the  harriers  there.  He  ap- 
peared at  Bath  and  at  Cheltenham, 
where,  as  we  know,  there  are  many 
old  Indians.  Mr.  Binnie  was  not  in- 
disposed to  accompany  him  on  some 
of  these  jaunts,  —  **  provided,"  the 
Civilian  said,  "  you  don't  take  young 
Hopeful,  who  is  much  better  without 
us;  and  let  us  two  old  fogies  enjoy 
ourselves  together." 

Clive  ^Bb^ot  sorry  to  be  left  alone. 
The  fjitn^knew  that  only  too  well. 
The   young  man   had  occupations, 


ideas,  associates,  in  whom  the  elder 
could  take  no  interest.  Sitting  below 
in  his  blank,  cheerless  bedroom.  New- 
come  could  hear  the  lad  and  his  friends 
talking,  singing,  and  making  merry, 
overhead.  Something  would  be  said 
in  Clive's  well-known  tones,  and  a  roar 
of  laughter  would  proceed  from  the 
youthful  company.  They  had  all 
sorts  of  tricks,  bywords,  waggeries, 
of  which  the  father  could  not  under- 
stand the  jest  nor  the  secret.  He 
longed  to  share  in  it,  but  the  party 
would  be  hushed  if  he  went  in  to 
join  it;  and  he  would  come  away 
sad  at  heart,  to  think  that  his  pres- 
ence should  be  a  signal  for  silence 
among  them ;  and  that  his  son  could 
not  be  merry  in  his  company. . 

We  must  not  quarrel  with  Clive 
and  Clive's  friends,  because  they 
could  not  joke  and  be  free  in  the 

Presence  or  the  worthy  gentleman, 
f  they  hashed  when  he  came  in, 
Thomas  Newcome's  sad  face  would 
seem  to  look  round,  —  appealing  to 
one  after  another  of  them,  and  ask- 
ing, "Why  don't  you  go  on  laugh- 
ing 1 "  A  company  of  old  comrarles 
shall  be  merry  and  laughing  together, 
and  the  entrance  of  a  single  youngster 
will  stop  the  conversation ;  and  if  men 
of  middle  age  feel  this  restraint  with  our 
juniors,  the  young  ones  sureljf  have  a 
ri^ht  to  be  silent  before  their  elders. 
Tne  boys  are  always  mum  under  the 
eyes  of  the  usher.  There  is  scarce  any 
parent,  howeverfriendly  or  tender  with 
his  children,  but  must  feel  sometimes 
that  they  have  thoughts  which  are 
not  his  or  hers,  and  wishes  and  secrets 
quite  beyond  the  parental  control; 
and,  as  people  are  vain,  long  after 
thev  are  fathers,  ay,  or  grandfathers, 
ana  not  seldom  fancy  that  mere  per- 
sonal desire  of  domination  is  over- 
weening anxiety  and  love  for  their 
family,  no  doubt  that  common  out- 
cry against  thankless  children  might 
often  be  shown  to  prove,  not  that  the 
son  is  disobedient,  but  the  father  too 
exacting.  When  a  mother  (as  fond 
mothers  often  will)  vows  that  she 
knows  every  thought  in  her  dau^h- 
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ter's  heart,  I  think  she  pretends  to 
know  a  great  deal  too  much;  nor 
can  there  be  a  wholesomer  task  for 
the  elders,  as  our  young  subjects 
grow  up,  naturally  demanding  liberty 
and  citizen's  rights,  than  for  us  grace- 
fully to  abdicate  our.  sovereign  preten- 
sions and  claims  of  absolute  control. 
There  's  many  a  family  chief  who 
governs  wisely  and  gently,  who  is 
loath  to  give  the  power  up  when  he 
should.  Ah,  be  sure,  it  is  not  youth 
alone  that  has  need  to  learn  humility ! 
By  their  very  virtues,  and  the  purity 
of  their  lives,  many  good  parents 
create  flatterers  for  themselves,  and  so 
live  in  the  midst  of  a  filial  court  of 
parasites ;  and  seldom  without  a  pang 
of  an\^illingness,  and  often  not  at  all, 
will  they  consent  to  forego  their  autoc- 
racy, and  exchange  the  tribute  they 
have  been  wont  to  exact  of  love  and 
obedience  for  the  willing  offering  of 
love  and  freedom. 

Our  good  Colonel  was  not  of  the 
tyrannous,  bat  of  the  loving,  order  of 
fathers;  and  having  fixed  his  whole 
heart  upon  this  darling  youth,  his 
son,  was  punished,  as  I  suppose  such 
worldly  and  selfish  love  ought  to  be 
punished  (so  Mr.  Honeyman  says,  at 
least,  in  his  pulpit),  by  a  hundred 
little  mortifications,  disappointments, 
and  secret  wounds,  which  stung  not 
the  less  severely  though  never  men- 
tioned by  their  victim. 

Sometimes  he  would  have  a  com- 
pany of  such  gentlemen  as  Messrs. 
Warrington,  Honeyman,  and  Penden- 
nis,  when  haply  a  literary  conversa- 
tion would  ensue  after  dinner;  and 
the  merits  of  our  present  poets  and 
writers  would  be  discussed  with  the 
claret.  Honeyman  was  well  enough 
read  in  profane  literature,  especiaUy 
of  the  lighter  sort ;  and,  I  dare  say, 
could  have  passed  a  satisfactory  ex- 
amination in  BalzaCyDumas,  and  Paul 
de  Kock  himself,  of  all  whose  works 
our  good  host  was  entirely  ignorant, 
—  as  indeed  he  was  of  graver  books 
and  of  earlier  books,  and  of  books  in 
^neral,  except  those  few  which,  we 

^6  said,  formed  his  travelling  library. 


He  heard  opinions  that  amazed  and 
bewildered  him :  he  heard  that  Byron 
was  no  great  poet,  though  a  very 
clever  man  ;  he  heard  that  there  had 
been  a  wicked  persecution  against 
Mr.  Pope's  memory  and  fame,  and 
that  it  was  time  to  reinstate  him ; 
that  his  favorite,  Dr.  Johnson,  talked 
admirably,  but  did  not  write  Eng- 
lish ;  that  young  Keats  was  a  genius 
to  be  estimated  in  future  days  with 
young  Raphael;  and  that  a  young 
gentleman  of  Cambridge,  who  had 
lately  published  two  volumes  of 
verses,  might  take  rank  with  the 
greatest  poets  of  all.  Doctor  Johnson 
not  write  English  1  Lord  Byron  not 
one  of  the  greatest  poets  of  the  world ! 
Sir  Walter  a  poet  of  the  second  order ! 
Mr.  Pope  attacked  for  inferiority  and 
want  of  imagination ;  Mr.  Keats  and 
this  young  Mr.  Tennyson  of  Cam- 
bridge the  chief  of  modem  poetic 
literature !  What  were  these  new 
dicta,  which  Mr.  Warrington  deliv- 
ered with  a  puff  of  tobacco-smoke ;  to 
which  Mr.  Honeyman  blandly  assent- 
ed, and  Clive  listened  with  pleasure  ? 
Such  opinions  were  not  of  the  Colo- 
nel's time.  He  tried  in  vain  to  con- 
strue *'  Gilnone,''  and  to  make  sense 
of  "  Lamia."  Ulysses  he  could  un- 
derstand; but  what  were  these  pro- 
digious laudations  bestowed  on  it? 
And  Uiat  reverence  for  Mr.  Words- 
worth, what  did  it  mean  ?  Had  he 
not  written  "Peter  Bell,"  and  been 
turned  into  deserved  ridicule  by  all 
the  reviews  ?  Was  that  dreary  "  Ex- 
cursion" to  be  compared  to  Gold- 
smith's "  Traveller,"  or  Doctor  John- 
son's  "  Imitation  pf  the  Tenth  Satire 
of  Juvenal  ^  "  If  the  young  men  told 
the  truth,  where  had  been  the  truth  in 
his  own  young  days,  and  in  what 
ignorance  had  our  forefathers  been 
brought  up  ?  Mr.  Addison  was  only 
an  elegant  essayist  and  shallow  tri- 
fler  1  All  these  opinions  were  openly 
uttered  over  the  Colonel's  claret,  as 
he  and  Mr.  Binnie  sat  wondering  at 
the  speakers,  who  were  Making  the 
Gods  of  their  youth  abo^their  care. 
To  Binnie    tho    shock  was  not  so 
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j*reat ;  the  hard-hearted  Scotchman 
had  read  Hume  in  his  college  days, 
and  sneered  at  some  of  the  Grods  even 
at  that  early  time.  But  with  Newcome 
the  admiration  for  the  literature  of 
the  last  century  was  an  article  of  be- 
lief, and  the  incredulity  of  the  young 
men  seemed  rank  blasphemy.  "  You 
will  be  sneering  at  Shakespeare  next," 
he  said:  and  was  silenced,  though 
not  better  pleased,  when  his  youthful 
guests  told  him,  that  Doctor  Grold- 
smith  sneered  at  him  too ;  that  Dr. 
Johnson  did  not  understand  him ;  and 
that  Congreye,  in  his  own  day  and 
afterwards,  was  considered  to  be,  in 
some  points,  Shakespeare's  superior. 
"  What  do  you  think  a  man's  criti- 
cism ia  worth,  sir,"  cries  Mr.  War- 
rington, "who  says  those  lines  of 
Mr.  Congreve,  about  a  church,  — 

*'  Hovr  reverend  is  the  face  of  jon  tall  pile, 
Whose  ancieat    piUars  rear    their    marble 

'     heads, 
To  bear  aloft  its  vast  and  ponderous  roof, 
By  its  oiro  weight  made  steadCstst  and  im- 

morable ; 
Looking  tranquillity.    It  strikes  an  awe 
And  terror  on  my  aching  sight*  —  et  eset- 

era, — 

what  do  you  think  of  a  critic  who 
says  those  lines  are  finer  than  any- 
thing Shakespeare  ever  wrote  ?  "  A 
dim  consciousness  of  danger  for  Clive, 
a  terror  that  his  son  had  got  into 
the  society  of  heretics  and  unbelievers, 
came  over  the  Colonel ;  and  then  pres- 
ently, as  was  the  wont  with  his  mod- 
est sdul,  a  gentle  sense  of  humility. 
He  was  in  the  wrong,  perhaps,  arid 
these  younger  men  were  right.  Who 
was  he,  to  set  up  his  judgment  against 
men  of  letters,  educated  at  college? 
It  was  better  that  Clive  should  follow 
them  than  him,  who  had  had  but  a 
brief  schooling,  and  that  neglected, 
and  who  had  not  the  original  genius 
of  his  son's  brilliant  companions.  We 
particularize  these  talks,  and  the  little 
incidental  mortifications  which  one  of 
the  best  of  men  endured,  not  because 
the  conv^itflitions  are  worth  the  re- 
membering or  recording,  but  because 
they  presently  very  materialljfc  infiu> 


enced  his  own  and  his  son's  future 
history. 

In  the  midst  of  the  artists  and  their 
talk  the  poor  Colonel  was  equally  in 
the  dark.  They  assaulted  this  acade- 
mician and  that ;  laughed  at  Mr.  Hay- 
don,  or*  sneered  at  Mr.  Eastlake,  or 
the  contrary  ;  deified  Mr.  Turner  on 
one  side  of  the  table,  and  on  the  other 
scorned  him  as  a  madman ;  nor  could 
Newcoine  comprehend  a  word  of  their 
jai^n.  Some  sense  there  must  bo  in 
their  conversation  :  Clive  joined  eager- 
ly in  it  and  took,  one  side  or  another. 
But  what  was  all  this  rapture  about  a 
snuffy  brown  picture  called  Titian, 
this  delight  in  three  flabby  nymphs 
by  Ruhensj  and  so  forth  ?  As  for  the 
vaunted  Antique,  and  the  Elgin  mar- 
bles, —  it  might  be  that  that  battered 
torso  was  a  miracle,  and  that  broken- 
nosed  bust  a  perfect  beauty.  He 
tried  and  tried  to  see  that  they  were. 
He  went  away  privily  and  worked  at 
the  National  (jrallery  with  a  catalogue, 
and  passed  hours  in  the  Museum  be- 
fore the  ancient  statues,  desperately 
praying  to  comprehend  them,  and 
puzzled  before  them,  as  he  remem- 
bered he  was  puzzled  before  the  Greek 
rudiments,  as  a  child,  when  he  cried 
over  6  kcu  tj  dkrjdfjSy  Koi  to  dkrjdes* 
Whereas,  when  Clive  came  to  look  at 
these  same  things,  his  eyes  would 
lighten  up  with  pleasure,  and  his 
cheeks  flush  with  enthusiasm.  He 
seemed  to  drink  in  color  as  he  would 
a  feast  of  wine.  Before  the  statues  he 
would  wave  his  finger,  following  the 
line  of  grace,  and  burst  into  ejacu- 
lations of  delight  and  admiration. 
"  Why  can't  I  love  the  things  which 
he  loves  ? "  thought  Newcome ;  "  why 
am  I  blind  to  the  beauties  which  he 
admires  so  much  ?  and  am  I  unable  to 
comprehend  what  he  evidently  under- 
stands at  his  young  age  ?  " 

So,  as  he  thought  what  vain  egotis- 
tical hopes  he  used  to  form  about  the 
boy  when  he  was  away  in  India,  — 
how,  in  his  plans  for  the  happy  future, 
Clive  was  to  be  always  at  his  side; 
how  they  were  to  read,  work,  play, 
think,  be  merry  together,  —  a  sicken- 
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ing  and  hnmiliating  sense  of  the  re- 
ality came  over  him,  and  he  sadly 
contrasted  it  with  the  former  fond  an- 
ticipation^ Together  they  were,  yet 
he  was  alone  still.  His  thoughts  were 
not  the  boy's,  and  his  affections  re- 
warded but  with  a  part  of  the  young 
man's  heart.  Very  likely  other  lovers 
have  suffered  equally.  Many  a  man 
and  woman  have  been  incensed  and 
worshipped,  and  have  shown  no  more 
feeling  than  is  to  be  expected  from 
'idols.  There  is  yonder  statue  in  St. 
Peter's,  of  which  the.toe  is  worn  away 
with  kisses,  and  \^hich  sits,  and  will 
sit  eternally,  prim  and  cold.  As  the 
young  man  grew,  it  seemed  to  the  fa- 
ther as  if  each  day  separated  them  more 
and  more.  He  himself  became  more 
melancholy  and  silent  His  friend 
the  Civilian  marked  the  ennui,  and 
commented  on  it  in  his  laughing  way. 
Sometimes  he  announced  to  the  Club 
that  Tom  Newcome  was  in  love  ;  then 
he  thought  it  was  not  Tom's  heart 
but  his  liver  that  was  affected,  and 
recommended  blue  pill.  O  thou  fond 
fool!  who  art  thou,  to  know  any 
man's  heart  save  thine  alone  ?  Where- 
fore were  wings  made  and  do  feathers 
grow  but  that  birds  should  fly  ?  The 
mstinct  that  bids-  you  love  your  nest 
leads  the  young  ones  to  seek  a  tree 
and  a  mate  of  their  own.  As  if  Thom- 
as Newcome,  by  poring  over  poems 
or  pictures  ever  so  much,  could  read 
them  with  Clive's  eyes !  —  as  if,  by 
sitting  mum  over  his  wine,  but  watch- 
ing till  the  lad  came  home  with  his 
latch-key  (when  the  Colonel  crept 
back  to  his  own  room  in  his  stock- 
ings), by  prodigal  bounties,  by  stealthy 
affection,  by  any  schemes  or  prayers, 
he  could  hope  to  remain  first  in  his 
son's  heart ! 

One  day  going  into  Clive's  study, 
where  the  lad  was  so  deeply  engaged 
that  he  did  not  hear  the  father's  steps 
advancing,  Thomas  Newcome  found 
his  son,  pencil  in  hand,  poring  over  a 
paper,  which,  blushing,  ne  thrust  has- 
tily into  his  breast-pocket,  as  soon  as 
he  saw  his  visitor.  The  father  was 
^eply  smitten  and  mortified.    ''I — 


I  am  sorry  you  have  any  secrets  from 
me,  Clive,"  he  gasped  out,  at  length. 
The  boy's  foce  lighted  up  with 
humor.  "  Here  it  is,  father,  if  you 
would  like  to  see"  ;  and  he  pulled  cut 
a  paper  which  contained  neither  more 
nor  less  than  a  copy  of  very  flowery 
verses  about  a  certain  young  lady, 
who  had  succeeded  (after  I  know  not 
how  many  predecessors)  to  the  place 
of  prima  donna  assduta  in  Clive's 
heart.  And  be  pleased,  madam,  not 
to  be  too  eager  with  your  censure, 
and  fancy  that  Mr.  Clive  or  his 
Chi-onicler  would  insinuate  anything 
wrong.  I  dare  say  you  felt  a  flame 
or  two  before  you  '/ere  married  your- 
self; and  that  the  Captain  or  the 
Curate,  and  the  intere'feting.  young 
foreigner  with  whom  you  danced, 
caused  your  heart  to  beat,  before  you 
bestowed  that  treasure  on  Mr.  Can- 
dor. Clive  was  doing  no  more  than 
your  own  son  will  do  when  he  is 
eighteen  or  nineteen  years  old  him- 
self, —  if  he  is  a  lad  of  any  spirit,  and 
a  worthy  son  of  so  charming  a  lady 
as  yourself. 


CHAPTER  XXir. 

DESCRIBES  A  VISIT  TO  PARIS  ;  WITH 
ACCIDENTS  AND  INCIDENTS  IN 
LONDON. 

Mr.  Clive,  as  we  have  said,  had 
now  begun  to  make  acquaintances  of 
his  own  ;  and  the  chimney-glass  in  his 
study  was  decorated  with  such  a  num- 
ber of  cards  of  invitation  as  made 
his  ex-fellow  student  of  Gandish's, 
young  Moss,  when  admitted  into  that 
sanctum,  stare  with  respectful  aston- 
ishment. "  Lady  Bary  Rowe  at  obe," 
the  young  Hebrew  read  out ;  "  Lady 
Baughton  at  obe,  dadsig  !  By  eyes  ! 
what  a  tip-top  swell  you  're  a  gettid 
to  be,  Newcome  I  I  guess  this  is  a 
different  sort  of  business  to  the  hops 
at  old  Levison's,  where  you  first 
learned  the  polka  ;  and  where  we 
had  to  pay  a  shilling  a  glass  for 
negus ! " 

"  We  had  to  pay !     You  never  paid 
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anything.  Moss,"  cries  Clive,  laugh- 
ing; and  indeed  the  negus  imbibed 
by  Mr.  Moss  did  not  cost  that  pru- 
dent young  fellow  a  penny. 

"  Well,  well ;    I  suppose  at  these 
swell  parties  you  'ave  as  buch  cham- 

Sade  as  ever  you  like,"  continues 
loss.  "  Lady  Kicklebury  at  obe,  — 
small  early  party.  Why,  I  declare 
you  know  the  whole  peerage  1  I  say, 
if  any  of  these  swells  want  a  little  tip- 
top lace,  a  real  bargain,  or  diamonds, 
you  know,  you  might  put  in  a  word 
for  us,  and  do  us  a  good  turn." 

"  Give  me  some  of  your  cards," 
says  Clire;  "I  can  distribute  them 
about  at  the  balls  I  go  to.  But  yoa 
must  treat  my  Mends  better  than  you 
serre  me.  Those  cigars  which  you 
sent  me  were  abominable.  Moss ;  the 
groom  in  the  stable  won't  smoke 
them." 

"  What  a  regular  swell  that  New- 
come  has  become!"  says  Mr.  Moss 
to  an  old  companion,  another  of 
Clive's  fellow-students  :  "  I  saw  him 
riding  in  the  park  with  the  Earl  of 
Kew,  and  Captain  Belsize,  and  a 
whole  lot  of  'em,  —  /  know  'em  all,  — 
and  he  'd  hardly  nod  to  me.  I  '11 
have  a  horse  next  Sunday,  and  then 
I  '11  see  whether  he  '11  cut  me  or  not. 
Confound  his  airs  1  For  all  he 's  such 
a  count,  I  know  he  's  got  an  aunt 
who  lets  lodgings  at  Brighton,  and  an 
uncle  who  11  be  preaching  in  the 
Bench  if  he  don't  keep  a  precious 
good  lookout." 

"  Newcome  is  not  a  bit  of  a  count," 
answers  Moss's  companion,  indig- 
nantly. "He  don't  care  a  straw 
whether  a  fellow  's  poor  or  rich ;  and 
he  comes  up  to  my  room  just  as  will- 
ingly as  he  would  go  to  a  duke's. 
He  IS  always  trying  to  do  a  friend  a 
good  turn.  He  draws  the  figure  capi- 
tally r  he  looks  proud,  but  he  is  n't, 
and  is  the  best-natured  fellow  I  ever 


saw. 


ft 


"He  ain't  been  in  our  place  this 
eighteen  months,"  says  Mr.  Moss, 
"  I  know  that" 

"  Because  when  he  came  you  were 
always  screwing  him  with  some  bar- 


gain or  other,"  cried  the  intrepid 
Hicks,  Mr.  Moss's  companicmrtor  the 
moment.  "  He  said  he  could  n't  af- 
ford to  know  you  :  you  never  let  him 
out  of  your  house  without  a  pin,  or  a 
box  of  eau-de-Cologne,  or  a  bundle 
of  cigars.  And  when  you  cut  the 
arts  for  the  shop,  how  were  you  and 
Newcome  to  go  on  together,  I  should 
like  to  know  ?  " 

•"  I  know  a  relative  of  his  wlio 
comes  to  our  'ouse  every  three  months, 
to  renew  a  little  bill,"  says  Mr.  Moss, 
with  a  grin  :  "  and  I  know  this,  if  I 
go  to  the  Earl  of  Kew  in  the  Albany, 
or  the  Honorable  Captain  Belsize, 
Knightsbridge  Barracks,  theif  let  me 
in  soon  enough.  I  'm  told  ms  father 
ain't  got  much  money." 

"  l£>w  the  deuce  should  I  know  1 
or  what  do  I  care  ?  "  cries  the  young 
artist,  stamping  the  heel  of  his  blucher 
on  the  pavement.  "  When  I  was  sick 
in  that  confounded  Clipstone  Street, 
I  know  the  Colonel  came  to  see  me, 
and  Newcome  too,  day  after  day,  and 
night  after  night.  And  when  I  was 
getting  well,  they  sent  me  wine  and 
jelly,  and  all  sorts  of  jolly  things.  I 
should  like  to  know  how  often  you 
came  to  see  me.  Moss,  and  what  you 
did  for  a  fellow  1 " 

"  Well,  I  kep'  away  because  I 
thought  you  would  n't  like  to  be  re- 
minded of  that  two  pound  three  you 
owe  me.  Hicks ;  that 's  why  I  kep' 
away,"  says  Mr.  Moss,  who,  Idare  say, 
was  good-natured  too.  And  when 
young  Moss  appeared  at  the  billiard- 
room  that  nitrnt,  it  was  evident  that 
Hicks  had  told  the  story;  for  the  War- 
dour  Street  youth  was  saluted  with  a 
roar  of  queries,  "  How  about  that  two 
pound  three  that  Hicks  owes  you  ?  " 

The  artless  conversation  of  the  two 
youths  will  enable  us  to  understand 
how  our  hero's  life  was  speeding. 
Connected  in  one  way  or  another 
with  persons  in  all  ranks,  it  never 
entered  his  head  to  be  ashamed  of  the 
profession  which  he  had  chosen.  P(  o- 
ple  in  the  great  world  did  not  in  the 
least  trouble  themselves  regarding 
him,  or  care  to  know  whether  Mr. 
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CliveNewcome  followed  painting  or 
any  odR  pursuit ;  and  though  Clive 
saw  many  of  his  school-fellows  in  the 
world,  these  entering  into  the  army, 
others  talking  with  delight  of  college, 
and  its  pleasures  or  studies  ;  yet,  hay- 
ing made  up  his  mind  that  art  was 
his  calling,  he  revised  to  quit  her  for 
any  other  mistress,  and  plied  his  easel 
very  stoutly.  He  passed  through  the 
course  of  study  prescribed  by  Mr. 
Gandish,  and  drew  every  cast  and 
statue  in  that  gentleman's  studio. 
Griudley,  his  tutor,  getting  a  curacy, 
Clive  did  not  replace  him;  but  he 
took  a  course  of  modem  languages, 
which  he  learned  with  considerable 
aptitude  and  rapidity.  And  now, 
being  strong  enough  to  paint  without 
a  master,  it  was  found  that  there  was 
no  good  light  in  the  house  in  Fitzroy 
Square;  and  Mr.  Clive  must  needs 
liave  an  atelier  hard  b^,  where  he 
could  pursue  his  own  devices  indepen- 
dently. 

If  his  kind  father  felt  any  pang 
even  at  this  temporary  parting,  he 
was  greatly  soothed  and  pleased  by  a 
little  mark  of  attention  on  the  young 
man's  part,  of  w^ich  his  present  biog- 
rapher happened  to  be  a  witness  ; 
for,  having  walked  over  with  Colo- 
nel Newcome  to  see  the  new  studio, 
with  its  tall  centre  window,  and  its 
curtains,  and  carved  wardrobes,  china 
jars,  pieces  of  armor,  and  other  ar- 
tistical  properties,  the  lad,  with  a  very 
sweet  smile  of  kindness  and  affection 
lighting  up  his  honest  face,  took  one 
of  two  Bramah's  house-keys  with 
which  he  was  provided,  and  gave  it 
to  his  father :  "  That  'svour  key,  sir," 
he  said  to  the  Colonel;  "and  you 
must  be  my  first  sitter,  please,  father ; 
for  though  I  'm  an  historical  painter, 
I  shall  condescend  to  do  a  few  por- 
traits, you  know."  The  Colonel  took 
his  son's  hand,  and  grasped  it ;  as 
Clive*  fondly  put  the  other  hand  on 
his  father's  shoulder.  Then  Colonel 
Newcome  walked  away  into  the  next 
room  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  came 
back  wiping  his  mustachio  with  his 
handkerchief,  and  still  holding  the 


key  in  the  other  hand.  He  spoke 
about  some  trivial  subject  when  he 
returned ;  but  his  voice  quite  trembled ; 
and  I  thought  his  face  seemed  to  glow 
with  love  and  pleasure.  Clive  has  nev- 
er painted  anything  better  than  that 
head,  which  he  executod.  in  a  couple 
of  sittings ;  and  wisely  left  without 
subjecting  it  to  the  chances  of  furthet 
labor. 

It  is  certain  the  young  man  worked 
much  better  after  he  had  been  inducted 
into  this  apartment  of  his  own.  And 
the  meals  at  home  were  gayer ;  and 
the  rides  with  his  father  more  fre- 
quent and  agreeable.  The  Colonel 
used  his  key  once  or  twice,  and  found 
Clive  and  nis  friend  Ridley  engaged 
in  depicting  a  Life-guardsman,  or  a 
muscular  negro,  or  a  Malay  from  a 
iieighboiiing  crossing,  who  would  ap- 
pear as  Othello ;  conversing  with  a 
Clipstone  Street  nymph,  who  was 
ready  to  represent  Desdemona,  Diana, 
Queen  Eleanor  (sucking  poison  from 
the  arm  of  the  Plantagenet  of  the 
Blues),  or  any  other  moael  of  virgin 
or  maiden  excellence. 

Of  course  our  young  man  com- 
menced as  an  historical  painter,  deem- 
ing that  the  highest  branch  of  art; 
and  declining  (except  for  preparatory- 
studies)  to  operate  on  any  but  the 
largest  canvases.  He  painted  a  pro- 
digious battle-piece  of  Assaye,  with 
General  Wellesley  at  the  head  of  the 
19th  Dragoons  charging  the  Mahratta 
Artillery,  and  sabring  them  at  their 
guns.  A  piece  of  ordnance  was 
dragged  into  the  back-yard,  and  the 
Colonel's  stud  put  into  requisition  to 
supply  studies  for  this  enormous  pic- 
ture. Fred  Bayham  (a  stunning 
likeness)  appeared  as  tne  principal 
figure  in  the  foreground,  terrifically 
wounded,  but  still  of  undaunted  cour- 
age, slashing  about  amidst  a  group 
of  writhing  Malays,  and  bestriding 
the  body  of  ja  de«d  cab-horse,  which 
Clive  painted,  until  the  landlady  and 
rest  of  the  lodgers  cried  out,  and,  for 
sanitary  reasons,  the  knackers  re- 
moved the  slaughtered  charger.  So 
large  was  this  picture  that  it  could 
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only  be  got  out  of  the  great  window 
by  means  of  artifice  and  coaxing,  and 
its  transport  caused  a  shout  of  triumph 
among  the  little  boys  in  Charlotte 
Street.  Will  it  be  believed  that  the 
Royal  Academicians  rejected  "  The 
Battle  of  Assaye  ?  "  The  master- 
piece was  so  big  that  Fitzroy  Square 
could  not  hold  it ;  and  the  Colonel 
had  thoughts  of  presenting  it  to  the 
Oriental  Club;  but  Clive  (who  had 
taken  a  trip  to  Paris  with  his  father, 
as  a  ddassement  after  the  fatigues  in- 
cident on  this  great  work),  when  he 
saw  it,  after  a  month's  interval,  de- 
clared the  thing  was  rubbish,  and 
massacred  Britons,  Malays,  Dra- 
goons, Artillery,  and  all. 

"  HdTEL  Dl  LA  TeRRASSK,  RUK  DE  RiYOLI, 

«  April  27—  May  1, 183-. 

"  My    pear    Pendennis,  —  You 
said  Innight  write  you  a  line  from 
Paris ;  and  if  you  find  in  my  corre- 
spondence any  Valuable  hints  for  the 
Pall  Mall  Gazette,  you  are  welcome 
to  use  them  gratis.    Now  I  am  here, 
I  wonder  I  have  never  been  here  be- 
fore, and  that  I  have  seen  the  Dieppe 
packet  a  thousand  times  at  Brighton 
pier  without  thinking  of  going  on 
board  her.     We  had  a  rough  little 
passage!  to  Boulogne.    We  went  into 
action  as  we  cleared  Dover  pier, — 
when  ihQ  first  gun  was  fired,  and  a 
stout  old  lady  was  carried  off  by  a 
steward  to  the  cabin;  half  a  dozen 
more  dropped  immediately,  and  the 
crew  bustled  about,  brining  basins 
for  the  wounded.     The  Colonel  smiled 
as  he  saw  them  fall.     *  I'm  an  old 
sailor,'  says  he  to  a  gentleman   on 
board.     *  As  I  was  coming  home,  sir, 
and  we  had  plenty  of  roup^h  weather 
on  the  voyage,  I  never  thought  of  be- 
ing unwell.     My  boy  here,  who  made 
the  voyage  twelve  years  ago  last  May, 
may  have  lost  his  sea-legs ;  but  for 
me,  sir, — '    Here  a  great  wave  dashed 
over  the   three   of  us,  —  and,  would 
you  believe  it,  in  five  minutes  after 
the  dear  old  governor  was  as  ill  as  all 
the  rest  of  the  passengers  !    When  we 
arrived,  we  went  through  a  line  of 
»  -7 


ropes  to  the  cuslom-house,  with  a^ 
crowd  of  snobs  jeering  at  us  on  each 
side,  and  then  were  carried  off  by  a 
bawling  commissioner  to  a  hotel, 
where  the  Colonel,  who  speaks  French 
beautifully,  you  know,  told  the  waiter 
to  get  us  a  petit  dejeuner  8oign€;  on 
which  the  fellow,  grinning,  said,  *  A 
nice  fried  sole,  sir,  —  nice  mutton- 
chop,  sir,'  in  regular  Temple  Bar 
English,  and  brought  us  Harvey  sauce 
with  the  chops,  and  the  last  Bell's 
Life  to  amuse  us  after  our  luncheon. 
I  wondered  if  all  the  Frenchmen  read 
Bell's  Life,  and  if  all  the  inns  smell  so 
of  brandy-and-water. 

"  We  walked  out  to  see  the  town, 
which  I  dare  say  you  know,  and 
therefore  sha'n't  describe.  We  saw 
some  good  studies  of  fish-women  with 
bare  legs,  and  remarked  that  the  sol- 
diers were  very  dumpy  and  small. 
We  were  glad  when  the  time  ramc  to 
set  off  by  the  diligence ;  and,  having 
the  coupi  to  ourselves,  made  a  very 
comfortable  journey  to  Paris.  It  was 
jolly  to  hear  the  postilions  crying  to 
their  horses,  and  the  bells  of  the 
team,  and  to  feel  ourselves  really  in 
France.  We  took  in  provender  at 
Abbeville  and  Amiens,  and  were  com- 
fortably landed  here  after  about  six- 
and-twenty  hours  of  coaching.  Didn't 
I  get  up  the  next  morning:,  and  have 
a  good  walk  in  the  Tuileries  1  The 
chestnuts  were  out,  and  the  statues 
all  shining,  and  all  the  windows  of  the 
palace  in  a  blaze.  It  looks  big  enough 
for  the  king  of  the  giants  to  live  in. 
How  grand  it  is !  I  like  the  barba- 
rous splendor  of  the  architecture,  and 
the  ornaments,  profuse  and  enormous, 
with  which  it  is  overladen.  Think  of 
Louis  XVI.,  with  a  thousand  gentle- 
men at  his  back,  and  a  mob  of  yelling 
ruffians  in  front  of  him,  giving  up  his 
crown  without  a  fight  for  it,  leaving 
his  friends  to  be  butchered,  and  him- 
self sneaking  into  prison  !  No  end 
of  little  children  were  skipping  and 
playing  in  the  sunshiny  walT<s,  with 
dresses  as  bright  and  cheeks  as  red  as 
the  flowers  and  roses  on  the  parterres. 
I  could  n't  help  thinking  of  Barbaroux 
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and  his  bloody  pikemen  swarming  in 
the  gardens,  and  fancied  the  Swiss  in 
the  windows  yonder,  where  they  were 
to  be  slaughtered  when  the  King  had 
turned  his  back.  What  a  great  man 
that  Carlyle  is  !  I  have  read  the  bat- 
tle in  his  *  History '  so  often  that  I 
knew  it  before  I  nad  seen  it.  Our 
windows  look  out  on  the  obelisk  where 
the  guillotine  stood.  The  Colonel 
doesn't  admire  Carlyle.  He  says 
Mrs.  Graham's  *  Letters  from  Paris  ' 
are  excellent,  and  we  brought  *  Scott's 
Visit  to  Paris,'  and  *  Paris  Revisited/ 
and  read  them  in  the  diligence.  They 
are  famous  *good  reading ;  but  the 
Palais  Royal  is  very  much  altered 
since  Scott's  time :  no  end  of  hand- 
some shops ;  I  went  there  directly,  — 
the  same  night  we  arrived,  when  the 
Colonel  went  to  bed.  But  there  is 
none,  of  the  fun  going  on  which  Scott 
describes.  The  laqmts-de-place  says 
Charles  X.  put  an  end  to  it  idl. 

**Next  morning  the  governor  had 
letters  to  deliver  after  breakfast,  and 
left  me  at  the  Louvre  door.  I  shall 
come  and  live  here,  I  think.  I  feel  as 
if  I  never  want  to  go  away.  I  had 
not  been  ten  minutes  in  the  place  be- 
fore I  fell  in  love  witlf  the  most  beau- 
tiful creature  the  world  has  ever  seen. 
She  was  standing,  silent  and  majestic, 
in  the  centre  of  one  of  the  rooms  of 
the  statue  gallery,  and  the  very  first 
glimpse  of  her  struck  one  breathless 
with  the  sense  of  her  beauty.  I  could 
not  see  the  color  of  her  eyes  and  hair 
exactly,  but  the  latter  is  light,  and  the 
eyes,  I  should  think,  are  gray.  Her 
complexion  is  of  a  beautiful  warm 
marble  tinge.  She  is  not  a  clever 
woman,  evidently ;  I  do  not  think  she 
laughs  or  talks  much,  —  she  seems 
too  lazy  to  do  more  than  smile.  She 
is  only  beautiful.  This  divine  crea^ 
ture  has  lost  her  arms,  which  have 
been  cut  off  at  the  shoulders,  but  she 
looks  none  the  less  lovely  for  the  ac- 
cident. •  She  may  be  some  two-and- 
thirty  years  old,  and  she  was  bom 
about  two  thousand  years  ago.  Her 
name  is  the  Venus  of  Milo.'  O  Vic^ 
nx  !    O  lucky  Paris !  (I  don't  mean 


this  present  Lutetia,  but  Priam's 
son. )  How  could  he  give  the  apple  to 
any  else  but  this  enslaver,  —  this  joy 
of  gods  and  men?  at  whose  benign 
presence  the  flowers  spring  up,  and 
the  smiling  ocean  sparkles,  and  the 
soft  skies  beam  with  serene  light !  I 
wish  we  might  sacrifice.  I  would 
bring  a  spotless  kid,  snowy-coated,  and 
a  pair  of  doves,  and  a  jar  of  honey,  — 
yea,  honey  from  Morel's  in  Piccadilly, 
thyme-flavored  Narbonian,  and  we 
would  acknowledge  the  Sovereign 
Loveliness,  and  adjure  the  Divine 
AphnWit^.  Did  yon  ever  see  my 
pretty  young  cousin,  Miss  Newcome, 
Sir  Brian's  daughter?  She  has  a 
great  look  of  the  huntress  Diana.  It 
is  sometimes  too  proud  and  too  cold 
for  me.  The  blare  of  those  horns 
is  too  shrill,  and  the  rapid  pursuit  • 
through  bush  and  bramble  to<^  daring. 
O  thou  generous  Venus !  O  thou 
beautiful,  bountiful  calm!  At  thy 
soft  feet  let  me  kneel,  —  on  cushions 
of  Tyrian  purple.  Don't  show  this 
to  Warrington,  please;  I  never 
thought  when  I  bc^an  that  Pegasus 
was  going  to  run  away  with  me. 

"  I  wish  I  had  read  Greek  a  little 
more  at  school :  it's  too  late  at  my 
age ;  I  shall  be  nineteen  soon,  and 
have  got  my  own  business ;  but  when 
we  return  I  think  I  shall  try  and 
read  it  with  Cribs.  What  have  I 
been  doing,  spending  six  months  over 
a  picture  of  S6poys  and  Dragoons 
cutting  each  other's  tbroats?  Art 
ought  not  to  be  a  fever.  It  ought  to 
be  a  calm ;  not  a  screaming  bull-fight 
or  a  battle  of  gladiators,  but  a  temple 
for  placid  contemplation,  rapt  wor- 
ship, stately  rhythmic  ceremony,  and 
music  solemn  and  tender.  I  shall 
take  down  my  Snydeis  and  Hubens, 
when  I  get  home ;  and  turn  quietist. 
To  think  I  have  speiit  weeks  in  de- 
picting bony  Life-guardsmen  deliver- 
ing cut  one,  or  Saint  George,  and 
painting  black  beggars  off  a  crossing ! 

"  What  a  grand  thing  it  a  to  think 
of  half  a  mile  of  picturea  at  th« 
Louvre!  Not  but  that  there  aria  ^ 
score  under  the  old  i/ipper-box'.9&  'i^ 
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Trafalgar  Squarb  as  fiae  as  the  best 
here.  I  don't  care  for  any  Raphael 
hei-e,  as  much  as  our  own  St.  Catha- 
rine. There  is  nothing  more  grand. 
Coald  the  pyramids  of  Egypt  or  the 
Colossus  of  Rhodes  be  greater  than 
onr  Sebastian  ?  and  for  onr  Bacchus 
and  Ariadne,  yoa  cannot  beat  the 
best  you  know.  But  if  we  have  £ne 
jewels,  here  there  are  whole  sets  of 
them:  there  are  kings  and  all  their 
splendid  courts  round  about  them. 
J\  J.  and  I  must  come  and  liye  hera 
O,  such  portraits  of  Titian!  O, 
such  swells  by  Vandyke  !  I  'm  sure 
he  must  have  been  as  fine  a  gentle^ 
man  as  any  he  painted!  It's  a 
shame  they  iiav«  n*t  got  a  Sir  Joshua 
or  two.  At  a  feast  of  punters  he 
has  a  right  to  a  place,  and  at  the 
high  ta61e  too.  Ijo  you  remember 
Tom  Rogers,  of  Gandish's?  He 
used  to  come  to  my  rooms  ~*  my 
other  rooms  in  the  Square.  Tom 
is  here  with  a  fine  carroty  beard,  and 
a  relvet  jacket,  cut  open  at  the  sleeves, 
to  show  that  Tom  has  a  shirt.  I 
dare  say  it  was  clean  last  Sunday. 
He  has  not  learned  French  yet,  but 
pretends  to  have  forgotten  English; 
and  promises  to  introduce  me  to  a  set 
of  the  French  artists  his  ccanarades. 
There  seems  to  be  a  scarcity  of  soap 
among  these  young  fellows;  and  I 
think  I  shall  cut  off  my  mustachios ; 
only  Warrington  will  have  nothing 
to  lau^h  at  when  I  con^  home. 

"  The  Colonel  and  I  went  to  dine 
at  the  Ca^  de  Paris,  and  afterwards 
to  the  openu  Ask  for  h^res  de  Mor 
rerme  when  you  dine  here.  We  dined 
with  a  tremendous  French  swell,  the 
Vicomte  de  Florae,  offider  d*ordon- 
Ttance  to  one  of  the  princes,  and  son 
of  some  old  friends  of  mv  father's. 
They  are  of  very  high  birth,  but 
very  poor.  He  will  be  a  duke  when 
his  cousin,  the  Due  dTvry,  dies.  His 
father  is  quite  old.  The  Vicomte 
was  bom  in  England.  He  pointed 
out  to  us  no  end  of  famous  people  at 
the  opera,  —  a  few  of  tiie  Fauxbourg 
St.  Grermain,  Mid  ever  so  many  of 
the  present  |Hiople :  -»M.  Thiers,  aad 


Count  MoM,  aAd  Greorge  Sand,  and 
Victor  Hugo,  and  Jul^  Janiu,  —  I 
forget  half  their  names.  And  yester- 
day we  went  to  see  his  mother, 
Madame  de  Florae  I  suppose  she 
was  an  old  flame  of  the  Colonel's^ 
for  their  meeting  was  uncommonly 
ceremonious  and  tender.  It  was  like 
an  elderly  Sir  Charles  Grandison 
saluting  a  middle-aged  Miss  Byron. 
And  only  fancy  1  the  Colonel  has 
been  here  oace  before  since  his  return 
to  England !  It  must  have  been  last 
year,  when  he  was  away  for  ten  days, 
whilst  I  was  painting  that  rubbishing 
picture  of  the  Black  Prince  waiting 
on  King  John.  Madame  de  F.  is  a 
very  grand  lady,  and  must  have  been 
a  great  beauty  in  her  time.  There 
are  two  pictures  by  Grerard  in  her 
salon,  —  of  her  and  M.  de  Florae. 
M.  de  Florae,  old  swell,  powder, 
thick  eyebrows,  hooked  nose;  no  end 
of  stars,  -ribbons,  and  embroidery. 
Madame  also  in  the  dress  of  the 
Empire,  —  pensive,  beautiful,  black 
velvet,  and  a  look  something  like  my 
cousin's.  SHe  wore  a  little  old-fash- 
ioned brooch  yesterday,  and  said, 
*  Voila,  la  reoonnoissez  -  ixms  9  Last 
year,  when  yoti  were  here,  it  was  in 
the  country.'  And  she  smiled  at 
him ;  and  the  dear  old  boy  gave  a 
sort  of  groan,  and  dropped  his  head 
in  his  hand.  I  know  what  it  is. 
I  've  gone  through  it  myself.  I  kept 
for  six  months  an  absurd  ribbon  of 
that  infernal  little  flirt  Fannv  Free- 
man.  Don't  you  remember  how  an- 
gry I  was  when  you  abused  her  ? 

*' '  Your  father  -and  I  knew  each 
other  when  we  were  children,  my 
friend,'  the  Countess  said  to  me  (in 
the  sweetest  French  accent).  He 
was  looking  into  the  garden  of  the 
house  where  they  live,  in  the  Rue  St. 
Dominique.  '  Ton  must  come  and 
see  me  often,  always.  You  remind 
me  of  him't  and  she  added,  with 
a  very  tweet  kind  smile,  *Po  you 
like  best  to  think  that  he  was  bettcr- 
looking'tfaan  you,  or  that  you  excel 
him  ? '  I  said  I  should  like  to  be 
like    him.      But    who    is?      Tht^- 
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are  cleverer  fellows,  I  dare  say  ;  but 
where  is  there  such  a  good  one  ?  I 
wonder  whether  he  was  very  fond  of 
Madame  de  Florae  ?  The  old  Count 
does  n't  show.  He  is  quite  old,  and 
wears  a  pigtail.  We  saw  it  bobbing 
over  his  garden  chair.  He  lets  the 
upper  part  of  his. house  ;  Major-Gen- 
eral  the  Honorable  Zeno  F.  Pokey,  of 
Cincinnati,  U.  S.,  lives  in  it.  We 
saw  Mrs.  Pokey's  carriage  in  the 
court,  and  her  footmen  snaoking 
cigars  there;  a  tottering  old  man 
with  feeble  legs,  as  old  as  old  Count 
de  Florae,  seemed  to  be  the  onlv  do- 
mestic who  waited  on  the  family  be- 
low. 

"  Madame  de  Florae  and  my  father 
talked  about  my  profession.  The 
Countess  said  it  was  a  bdle  caniere. 
The  Colonel  said  it  was  better  than 
the  army.  '  Ah,  oui,  Monsieur,^*  says 
she,  very  sadly.  And  then  he  said, 
'  that  presently  I  should  very  likely 
come  to  study  at  Paris,  when  he 
!inew  there  would  be  a  kind  friend  to 
watch  over  son  gcar^.*  . 

"  *  But  you  will  be  here  to  watch 
over  him  yourself,  man  ami  f  *  says  the 
French  lady. 

"  Father  shook  his  head.  '  I  shall 
very  probably  have  to  go  back  to  In- 
dia,' he  said.  'My  foilough  is  ex- 
{)ired.  I  am  now  taking  my  extra 
eave.  If  I  can  get  my  promotion, 
I  need  not  return.  Without  that  I 
cannot  alford  to  live  in  Europe.  But 
my  absence,  in  all  probability,  will  be 
but  very  short,*  he  said.  *  And  Clive 
is  old  enough  now  to  go  on  without 
me.' 

**  Is  this  the  reason  why  father  has 
been  so  gloomy  for  some  months 
past  ?  I  thought  it  might  have  been 
some  of  my  follies  which  made  him 
uncomfortaole ;  and,  you  know,  I 
have  been  trying  mv  best  to  amend, 
—  I  have  not  balf  such  a  tailor's 
bill  this  year  as  last.  I  owe  scarcely 
an  vthing.  I  have  paid  off  Moss  every 
halfpenny  for  his  confounded  rings 
and  gimcracks.  I  asked  father  about 
this  melancholy  news  as  we  walked 
away  from  Madame  de  Florae. 


''  He  is  not  near  so  rich  as  wd 
thought.  Since  )ie  has  been  at  home 
he  says  he  has  spent  greatly  more 
than  his  income,  and  is  quite  angry 
at  his  own  extravagance.  At  first  he 
thought  he  might  have  retired  from 
the  army  altogether :  but  after  three 
years  at  home  he  finds  he  cannot  live 
upon  his  income.  When  he  gets  his 
promotion  as  fuH  Colonel,  he  will  be 
entitled  to  a  tliousand  a  year  ;  that,- 
and  what  he  has  invested  in  India, 
and  a  little  in  this  country,  will  be 
plenty  for  both  of  us.  He  never 
seems  to  think  of  my  making  money 
by  my  profession.  W  hy,  suppose  1 
sell  the  '  Battle  of  Assaye '  for  £  5p0 1 
that  will  be  enough  to  carry  xdt  on 
ever  so  long,  without  dipping  into 
the  purse  of  the  dear  old  father. 

''  The  Viscount  de  FIoAc  called 
to  dine  with  us.  The  Colonel  said 
he  did  not  care  about  going  out  : 
and  so  the  Viscount  and  I  went  to- 
gether. Trou  Freres  Prxfvencauxt  — • 
he  ordered  the  dinner,  and,  or  course, 
I  .paid.  Then  we  went  to  a  little 
theatre,  and  he  took  me  behind  the 
scenes,  —  such  a  queer  place  1  We 
went  to  the  loge  of  Mademoiselle 
Finette,  who  acted  the  part  of  '  Le 
petit  Tambour,'  in  which  she  sings  a 
famous  song  with  a  drum.  He  asked 
her  and  several  literary  fellows  to 
supper  at  the  '  Cafe  Anglais.'  And 
I  came  home  ever  so  late,  and  lost 
twentv  Napoleons  at  a  game  called 
Bouillotte.  It  was  all  the  change 
out  of  a  twenty-pound  note  which 
dear  old  Binnie  gave  me  before  we 
set  out,  witn  a  quotation  out  of  Hor- 
ace, you  know,  about  Negue  tu  choreas 
speme,  puer.  0  me !  how  gailty  I 
rclt  as  I  walked  home  at  ever  so 
much  o'clock  to  the  *  Hotel  de  la 
Terrasse/  and  sneaked  into  our  apart- 
ment! But  the  Colonel  was  sound 
asleep.  His  dear  old  boots  stood 
sentries  at  his  bedroom  door,  and  I 
slunk  into  miae  as  silently  as  I  could. 

"  P.  S.  Wednesday.  —  There  's 
just  one  scrap  of  paper  left.  I  have 
got  J.  J.'s  letter.  He  has  been  to 
the  private  view  of  the  Academy  (so 
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that  his  own  picture  is  in),  and  '  The 
Battleof  Assaye' is  refused.  Smee 
told  him  it  was  too  big.  I  dare  say 
it 's  very  bad.  I  'm  glad  I  'm  away, 
and  the  fellows  are  .not  condoling 
with  me. 

**  Please  go  and  see  Mr.  Binnie. 
He  has  come  to  grief.  He  rode  the 
ColoneFs  horse;  came  down  on  the 
pavement  and  wrenched  his  leg,  and 
1  'm.  afraid  the  gray's.  Please  look 
at  his  legs  ;  we  can't  understand 
John's  report  of  them.  He,  I  mean 
Mr.  B.,  was  going  to  Scotland  to  see 
his  relations  when  the  accident  hap- 
pened. Yon  know  he  has  always 
been  going  to  Scotland  to  see  his  re- 
lations. He  makes  light  of  the  busi- 
ness, and  says  the  Colonel  is  not  to 
think  of  coming  to  him ;  and  /  don't 
want  to  go  back  just  yet,  to  see  all 
the  fellows  fix)m  Gandish's  and  the 
Life  Academy,  and  have  them  grin- 
ning at  my  misfortune. 

"  The  governor  would  send  his  re- 
gards, I. dare  say,  but  he  is  out,  and 
I  am  always  yours  affectionately, 
"  Clivjbs  Nbwcomb. 

"  P.  S.  He  tipped  me  himself  this 
morning ;  is  n't  he  a  kind,  dear  old 
fellow?" 

Abthub  PENDENiria,  Esq.,  to  Clivb 
Newcome,  Esq. 

"  Paxx  Max.!.  Oaxbttk,  Jovbital  of  Politics, 

LlTBBATUBB,  ASV  FASHIOIT, 

SSiS  Catherine  Street,  Strand. 

"  Deab  Clivb,  — .  I  regret  very 
much  for  Fred  Bayham's  sake  (who 
has  lately  taken  the  responsible  office 
of  Fine- Arts  Critic  for  the  P.  G.) 
that  your  extensive  picture  of  the 
'  Battle  of  Assaye '  has  not  found  a 
place  in  the  Royal  Academy  Exhibi- 
tion. F.  B.  is  at  least  fifteen  shil- 
lings out  of  pocket  by  its  rejection^  as 
he  had  prepared  a  flaming  euloginm 
of  your  work,  which,  of  course,  is  so 
much  waste  paper  in  consequence  of 
this  calami^.  Never  mind.  Courage, 
my  son.  The  Duke  of  Wellington 
you  know  was  beat  back  at  Seringa- 
patam  before  he  succeeded  at  Assaye. 


I  hope'  yon  will  fight  other  battles, 
and  tfiat  fortune  in  future  years  will 
be  more  favorable  to  you.  The  town 
does  not  talk  very  much  of  your  dis- 
comfiture. You  see  the  parliamentary 
debates  are  very  interesting  just  now, 
and  somehow  the  *  Battle  of  Assaye' 
does  not  seem  to  excite  the  public  mind. 
"  I  have  been  to  Fitzroy  Square ; 
both  to  the  stables  and  the  house. 
The  Houyhnhm's  legs  are  very  well ; 
the  horse  slipped  on  his  side,  and  not 
on  his  knees,  and  has  received  no  sort 
of  ii^jury.  Not  so  Mr.  Binnie,  his 
ankle  is  much  wrenched  and  inflamed. 
He  must  keep  his  sofa  for  many  days, 
perhaps  weeks.  But  yon  know  he  is 
a  very  cheerful  philosopher,  and  en- 
dures the  evils  of  life  with  much 
equanimity.  His  sister  has  come  to 
him.  I  don't  know  whether  that  may 
be  considered  as  a  consolation  of  his 
evil  or  an  aggravation  of  it.  You 
know  he  uses  the  sarcastic  method  in 
his  talk,  and  it  was  difficult  to  under- 
stand from  him  whether  he  was 
pleased  or  bored  by  the  em'braces  of 
his  relative.  She  was  an  infant  when 
he  last  beheld  her,  on  his  departure 
to  India.  She  is  now  (to  speak  with 
respect)  «  very  brisk,  plump,  pretty 
little  widow;  having,  seemingly,  re- 
covered from  her  grief  at  the  death 
of  her  husband.  Captain  Mackenzie, 
in  the  West  Indies.  Mr.  Binnie  was 
just  on  the  point  of  visiting  his  rela- 
tives, who  reside  at  Musselburgh, 
near  Edinburgh,  when  he  met  with 
the  fatal  acddent  which  prevented  his 
visit  to  his  native  shores.  His  account 
of  his  misfortune  and  his  lonely  con- 
dition was  so  pathetic  that  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie and  her  daughter  put  them- 
selves into  the  Edinburgh  steamer, 
and  rushed  to  console  his  sofa.  They 
occupy  your  bedroom  and  sitting- 
room,  which  latter  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
says  no  longer  smells  of  tobacco- 
smoke,  as  it  did  when  she  took  pos- 
session of  your  den.  If  you  have  left 
any  papers  about,  any  bills,  any 
billets-doux,  I  make  no  doubt  the 
ladies  have  read  every  single  one  of 
them,  according  to  the  amiable  habits 
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of  their  sex.  The  danghter  is  a 
bright  little  blue-eyed  fair-li  aired  lass^ 
with  a  very  sweet  voice,  in  which  she 
sings  (unaided  by  instrumental  music, 
and  seated  on  a  chair  in  the  middle 
of  the  room)  the  artless  ballads  of  her 
native  country.  I  had  the  pleasure 
of  hearing  the  *  Bonnets  of  Bonnie 
Dundee'  and  'Jock  of  Hazeldean' 
from  her  ruby  lips  two  evenings 
since ;  not,  indeed,  for  the  first  time 
in  my  life,  but  never  from  such  a 
pretty  little  singer.  Though  both 
ladies  speak  our  language  with  some^ 
thing  of  the  tone  usually  employed  by 
the  inhabitants  of  the  northern  part 
of  Britain,  their  accent  is  exceedingly 
pleasant,  and  indeed  by  no  means  so 
strong  as  Mr.  Binnie's  own ;  for  Cap- 
tain Mackenzie  was  an  Englishman 
for  whose  sake  his  lady  modified  her 
native  Musselburgh  pronunciation. 
She  tells  many  interesting  anecdotes 
of  him,  of  the  West  Indies,  and  of  the 
distinguished  regiment  of  Infantry  to 
which  the  Captain  belonged.  Miss 
Kosa  is  a*  great  fiivorite  with  her 
uncle,  and  I  have  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  make  their  stay  in  the  metrop- 
olis more  pleasant,  by  sending  them 
orders,  fh>m  the  Pall  MaH  Gazette, 
for  the  theatres,  panoramas,  and  the 
principal  sights  m  town.  For  pictures 
they  do  not  seem  to  care  much ;  they 
thought  the  National  Gallery  a  dreary 
exhibition,  and  in  the  Royal  Academy 
could  be  got  to  admire  nothing  but 
the  picture  of  M'Collop  of  M*Collop, 
by  our  friend  of  the  like  name,  but 
they  think  Madame  Tussaud's  inter- 
esting exhibition  of  Waxwork  the 
most  delightful  in  London ;  and  there 
I  had  the  happiness  of  introducing 
them  to  our  friend  Mr.  Frederick 
Bayham ;  who,  subsequently,  on  com- 
ing to  this  office  with  his  valuable 
contributions  on  the  Fine  Arts,  made 
particular  inquiries  as  to  their  pecuni- 
ary  means,  and  expressed  himself 
instantly  ready  to  bestow  his  hand 
upon  the  mother  or  daughter,  pro- 
Tided  old  Mr.  Binnie  would  make  a 
satisfactory  settlement.  I  got  the 
ladies  a  box  at  the  opera,  whither 


they  were  attended  by  Captain  Gcby 
of  their  regiment,  godfather  to  JSdiss, 
and  where  I  had  the  honor  of  paying 
them  a  visit  I  saw  your  fair  young 
cousin  Miss  Newcome  in  the  lobbj 
with  her  grandmamma.  Lady  Kew. 
Mr.  Bayham  with  great  eloquence 
pointed  out  to-  the  Scotch  ladies  the 
various  distinguished  characters  in 
the  house.  The  opera  delighted  them, 
but  they  were  astounded  at  the  ballet, 
from  which  mother  and  daughter 
retreated  in  the  midst  of  a  fire  of 
pleasantries  of  C^tain  Goby.  I  can 
fancy  that  officer  at  mess,  and  bow 
brilliant  his  anecdotes  must  have  been 
when  the  company  of  ladies  does  not 
restrain  his  genial  flow  of  humor. 

"  Here  comes  Mr.  Baker  with  the 
proofs.  In  csLtse  you  don't  see  the  P. 
G.  at  Galignani's,  I  send  you  an  ex- 
tract from  Bayham's  article  on  the 
Koyal  Academy,  where  you  will  have 
the  benefit  of  bis  opinion  on  the  works 
of  some  of  your  friends  :  — 

"'617.  "Moses  Bringing  Home 
the  Gross  of.  Green  Spectaoles. " 
Smith,  R.  A.  —  Perhaps,  poor  Gold- 
smith's exquisite  little  work  has  never 
been  so  great  a  favorite  as  in  the  pres- 
ent age.  We  have  here,  in  a  wors  by 
one  of  our  most  eminent  artists,  a 
homage  to  the  genius  of  him  **  who 
touched  nothing  which  he  did  not 
adorn  " :  and  the  charming  subject  is 
handled  in  the  most  delicious  manner 
by  Mr.  Smith.  The  chiaroscuro  is 
admirable  :  the  impasto  is  perfect. 
Perhaps  a  very  captions  critic  might 
object  to  the  foreshortening  of  Moses's 
left  leg ;  but  where  there  is  so  much 
to  praise  justly,  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette 
does  not  care  to  condemn. 

"*420.  Our  (and  the  public's)  fa- 
vorite.  Brown,  R.  A.,  treats  us  to  a 
8ubjei;t  from  the  best  of  all  stories,  the 
tale  "  which  laughed  Spain's  chivalry 
away,"  the  ever  new  "i)on  Quixote." 
The  incident  which  Brown  has  se- 
lected is  the  "  Don's  Attack  on  the 
Flock  of  Sheep";  the  sheep  are  in 
his  best  manner,  jminted  with  all  his 
well-known  facility  and  brio.     Mr. 
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Brown's  friendly  rival,  Hopkins,  has 
selected  "  Gil  Bias  "  for  an  illustra- 
tion this  year;  and  the  "Robber's 
Cavern  "  is  one  of  the  most  masterly 
of  Hopkins's  productions. 

"  *  Great  Rooms.  33.  "  Portrait  of 
Cardinal  Cospetto."  O'Gogstay,  A. 
R.  A. ;  and  "  Neighborhood  of  Cor- 
podibacco  —  Evening  —  a  Contadina 
and  a  Trasteverino  dancing  at  the 
door  of  a  Locanda  to  the  music  of  a 
Pifferaro."  — Since  his  visit  to  Italy 
Mr.  O'Gogstay  seems  to  have  ^iven 
up  the  scenes  of  Irish  humor  with 
which  he  used  t»  delight  ub  ;  and  the 
romance,  the  poetry,  tiie  religion,  of 
"Italia  la  beUa"  form  the  subjects 
of  his  pencil.  The  scene  near  Cor- 
podibaceo  (we  know  the  spot  well, 
and  have  spent  many  a  happy  month 
in  its  romantic  mountains)  is  most 
characteristic.  Cardinal  Cospetto,  we 
must  say,  is  a  most  truculent  prelate, 
and  not  certainly  an  ornament  to  his 
church. 

"•49,  210,  311.  Smee,  R.  A.— 
Portraits  which  a  Reynolds  might 
be  proud  of ;  a  Vandyke  or  a  Claude 
might  not  disown.  "  Sir  Brian  New- 
come,  in  this  costun^e  of  a  Deputy- 
Lieutenant,"  •*  Major  -  General  Sir 
Thomas  de  Boots,  K.  C.  B.,"  painted 
for  the  50th  Dragoons,  are  triumphs, 
indeed,  of  this  noble  painter.  Why 
have  we  no  picture  or  the  sovereign 
and  her  augnst  consort  from  Smee's 
brush  ?  When  CharfSes  IL  picked  up 
Titian's  mahl-stick,  he  observed  to  a 
courtier,  "A  king  you  can  always 
have;  a  genius  comes  but  rarely." 
While  we  have  a  Smee  among  us, 
and  a  monarch  whom  we  admire,  — 
may  the  one  be  employed  to  transmit 
to  posterity  the  beloved  features  of 
th^  other!  We  know  our  lucubra- 
tions are  read  in  high  places^  and  re- 
speetfnlly  insinuate  vervum  sapienti. 

" '  1 906.  "  The  M'Collop  of  M^Col- 
lop,  "  —  A.  M'CoUop,  —  is  a  noble 
work  of  a  young,  artist,  who,  in  de- 
picting the  gallant  chief  of  a  hardy 
Scottish  clan,  has  also  represented  a 
romantic  £Bghland  landscape,  in  the 
xnidat  of .  wlSch,  ''his  foot  upon  his 


native  heath,"  stands  a  man  of  splen- 
did symmetrical  figure  and  great  facial 
advantages.  We  shall  keep  our  eye 
on  Mr.  M'CoUop. 

"*  1367.  "  Oberon  and  Titania." 
Ridley.  —  This  sweet  and  fanciful 
Uttle  picture  draws  crowds  round 
about  it,  and  is  one  of  the  most  charm- 
ing and  delightful  works  of  the  pres- 
ent exhibition.  We  echo  the  univer- 
sal opinion  in  declaring  that  it  shows 
not  only  the  greatest  promise,  but  the 
most  delicate  and  beautiful  perform- 
ance. The  "Earl  of  Kew,  we  under- 
stand, bought  the  picture -at  the  private 
view ;  andwe  congratulate  the  young 
painter  heartily  upon  his  successful 
ikbut.  He  is,  we  understand,  a  pupil 
of  Mr.  Gandish.  Where  is  that  ad- 
mirable painter  1  We  miss  his  bold 
canvases  and  grand  historic  outline.' 

"  I  shall  alter  a-  few  inaccuracies 
in  the  composition  of  our  friend  F. 
B.,  who  has,  as  he  says,  *  drawn  it 
uncommonly  mild  in  the  above  criti- 
cism.' In  fact,  two  days  since,  ho 
brought  in  an  article  of  quite  a  differ- 
ent tendency,  of  which  ho  retains  only 
the  two  last  paragraphs ;  but  he  has, 
with  gl^t  magnanimity,  recalled  his 
previous  observations ;  and,  indeed,  he 
knows  as  much  about  pictures  as  some 
critics  I  could  name. 

"  Good  by,  my  dear  Clive !  I  send 
my  kindest  regards  to  your  father; 
and  think  you  had  best  see  as  little 
as  possible  of  your  bouillotte-playing 
French  friend,  and  his  friends.  This 
advice  I  know  you  will  follow,  as 
young-  men  always  follow  the  advice 
of  their  seniors  and  well-wishers.  I 
dine  in  Fitzroy  Square  to-day  with 
the  pretty  widow  and  her  daughter, 
and  am  yours  always,  dear  Cliv^, 

"A.  P." 


CHAPTER  XXra. 

IN     WHICH    WB     HBAR    A    SOPRANO 
AND  A  CONTRALTO. 

The  most  hospitable  and  polite  of 
Colonels  would  not  hear  of  Mrs.  Mac 
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kcnzie  and  her  daughter  quitting  his 
house  when  he  returned  to  it,  after 
six  weeks'  pleasant  sojourn  in  Paris : 
nor,  indeed,  did  his  fair  guest  show 
the  least  anxiety  or  intention  to  go 
away.  Mrs.  Mackenzie  had  a  fine 
merry  humor  of  her  own.  She  was 
an  old  soldier's  wife,  she  said,  and 
knew  when  her  quarters  were  good'; 
and,  I  suppose,  since  her  honeymoon, 
when  the  Captain  took  her  to  Harro- 
gate and  Cheltenham,  stopping  at  the 
Hrst  hotels,  and  travelling  in  a  chaise 
and  pair  the  whole  way,  she  had  nev- 
er been  so  well  off  as  in  that  roomy 
mansion  near  Tottenham  Court 
Koad.  Of  her  mother's  house  at 
Musselburgh  she  gave  a  ludicrous  but 
dismal  account.  "Eh,  James,"  she 
said, ."  I  think  if  you  had  come  to 
mamma,  as  you  threatened,  you  would 
not  have  stayed  very  long.  It's  a 
wearisome  place.  Dr.  M*Craw  boards 
with  her ;  and  it 's  sermons  and  psalm- 
singing  from  morning  till  night.  Mv 
little .  Josey  takes  kindly  to  the  life 
there,  and  I  left  her  behind,  poor  lit- 
^tic  darling !  It  was  not  fair  to  bring 
Three  of  us  to  take  possession  of  your 
house,  dear  James  ;  but  my  poor  lit- 
tle Rosey  was  just  withering  away 
there.  It 's  good  for  the  dear  child  to 
see  the  world  a  little,  and  a  kind  un- 
cle, who  is  not  afraid  of  us  now  he 
sees  us,  is  he?"  Kind  Uncle  James 
was  not  at  all  afraid  of  little  Rosey ; 
whose  pretty  /ace  and  modest  man- 
ners, and  sweet  sonffs,  and  blue  eyes, 
cheered. arfd  soothed  the  old  bachelor. 
Nor  was  Rosey's  mother  less  agree- 
able and  pleasant.  She  had  married 
the  Captain  (it  was  a  love-match, 
against  the  will  of  her  parents,  who 
had  destined  her  to  be  tne  third  wife 
of  old  Dr.  M'Mull,)  when  very  young. 
Many  sorrows  she  had  had,  including 
poverty,  the  Captain's  "imprisonment 
for  debt,  and  his  decease;  but  she 
was  of  a  gay  and  lightsome  spirit. 
She  was  but  three-and-thirty  years 
old,  and  looked  five-and-twenty.  She 
was  active,  brisk,  jovial,  and  alert; 
and  so  good-looking  that  it  was  a 
'uder  she  had  not  taken  a  successor 


to  Captain  Mackenzie.  James  Bin^ 
nie  cautioned  his  friend  the  Colonel 
against  the  attractions  of  the  buxom 
siren;  and  laughingly  would  ask 
Ciive  how  he  would  like  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie for  a  mammaw  ? 

Colonel  Newcome  felt  himself  very 
much  at  ease  regarding  his  future 
prospects.  He  was  very  glad  that 
his  friend  James  was  reconciled  to 
his  family,  and  hinted  to  Clive  that 
the  late  Captain  Mackenzie's  extrav- 
agance had  been  the  cause  of  the  rup- 
ture between  him  and  his  brother-in- 
law,  who  had  helped  that  prodigal 
captain  repeatedly  during  his  lite, 
and,  in  spite  of  family  quarrels,  had  ' 
never  ceased  to  act  generously  to  his 
widowed  sister  and  her  family.  "  But 
I  think,  Mr.  Clive,"  said  he,  "  that 
as  Miss  Rosa  is  very  pretty,  and  you 
have  a  spare  room  at  your  studio, 
you  had  best  take  up  your  quarters  in 
Charlotte  Street  as  long  as  the  ladies 
are  living  with  us."  Clive  was  noth- 
ing loath  to  be  independent ;  but  he 
showed  himself  to  he  a  very  good 
home-loving  youth.  He  walked  home 
to  breakfast  every  morning,  dined 
often,  and  spent  the  evenings  with 
the  family.  Indeed,  the  house  was  a 
great  deal  more  cheerful  for  the  pres- 
ence of  the  two  pleasant  ladies.  Noth- 
ing could  be  prettier  than  to  see  the 
two  ladies  tripping  down  stairs  togeth- 
er, mamma  8  j)retty  arm  around 
Rosey's  pretty  waist.  Mamma's  talk 
was  perpetually  of  Rosey.  That  child 
was  always  gay,  always  good,  always 
happy  !  That  darling  girl  woke  with 
a  smile  on  her  face, —  it  was  sweet  to 
see  her !  Uncle  James,  in  his  dry 
way,  said  he  dared  to  say  it  was  very 
pretty.  "  Go  away,  you  droll,  dear 
old  kind  Uncle  James!"  Rosey'a 
mamma  would  cry  out.  "  You  old 
bachelors  are  wicked  old  things!" 
Uncle  James  used  to  kiss  Rosey  very 
kindly  and  pleasantly.  She  was  as 
modest,  as  gentle,  as  eagpr  to  please 
Colonel  Newcome,  as  any  little  girl 
could  be.  It  was  pretty  to  see  her 
tripping  across  the  room  with  his 
coffee-cup,  or  peeling  walnuts  for  hira 


THE-  NEWCOMES. 


153 


'  after  dinner  wUh  lier  white,  plump 
little  <iin<^rs. 

Mrs.  Irons,  the  housekeeper,  natu- 
rally detested  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  and 
was  jealous  of  her ;  though  the  latter 
did  everything  to  soothe  and  coax  the 
governess  of  the  two  gentlemen's  es- 
tablishment She  praised  her  din- 
ners, delighted  in  her  pudilings,  must 
beg  Mrs.  Irons  to  allow  her  to  see  one 
of  those  delicious  puddings  made,  and 
to  write  the  receipt  for.l^r,  that  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  might  use  it  when  she  was 
away.  It  was  Mrs.  Irons's  belief  that 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  never  intended  to  go 
away.  "  She  had  no  ideer  of  ladies, 
as  were  ladies,  coming  into  her  kitch- 
en." The  maids  vowed  that  they 
heard  Miss  Kosa  cnring,  and  mamma 
scolding  in  her  bedroom,  for  all  she 
was  so  soft-spoken.  "  How  was  that 
jug  broke,  and  that  chair  smashed  in 
the  bedroom,  that  day  there  was  such 
a  awful  row  up  there  ?  " 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  played  admirably, 
in  the  old-&shioned  way,  dances, 
reels,  and  Scotoh  and  Irish  tunes,  the 
fonner  of  which  filled  James  Binnie's 
soul  with  delectation.  The  good 
mother  naturally  desired  that  her 
darling  should  mive  a  few  good  les- 
sons of  the  piano  while  she  was  in 
London.  Bosev  was  eternally  strum- 
ming upon  an  instrument  which  had 
been  taken  up  stairs  for  her  special 
practice;  and  the  Colonel,  who  was 
always  seeking  to  do  harmless  jobs 
of  kindness  for  his  friends,  bethought 
him  of  little  Miss  Cann,  the  gover- 
ness at  Ridley's,  whom  he  recom* 
mended  as  an  instructress.  "  Any- 
body whom^oK  recommend  I  'm  sure, 
dear  Colonel,  we  shall  like,"  said 
Mrs.  Mackenzie, who  looked  as  black 
as  thunder,  and  had  probably  intend- 
ed to  have  Monsieur  Quatremains  or 
Signor  Twankeydillo ;  and  the  little 
governess,  came  to  her  pupil.  Mrs. 
Mackenzie .  treated  her  very  gruffly 
and  haughtily  at  first ;  bi^t  as  soon 
as  she  heard  Miss  C^|||^play,  the 
widow  was  pacified, —  nay,  charmed. 
Monsieur  Quatremains  charged  a 
ffoinea  for  three  quarters  of  an  hour ; 
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while  Miss  Cann  thankfully  took  five 
shillings  for  an  hour  and  a  half;  and 
the  difierence  of  twenty  lessons,  for 
which  dear  Uncle  James  paid,  went 
into  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  pocket,  and 
thence  probably  on  to  her  pretty 
shoulders  and  head  in  the  shape  of  a 
fine  silk  dress  and  a  beautiful  French 
bonnet,  "  in  which,"  Captain  Gobv 
said,  upon  his  life,  "  she  did  n't  look 
twenty.'* 

The  little  governess,  trotting  home 
after  her  lesson,  would  often  look  into 
Clive's  studio  in  Charlotte  Street, 
where  her  two  boys,  as  she  called 
Clive  and  J.  J.,  were  at  work  each  at 
his  easel.  Clive  used  to  laugh,  and 
tell  us,  who  joked  him  about  the  wid- 
ow and  her  daughter,  what  Miss 
Cann  said  about  uem.  Mrs.  Muck 
was  not  all  honey,  it  appeared.  If 
Rosey  played  incorrectly,,  mamma 
flew  at  her  with  prodigious  vehe- 
mence of  language,  and  sometimes 
with  a  slap  on  poor  Rosey 's  back. 
She  must  make  Rosey  wear  tight 
boots,  and  stamp  on  her  little  feet  if 
they  refused  to  enter  into  the  slipper. 
I  blush  for  the  indiscretion  of  Miss 
Cann ;  but  she  actually  teld  J.  J., 
that  mamma  insisted  upon  lacing  her 
so  tight  as  nearly  to  choke  the  poor 
little  lass.  Rosey  did  not  fignt,— > 
Rosey  always  yielded ;  and  the  scold- 
in($  over  and  the  tears  dried,  would 
come  simpering  down  stairs,  with 
mamma's  arm  round  her  waist,  and 
her  pretty,  artless,  happy  smile  for  the 
gentlemen  below.  JBesides  the  Scot- 
tish songs  without  music,  she  san^ 
ballads  at  the  piano  very  sweetly. 
Mamma  used  to  cry  at  these  ditties. 
"  That  child's  voice  brings  tears  into 
my  eyes,  Mr.  Newcome,  she  would 
say.  "  She  has  never  known  a  mo- 
ment's sorrow  yet!  Heaven  grant. 
Heaven  grant,  she  may  be  happy ! 
But  what  shall  I  be  when  I  lose 
her  ?  " 

"  Why,   my   dear,  when  ye  lose 
Rosey,  ye  '11  console  yourself  with 
Josey,"  says  droll  Mr.  Binnie  from 
the  sofa,  who  perhaps  saw  the  ma 
noeuvre  of  the  widow. 
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The  widow  langhs  heartily  and 
really.  She  places  a  handkerchief 
over  her  moutn.  She  glances  at  her 
brother  with  a  pair  of  eyes  full  of 
knowing  mischief.  "Ah,  dear 
James,  she  says,  "you  don't  know 
what  it  is  to  have  a  mother's  feelings." 

"  I  can  partly  understand  them," 
says  James.    "  Bosey,  sing  me  that 

Sretty  little  French  song."  Mrs. 
lackenzie's  attention  to  Clive  was 
really  quite  affecting.  If  any  of  his 
ftiends  came  to  the  house,  she  took 
diem  aside  and  praised  CHto  to 
lAiem.  The  Colonel  she  adored.  She 
had  never  met  with  such  a  man  or 
seen  such  a  manner.  The  manners 
of  the  Bishop  of  Tobago  were  beau- 
tiful, and  he  certainly  had  one  of  the 
softest  and  finest  hands  in  tlie  world, 
—  but  not  finer  than  Colonel  New- 
come's,  "  Look  at  his  foot  I "  (and 
she  put  out  her  own,  which  was  un- 
commonly pretty,  and  suddenly  with- 
drew it,  with  an  arch  glance,  meant 
to  represent  a  blush,)  "  my  shoe 
would  fit  it !  When  we  were  at  Cor^ 
entry  Island,  Sir  Peregrine  Blandy^ 
who  succeeded  poor  dear  Sir  Bawdon 
Crawley,  —  I  saw  his  dear  boy  was 
gazetted  to  a  lieutenan^coloneky  in 
the  Guards  last  week,  —  Sir  Pere- 
yrrine,  who  was  one  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales's  most  intimate  friends,  was 
always  said  to  have  the  finest  man- 
ner and  presence  of  any  man  of  his 
day  ;  and  very  grand  and  nobfe  he 
was,  but  I  don't  think  he  was  equal 
to  Colonel  Newcome,  —  I  really  don't 
think  so.  Do  you  think  so,  Mr. 
Houeyman  ?  Wliat  a  charming  dis- 
course that  was  last  Sunday  !  I  know 
there  were  tico  pair  of  eyes  not  dry  in 
the  church.  I  could  not  see  the  other 
people  just  lor  crying  myself.  O, 
out  I  wish  we  could  have  you  at  Mus- 
selburgh !  I  was  bred  a  iS-esbyterian, 
of  course ;  but  in  much  travelling 
through  the  world  with  my  dear  hus- 
band, I  came  to  love  his  church.  At 
home  we  sit  under  Dr.  M*Craw,  of 
course  ,  but  he  is  so  awfdlly  long  ! 
Four  hours  every  Sunday  at  least, 
Homing  and  affcemoon  !    It  nearly 


kills  poor  Rosey.  Did  you  hear  her 
voice  at  your  church  ?  The  dear  girl 
i&  delighted  with  the  chants.  Bosey, 
were  you  not  delighted  with  the 
chants  ^  " 

If  she  is  delighted  with  Ifie  chants, 
Honeyman  is  delighted  with  the 
chantress  and  her  mamma.  He  dash- 
es the  fair  hair  from  his  brow:  he 
sits  down  to  the  piano,  and  plays^  one 
or  two  of  them,  warbling  a  faint  vo- 
cal accompaniment,  and  k)oking'  as  if 
he  would  be  lifted  off  the  screw  mu- 
sic-stool, and  flutter  up  w  the  ceiling. 

"  0,  it 's  just  seraphic ! "  says  tfie 
widow.  "  It 's  just  the  breath  of  in- 
cense, and  the  pealing  of  the  organ 
at  the  Cathedral  at  Montreal.  Bosey 
does  n't  remember  Montreal.  She 
was  a  wee  wee  child.  She  was  bom 
on  the  voyage  out,  and  christened  at 
sea.     You  remember,  Goby."  • 

"  'Gad,  I  promised  and  vowed  to 
teach  her  her  catechism  ;  but  'gad, 
I  have  n't,"  says  Captain  Goby. 
"  We  were  between  Montreal  and 
Quebec  for  three  years  wiiii  the  Hun- 
dredth, the  Hundred  -  and-  Twentieth 
Highlanders,  and  the  Thirty -third 
Dragoon  Guards  a  part  of  the  time  ; 
Fipley  commanded  them,  and  a  very 
jolly  time  we  had.  Much  better  than 
the  West  Indies,  where  a  fellow's 
liver  goes  to  the  deuoe  with  hot 
pickles  and  sangaree,  Mackenzie 
was  a  dev'lish  wild  fellow,"  whispers 
Captain  Goby   to  his  neighbor  (the 

Sesent  biographer  indeed),  "  and 
rs.  Mack  was, — w«s  as  pretty  a 
little  woman  as  ever  you  set  eyes  on." 
(Captain  Goby  wink&,  and  looks 
peculiarly  sly  as  he  makes^  this  state- 
ment.) "Our  regiment  was  n't' on 
your  side  of  India,  Colonel." 

And  in  the  interchange  of  such 
delightful  remarks,  and  with  music 
and  song,  the  evening  passes  away. 
'•*  Since  the  house  had  been  adorned 
by  the  fair  presence  df  Mrs.  Macken- 
zie and. hcr^ daughter,"*  Honeyman 
said,  alwa^llf^llant  in  behavior  and 
flowery  in  expression,  "  it  seemed  as 
if  spring  had  visited  it.  Its  hos- 
pitality was    invested   with    a    new 
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grace ;  its  ever-welooine  little  r^tmUms 
were  doubly  chanuiog.  Bat  why  did 
these  ladies  couie»  if  they  were  to  go 
away  again  ?  How  —  how  woiUd 
Mr.  Binnie  console  himself  (not  to 
mention  others),  if  they  left  him  in 
solitade  1 " 

'*  We  have  no  wish  to  leave  my 
brother  James  in  solitade,''  cries  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  frankly  laughing,  "  We 
like  London  a  great  deal  b^ter  than 
Musselburgh." 

''  O,  that  we  do  I "  ejaculates  the 
blushing  Kosey. 

*'  And  we  will  stay  «s  long  as  ever 
my  brother  will  keep  us/'  continues 
the  widow. 

"  Uncle  James  is  so  kind  and  dear," 
says  Bosey.  **  I  hope  he  won't  send 
me  and  mamma  away." 

"  He  were  a  brute,  — a  sayage  if  he 
did!"  cries  Honeyman,  with  glances 
of  rapture  towards  the  two  pretty 
fiaces.  Everybody  liked  them.  Bia- 
nie  received  their  caresses  very  good- 
humoredly.  The  Ck>lonel.liked  every 
woman  under  the  sun.  Clive  laughed 
and  joked  and  waltzed  alternately 
with  Rosey  and  her  mamma.  The 
latter  was  the  brisker  partner  of  the 
two  The  unsuspicious  Mridow,  poor 
dear  innocent,  would  leave  her  girl  at 
the  paintingrroom,  and  go  shopping 
herself;  but  little  J.  J.  also  worked 
there,  being  occupied  with  his  second 
picture ;  and  he  was  almost  the  only 
one  of  Olive's  friends  whom  the  widow 
did  not  like.  She  pronounced  the 
quiet  little  painter  a  pert  little  obtru- 
sive, under-bred  creature. 

In  a  word,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  was,  as 
the  phrase  is,  ''setting  her  cap"  so 
openly  at  Clive  that  none  of  us  could 
avoid  seeing  her  play ; '  and  Clive 
laughed  at  her  simple  manoeuvres  as 
menrily  as  the  rest.  She  was  a  merry 
little  woman.  We  gave  her  and  her 
pretty  daughter  a  luncheon  in  Lamb 
Court,  Tempde ;  in  Sibwright's  cham- 
bers,— ^luncheon  from  Dick's  coffee- 
lioase,-—  ices  and  dessopl  from  Parting- 
ton's in  the  Strand.  Miss  Rosey,  Mr. 
Sibwright,  our  neighbor  in  Lamb 
Coort,  and  the   Beverend    Charles 


Honeyman  sang  very  delightfully  af- 
ter lunch ;  tliere  was  quite  a  crowd  of 
porters,  laundresses,  and  boys  to  lis- 
ten in  the  Court ;  Mr.  Paley  was  dis- 
gusted with  the  noise  we  made,  —  in 
fact,  the  party  was  perfectly  successfid. 
We  all  liked  the  widow,  and  if  she  did 
set  her  pretty  ribbons  at  Clive,  why 
should  not  she  ?  We  all  liked,  the 
pretty,  fresh,  modest  Rosey.  Why, 
even  the  grave  old  benchers  in  the 
Temple  Church,  when  the  ladies 
visited  it  on  Sunday,  winked  their 
reverend  eyes  with  pleasure,  as  they 
looked  at  those  two  uncommonly 
smart,  pretty,  well-dressed,  fashionable 
women.  Ladies,  s^  to  the  Temple 
Church.  You  will  see  more  voung 
men,  and  receive  more  respectful  at- 
tention there  than  in  any  place,  ex- 
cept, perhaps,  at  Oxford  or  Cam- 
bridge. Go  to  the  Temple  Church, 
-^  not,  of  course,  for  the  admiration 
which  you  will  excite  and  which  you 
cannot  nelp;  but  because  the  sermon 
is  excellent,  the  choral  services  beauti- 
fully performed,  and  the  church  so  in- 
teresting as  a  monument  of  the  thir- 
teenth century,  and  as  it  contains  the 
tombs  of  those  dear  Knights  Tem- 
plars ! 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  could  be  grave  or 
gay,  according  to  her  company ;  nor 
could  any  woman  be  of  more  edifying 
behavior  when  an  occasional  Scot- 
tish friend,  bringing  a  letter  from  dar- 
ling Josev,  or  a  recommendatory  let- 
ter from  jTosey's  grandmother,  pnid  a 
visit  in  Fitzroy  Square.  Little  Miss 
Cann  used  to  laugh  and  wink  know- 
ingly* saying,  "You  will  never  get 
back  your  bedroom,  Mr.  Clive.  You 
may  be  sure  that  Miss  Josey  will 
come  in  a  few  months ;  and  perhaps 
old  Mrs.  Binnie,  only  no  doubt  she 
and  her  daughter  do  not  agree.  But 
the  widow  has  taken  possession  of 
Uncle  James ;  and  she  will  carry  off 
somebody  else  if  I  am  not  mistaken. 
Should  you  like  a  step-mother,  Mr. 
Clive,  or  should  you  prefer  a  wife  ?  " 

Whether  the  fair  lady  tried  her 
wiles  upon  Colonel  Newcome  the 
present  writer  has  not  certain  meai^ 


156 


THE.NEWCOMES. 


of  ascertaining ;  but  I  think  another 
iraa<;e  occupied  his  heart :  and  this 
Circe  tempted  him  no  more  than  a 
score  of  other  enchantresses  who  had 
tried  their  spells  upon  him.  If  she 
tried  she  failed.  She  was  a  very 
shrewd  woman,  quite  frank  in  her 
talk  when  such  frankness  suited  her. 
She  said  to  me,  "  Colonel  Newcome 
has  had  some  great  passion,  once 
upon  a  time,  I  am  sure  of  that,  and 
has  no  more  heart  to  give  away. 
The  woman  who  had  his  must  have 
been  a  very  lucky  woman  ;  though  I 
dare  say  she  did  not  value  what  she 
had ;  or  did  not  live  to  enjoy  it,  —  or 

—  or  something  or  other.  You  see 
tragedies  in  some  people's  faces.  I 
recollect  when  we  were  in  Coventry 
Island,  —  there  was  a  chaplain  there, 

—  a  very  good  man,  —  a  Mr.  Bell, 
and  married  to  a  pretty  little  woman 
who  died.  The  first  dav  I  saw  him  I 
said,  '  I  know  that  man  has  had  a 
great  grief  in  life.  I  am  sure  that  he 
left  his  heart  in  England.'  You  gen- 
tlemen who  write  books,  -Mr.  Fenden- 
nis,  and  stop  at  the  third  volume, 
know  very  well  that  the  real  story 
often  begins  afterwards.  My  third 
volume  ended  when  I.  was  sixteen, 
and  was  married  to  my  poor  husband. 
Do  you  think  all  our  adventures 
ended  then,  and  that  we  lived  happy 
ever  after?  I  live  for  my  darling 
girls  now.  All  I  want  is  to  see  them 
comfortable  in  life.  Nothing  can  be 
more  generous  than  my  dear  brother 
, James  has  been.  I  am  only  his  half- 
sister,  you  know,  and  was  an  infant  in 
arms  when  he  went  away.  He  had 
differences  with  Captain  Mackenzie, 
who  was  headstrong  and  imprudent, 
and  I  own  my  poor  desif  husband  was 
in  the  wrong.  James  could  not  live 
with  my  poor  mother.  Neither  could 
by  possibility  suit  the  other.  I  have 
often,  I  own,  longed  to  come  and 
keep  house  for  him.  His  home,  the 
society  he  sees,  of  men  of  talents  like 
Mr.  Warrington  and  —  and  I  won't 
mention  names,  or  pay  compliments 
to  a  man  who  knows  human  nature 

well  as  the  author   of  *  Walter 


Lorraine ' :  this  house*  is  pleasanter  a 
thousand  times  than  Musselburgh,  -^ 
pleasanter  for  me  and  my  dearest 
Rosey,  whose  delicate  nature  shrunk 
and  withered  up  in  poor  mamma's 
society.  She  was  never  happy  ex- 
cept in  my  room,  the  dear  child!  She's 
all  gentleness  and  affection.  She 
does  n't  seem  to  show  it ;  but  she  has 
the  most  wonderftil  appreciation  of 
wit,  of  genius  and  talent  of  all  kinds. 
She  always  hides  her  feelings,  except 
from  her  fond  old  mother.  I  went 
up  into  our  room  yesterday,  and  found 
her  in  tears.  I  can't  bear  to  see  her 
eyes  red  or  to  think  of  her  suffering. 
I  asked  her  what  ailed  her,  and  kissed 
her.  She  is  a  tender  plant,  Mr.  Pen- 
dennisl  Heaven  knows  with  what 
caro  I  have  nurtured  her !  She  looked 
up  smiling  on  my  shoulder.  She 
looked  so  pretty  !  *  O  mamma,'  the 
darling  chud  said,  *  I  could  n't  help 
it !  I  have  been  crying  over  Walter 
Lorraine ! ' "  (Enter  Rosey. )  "  Rosey, 
darling !  I  have  been  telling  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis,  what  a  naughty,  naughty  child 
you  were  yesterday,  and  how  you  read 
a  book  wliich  I  told  you  you  should  n't 
read ;  for  it  is  a  very  wiched  book ; 
and  though  it  contains  some  sad,  sad 
truths,  it  is  a  great  deal  too  misan- 
thropic (is  that  the  right  word  ?  I  'm 
a  poor  soldier's  wife,  and  no  scholar, 
you  know),  and  a  great  deal  too  bitter; 
and  though  the  reviews  praise  it,  and 
the  clever  people, — toe  are  poor  simple 
country  people,  —  we  won  t  praise  it. 
Sing,  dearest,  that  little  song "  (pro- 
fuse kisses  to  Rosey),  —  "  that  pretty 
thing  that  Mr.  Pendennis  likes. ' 

"  I  am  sure  that  I  will  sing  any- 
thing that  Mr.  Pendennis  likes,*'  says 
Rosey,  with  her  candid  bright  eyes ; 
and  she  goes  to  the  piano  and  warbles 
Batti,  Batti,  with. her  sweet,  fresh,  art- 
less voice. 

More  caresses  follow.  Mamma  is 
in  a  rapture.  How  pretty  they  look, 
—  the  mother  and  daughter,  —  two 
lilies  twining  together!  The  neces- 
sity of  an  entertainment  at  the 
Temple,  —  lunch  from  Dick's  (as  be- 
fore  mentioned),  dessert  from  Paiv 
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fingtoa%  Sibwright's  spoonS)  his  hojf 
to  aid  ours,  nay  Sib  himself,  and  his 
rooms,  wbich    are    so    nmch    more 
elegant  than  ours,  and  where  there  is 
a  piano  and  guitar :  all  these  thoughts 
pass  in  rapid  and  brilliant  combinar 
tion  in  the  pleased  Mr.  Pendennis's 
mind.    How  dedighted  the  ladies  are 
with  the  proposal !    Mrs.  Mackenzie 
claps  her  pretty  hands,  and   kisses 
Rosej  again.    If  osculation  is  a  mark 
of  lore,  surely  Mrs.  Maek  is  the  best 
of  motjiers.    I  may  say  without  false 
modesty,  that  our  little  entertainment 
was  most  successful.    The  champagne 
was  iced  to  a   nicety.    The  ladies 
did  not  perceive  that  our  laundress, 
Mrs.  Flanagan,  was  intoxicated  very 
early  in  the  afternoon.    Percy   Sib- 
wright  sang  admirably,  and  with  the 
greatest  spirit,  ditties  in  many  lan- 
guages. I  am  sure  Miss  Bosey  thought 
him  (as  indeed  he  is)  one  of  the  most 
fiiscinating  young  fellows  about  town. 
To  her  mother's  excellent  accompani- 
ment Bosey  sang  her  favorite  son^s 
(by  the  way  her  stock  was  very  small, 
—  five,  I  think,  was  the  number). 
Then  the  table  was  moved  into  a 
comer,  where  the  quivering   moulds 
of  jelly  seemed  to  keep  time  to  the 
music ;  and  whilst  Percy  played,  two 
couple  of  waltzers  actually  whirled 
round  the  little    room.    No  wonder- 
that  the  court  below  was  thronged 
with  admirers,  that  Paley  the  reading 
man  was  in  a  rage,  and  Mrs.  Flan- 
agan in  a  state  of  excitement    Ah  1 
pleasant    days,    happy    old    dingy 
chambers,  illuminated   by   youthful 
sunshine  I  merry  songs  and  kind  faces, 
—  it  is  pleasant  to  recall-  you.    Some 
of  those  bright  eyes  shine  no  more : 
some  of   those-  smiling  lips  do  not 
speak.     Some  are  not  less  kind,  but 
sadder  than  in  those  da^s :  of  which 
the  memories  revisit  us  for  a  moment, 
and   sink  back  into   the  gray  past. 
The  dear  old  Colonel  beat  time  with 
great  delight  to  the  songs  ;  the  widow 
lit  his  cigar  with  her  own  &ir  fingers. 
That  was  the  only  smoke  permitted 
d  urine   the  entertainment, —George 
Wa^ngton    himself  no. '  being  ^- 


lowed  to  use  his  cutty-pipe»  —  though 
the  gay  httle  widow  said  that  she 
had  b^n  used  to  smoking  in  the 
West  Indies,  and  I  dare  say  spoke 
the  truth.  Our  entertainment  lasted 
actually  until  after  dark;  and  a 
particulaily  neat  cab  being  called 
Irom  St.  Clement's  by  Mr.  Binnie's 
boy,  you  may  be  sure  we  all  con- 
ducted the  ladies  to.  thoir  vehicle ; 
and  many  a  fellow  returning  from 
his  lonely  club  that  evening  into 
chambers  must  have  envied  us  the 
pleasure  of  having  received  two  such 
beauties. 

The  clerical  bachelor  was  not  to  be 
outdone  by  the  gentlemen  of  the  bar ; 
and  the  entertainment  at  the  Temple 
was  followed  by  one  at  Honeyman's 
lodgings,  which,  I  must  own,  greatly 
exceeded  ours  in  splendor,  for  Honey- 
man  had  his  luncheon  from  Gunter's ; 
and  if  he  had  been  Miss  Bosey's 
mother,  giving  a  breakfast  to  the  dear 
girl  on  her  marriage,  the  affair  could 
not  have  been  more  elegant  and 
handsome.  We  had  but  two  bouquets 
at  our  entertainment ;  at  Honeyman's 
there  were  four  upon  the  breakfast- 
table,  besides  a  great  pine -apple, 
which  must  have  cost  the  rogue  three 
or  four  guineas,  and  which  Percy 
Sibwright  delicately  cut  up.  Bosey 
thought  the  pine- apple  delicious. 
"  The  dear  thing  does  not  remember 
the  pine-apples  in  the  West  Indies !  '* 
cries  Mrs.  Mackenzie ;  and  she  gave 
us  many  exciting  narratives  of  enter- 
tainments at  which  she  had  been 
present  at  various  colonial  governors' 
tables.  After  luncheon,  our  host 
hoped  we  should  have  a  little  music. 
Dancing,  of  course,  could  not  be  al- 
lowed. "That,"  ^aid  Honeyman, 
with  his  *'  soft-bleating  sigh,"  "  were 
scarcely  clerical.  You  know,  besides, 
you  are  in  a  hermitage;  and"  (with  a 
glance  round  the  table)  "mnst  put 
up  with  Cenobite's  fare."  The  fare 
was,  as  I  have  said,  excellent.  The 
wine  was  bad,  &s  George,  and  I,  and 
Sib  agreed ;  and,  in  so  far,  we  flat- 
tered ourselves  that  our  feast  al- 
together excelled  the  parson's.    Tlv 
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champagne  especially  was  soch  staff 
that  Warrington  remarked  on  it  to 
his  neighbor,  a  dark  gentleman, 
with  a  tuft  to  his  chin,  and  splendid 
rings  and  chains. 

The  dark  gentleman's  wife  and 
daughter  were  the  other  two  ladies 
invited  by  our  host.  The  elder  was 
splendidly  dressed.  Focnr  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie's simple  gimcracka,  though  she 
displayed  them  to  the  most  adv«itage, 
and  could  make  an  ormolu  bracelet  go 
as  far  aa  another  woman's  emerald 
clasps,  were  as  nothing  compared  to 
the  other  lady's  gorgeous  jewelry. 
Her  fingers  gHtteiid  with  riugs  in- 
numerable. The  head  of  her  smell* 
ing-l)ottle  was  as  big  as  her  husband's 
gold  snuffbox,  and  of  the  same  splen- 
did material.  Our  ladies,  it  must  be 
confessed,  came  in  a  modest  cab  Irom 
Eitzroy  Square;  these  aniTcd  in  a 
splendlid  little  open  carriage  with 
white  ponies,  ana  harness  all  over 
brass,  which  the  lady  of  1^  rings 
drove  with  a  whip  that  was  a  parasol. 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  standing  at  Honey- 
man's  window,  with  her  arm  round 
Bosey's  waist,  viewed  this  arrival 
perhaps  with  envy.  "  My  dear  Mr. 
Honeyman,  whose  are  those  beauti- 
fnl  horses'*"  cries  Rosey,  with  en- 
thuRiasm. 

The  divine  says,  with  a  faint  blush, 
—  It  is  -^  ah — it  is  Mrs.  Shcrrick  and 
Miss  Sherrick,  who  have  done  me  the 
favor  to  come  to  luncheon." 

<*  Wine -merchant.  Oh!"  thinks 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  who  has  seen  Sher- 
rick's  brass  plate  on  the  cellar-door 
of  Lady  Wnittlesea's  chapel ;  and 
hence,  perhaps,  she  was  a  trifle  more 
magniloquent  than  usual,  and  enter- 
tained us  with  stories  of  colonial 
governors  and  their  ladies,  mention- 
ing no  persons  but  those  who  '*  had 
handles  to  their  names,"  as  the  phrase 
is. 

Although  Sherrick  had  actually 
supplied  the  champagne  which  War- 
rington abused  to  him  in  confidence, 
the  wine-merchant  was  not  wounded ; 
on  the  contrary,  he  roared  with  laugh- 
ter at  the  rsmsrk,  and  some  of  us 


smiled  who  understood  the  humor  of 
the  joke.  As  for  George  Warrington, 
he  scarce. knew  more  about  the  town 
than  the  ladies  opposite  to  him,  who, 
yet  more  innocent  than  George, 
thought  the  champagne  very  good. 
Mrs.  Sherrick  was  silent  during  the 
meal,  looking  constantly  up  at  her 
husband,  as  if  alarmed  and  always 
in  the  habit  of  appealing  to  that  gen- 
tleman, who  gave  her,  as  I  thought, 
knowing  glances  and  savase  winks, 
which  made  me  anffor  that  he  bullied 
h«rr  at  home.  Miss  Sherrick  was 
exceedingly  handsome :  she  kept  the 
fringed  curtains  of  her  eyes  con* 
stantly  down ;  hot  when  she  lifted 
tbero  Bp  towai^  Clive,  who  was  very 
attentive  to  her  (the  rogue  never  sees 
a  handsome  woman  bat  to  this  day  he 
cimtinnes  the  same  practice),  —  when 
she  looked  up  and  smiled,  she  was  in^ 
deed  a  beautiful  young  creature  to  be- 
hold, —  with  her  pale  forehead,  her 
thick  arched  eyebrows,  her  rounded 
cheeks,  and  her  full  lips  sh'ghtly 
shaded,  ^  how  shall  I  mention  tlie 
word  ?  —  slightly  pencilled,  after  the 
manner  of  the  lips  of  the  French 
governess.  Mademoiselle  Lenoir. 

Percy  Sibwright  engaged  Miss 
Mackenzie  with  his  usual  grace  and 
affiftbility.  Mrs.  Mackenzie  did  het 
very  utmost  to  be  gracious;  bnt  it 
was  evident  the  party  was  not  al- 
together to  her  liking.  Poor  Percy, 
al^ut  whose  means  and  expectations 
she  had  in  the  most  natural  way  in 
the  world  asked  information  from  me, 
was  not  perhaps  a  very  eligible  admirer 
for  darling  Rosey.  She  knewnot  that 
Percy  can  no  more  help  gallantry  than 
the  sun  can  help  shining.  As  soon  as 
Bosey  had  done  eating  up  her  pine- 
apple, ardessly  confessing  (to  Percy 
Sibwright's  inquiries)  that  she  pre- 
ferred it  to  the  rasps  and  hinnyblobs 
in  her  grandmamma'^  garden,  "  Now, 
dearest  Rosey,"  cries  Mrs.  Mack, 
**  now,  a  little  song.  You  mx>mised 
Mr.  Pendennis  a  little  song.'^  Honey- 
man  whisks  open  the  piano  in  a  mo- 
ment. The  widow  takes  off  her 
cleaned  gloves  (Mrs.  Sherrick's  wen 
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new,  and  of  the  best  Paris  make),  and 
littie  Rosey  sings  No.  1,  followed 
by  No.  2,  with  very  great  applause. 
Mother  and  daughter  intwine  as  they 
quit  the  piano.  "Brava!  brava!" 
says  Percy  Sibwright.  Does  Mr. 
Clive  Newcome  say  nothing?  His 
back  is  turned  to  the  piano,  and  he 
is  looking  with  all  his  might  into 
the  eyes  of  Miss  Sherrick. 

Percy  sings  a  Spanish  seguidilla,  or 
a  German  }\ed,  or  a  French  romance, 
or  a  Neapolitan  eanzonel^  which,  I  am 
bound  to  say,  ^cites  very  little  atten- 
tion. Mrs.  Ridley  is  sending  in  cof- 
fee at  this  juncture,  of  which  Mrs. 
Sherrick  partakes,  with  lots  of  sugar, 
as  she  has  partaken  of  numberless 
things  before ;  chickens,  plovers*  eggs, 
prawns,  aspics,  jellies,  creams,  grapes, 
and  what  not.  Mr.  Honeyman  ad- 
ranees,  and  with  deep,  respect  asks  if 
Mrs.  Sherrick  and  Miss  Sherrick  will 
not  be  persuaded  to  sing  ?  She  rises 
and  bows,  and  .again  takes  off  the 
French  gloves,  and  shows  the. large 
white  hands  glittering  with  rings,  and, 
sammonins^  Emily  her  daughter,  they 
go  to  the  piano. 

"  Can  she  sing,**  whispers  Mrs. 
Mackenzie, —  "  can  she  sing^  after  eat- 
in-^  so  much  ?  "  Can  she  sing,  in- 
deed! O,  you  poor  ignorant  Mrs. 
Mackenzie !  Why,  when  you  were 
in  the  West  Indies,  if  you  ever  read 
the  English  newspapers,  yon  must 
have  read  of  the  mmo  of  Miss  Fol- 
thorpe.  Mrs.  Sherrick  is  no  other 
than  the  femous  artiste  who,  after 
three  years  of  brilliant  triumphs  at 
the  Scala,  the  Pergola,  the  San  Carlo, 
the  opera  in  England,  forsook  her 
profession,  rejected  a  hundred  suitors, 
and  married  Sherrick,  who  was  Mr. 
Cox's  lawyer,  who  failed,  as  every- 
body knows,  as  manager  of  Drury 
Lane.  Sherrick,  like  a  man  of  spirit, 
would  not  allow  his  wife  to  sing  in 
public  after  his  marriage ;  but  in  pri- 
vate society,  of  course,  she  is  welcome 
to  perform ,  and  now  with  her  daugh- 
ter, who  possesses  a  noble  contralto 
voice,  she  takes  her  place  royally  at 
the  piano,  and  the  two  nng  so  mag- 


nificfflitly  that  everybody  in  the  room, 
with  one  single  exception,  is  charmed 
and  delighted  ;  and  little  Miss  Cann 
herself  creeps  up  the  stairs,  and  stands 
with  Mrs.  Ridley  at  the  door  to  listen 
to  the  music. 

Miss  Sherrick  looks  douUy  hand- 
some as  she  sings.  Clive  Newcome 
is  in  a  rapture;  so  is  good-natured 
Miss  Rosey,  whose  little  heart  beats 
with  pleasuie,  and  who  says  quite  un- 
affectedly to  Miss  Sherrick,  with  do- 
light  and  gratitude  beaming  from  her 
bhie  eyesj  "  Why  did  you  ask  me  to 
singy  when  you  sing  so  wondertnlly, 
so  beautifully,,  yourself?  Do  not 
leave  the  piano,  please, — do  sing 
again  ?  "  And  she  puts  out  a  kind 
little  hand  towards  the  superior  art- 
iste, and,  blushing,  leads  ber  back  to 
the  instrument.  "  I  'm  sure  me  and 
Emily  will  sms  for  you  as  much  as 
you  like,  dear,''  says  Mrs.  Sherrick, 
nodding  to  Rosey  good-naturedly. 
Mrs.  jy&ckenzie,  who  has  been  biting 
her  lips  and  dramming  the  time  on  a 
side-table,*forgets  at  last  the  pain  of 
being  vanquished  in  admiration  of  the 
conquerors.  **  It  was  cruel  of  you  not 
to  tell  us,  Mr.  Honeyman,"  she  says, 
"  of  the — of  the  treat  yon  had  in  store 
for  us.  I  had  no  idea  we  were  going 
to  meet  professional  pecmle;  Mrs. 
Sherridk's  singing  is  indeed  beautiful." 

*'  If  yon  come  up  to  our  place  in 
the  Regent's  Park,  Mr.  Newcome," 
Mr.  ^eirick  says,  "Mrs.  S.  and 
Emily  will  f^ive  you  as  many  songs  as 
^ou  like.  How  do  yon  like  the  house 
m  Fitzroy  Square?  Anything  want- 
ing doing  there?  I  'm  a  good  land- 
lonl  to  a  good  tenant.  Don't  c£u*8 
what  I  spend  on  my  houses.  Lose 
by  'em  sometimes.  Name  a  day 
when  you  '11  come  to  us ;  and  I  '11 
ask  some  good  fellows  to  meet  you. 
Your  father  and  Mr.  Binnie  came 
once.  That  was  when  you  were  a 
voung  ehap.  They  did  n't  have  a 
bad  evening,  I  believe.  You  just 
come  and  try  us,  —  I  can  give  you  as 
good  a  glass  of  wine  as  most,  I 
think,"  and  be  smiles,  perhaps  think- 
ing  of.  the  champagne  which  V 
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Warrington  had  slighted.  "  I  'ye  *ad 
the  close  carriage  for  mj  wife  this 
evening/'  he  continues,  looking  out 
of  window  at  a  very  handsome 
brougham  which  has  just  drawn  up 
there.  "  That  little  pair  of  horses 
steps  prettily  together,  don't  they? 
Fond  of  horses'?  I  know  you  are. 
See  you  in  the  park ;  and  going  by 
our  house  sometimes.  The  Colonel 
sits  a  horse  uncommonly  well ;  so  do 
you,  Mr.  Newcome.  1  've  often  said, 
*  Why  don't  they  get  off  their  horses 
and  say,  Sherrick,  we  'jre  come  for  a 
bit  of  lunch  and  a  glass  of  sherry.' 
Name  a  day,  sir.  Mr.  P.,  will  you 
be  in  it*" 

Clive  Newcome  named  a  day,  and 
told  his  father  of  the  circumstance  in 
the  evening.  The  Colonel  looked 
grave.  ' *  There  was  something  which 
I  did  not  quite  like  about  Mr.  Sher- 
rick," said  that  acute  observer  of  hu- 
man nature.  "  It  was  easy  to  see 
that  the  man  is  not  quite  a  gentleman. 
I  don't  care  what  a  man^  trade  is, 
Clive.  Indeed,  who  are  we,  to  give 
ourselves  airs  upon  that  subject? 
But  when  I  am  gone,  my  boy,  and 
there  is  nobody  near  you  who  knows 
the  world  as  I  do,  you  may  fall  into 
designing  hands,  and  rogues  may 
lead  you  into  mischief;  keep  a  sharp 
lookout,  Clive.  Mr.  Pendennis, 
here,  knows  that  there  are  designing 
fellows  abroad"  (and  the  dear  old 
gentleman  gives  a  very  knowing  nod 
as  he  spealut).  "  When  I  am  gone, 
keep  the  lad  from  harm's  way,  Pen- 
dennis. Meanwhile,  Mr.  Sherrick 
has  been  a  very  gooid  and  obliging 
landlord ;  and  a  man  who  sells  wine 
may  certainly  give  a  friend  a  bottle. 
I  am  glad  you  had  a  pleasant  even- 
ing, boys.  Ladies!  I  hope  you 
have  had  a  pleasant  afternoon.  Miss 
Rosey,  you  are  come  back  to  make 
tea  for  the  old  gentlemen?  James 
begins  to  get  about  briskly  now.  He 
walked  to  Hanover  Square,  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  without  hurting  his  an- 
kle in  the  least." 

*'  I  am  almost  sorry  that  he  is  get^ 
'^ing  well,"  says  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  sin- 


cerely. "  He  won't  want  us  when  he 
is  quite  cured." 

"  Indeed,  my  dear  creature ! "  cries 
the  Colonel,  taking  her  pretty  hand 
and  kissing  it.  "  He  will  want  you, 
and  he  shall  want  you.  James 
no  more  knows  the  world  than  Miss 
Bosey  here ;  and  if  I  had  not  been 
with  him,  would  have  been  perfectly 
unable  to  take  care  of  himself.  When 
I  am  ^ne  to  India,  somebody  must 
stay  with  him;  and  —  and  my  boy 
must  have  a  home  to  go  to,"  says  the 
kind  solder,  his  voice  dropping.  "  I 
had  been  in  hopes  thai  his  own  rela- 
tives ^would  have  received  him  more, 
but  never  mind  about  that,"  he  cried 
more  cheerfully.  **  Why,  1  may 
not  be  absent  a  year!  perhaps  need 
not  go  at  all, —  I  am  second  for  pro- 
motion. A  couple  of  our  old  generals 
may.  drop  any  day ;  and  when  I  get 
my  regiment,  I  come  back  to  stay, 
to  live  at  home.  Meantime,  whilst  I 
am  gone,  my  dear  ladj,  you  will  take 
care  of  James ;  and  you  will  be  kind 
to  my  hoy" 

"That  I  will!"  said  the  widow, 
radiant  with  pleasure,  and  she  took 
one  oC  Clive's  hands  and  pressed  it 
for  an  instant ;  and  from  Clive's 
father's  kind  face  there  beamed  out 
that  benediction  which  always  made 
his  countenance  appear  to  me  among 
the  most  beautifrd  of  human  faces. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

IN  WHICH  THE  KEWCOHB  BBOTHER8 
ONCE  HOSE  HEET  TOGETHEB  IK 
UNITY. 

This  narrative,  as  the  judicious 
reader  no  doubt  is  aware,  is  written 
maturely  and  at  ease,  long  after  the 
voyage  is  over,  whereof  it  recounts 
the  adventures  and  perils ;  the  winds 
adverse  and  favorable;  the  storms, 
shoals,  shipwrecks,  islands,  and  so 
forth,  which  Clive  Newcome  met 
in  his  early  journey  in  life.  In  such, 
a  history  events  follow  each  other 
without  necessarily  having  a  connec- 
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tioQ  with  one  another.  One  ship  cross- 
es   another    ship,  and,  after    a    visit 
from  one  captain  to  his  comrjjde,  they 
sail  away  each  on  his  course.     The 
"  Clive    Newcome "  meets    a    vessel 
which  makes  signals  that  she  is  short 
of  bread  and  water ;  and,  after  sup- 
plying her,  our  captain  leaves  her  to 
see  her  no  more      One  or  two  of  the 
vessels  with  which  we  commenced  the 
voyage  together  part   company  in  a 
gile,  and  founder  miserably ;  others, 
after  being  wofuUy  battered   by  the 
tempest,  make  port,  or  are  cast  upon 
surprising  islands  where  all  sorts  of 
unlooked-for  prosperity    await-  the 
lucky  crew.       Also,  no  doubt,   the 
writer  of  the  book,  into  whose  hands 
Clive  Newcome's  logs  have  been  pul, 
and  who  is  charged  with  the  dncy  of 
making  two  octavo  volumes  out  of 
his  friend's  story,  dresses  up  the  nar- 
rative  in   his  own  way ;  uttei^   his 
own  remarks  in  place  of  Newcome's ; 
makes  fanciful  descriptions  of  indi- 
viduals and  incidents  with  which  he 
never   could   have    been    personally 
acquainted;  and   commits    blunders, 
which  the  critics  will  discover.     A 
great  number  of  the  descriptions  in 
"Cook's     Voyages,"     for    instance, 
were    notoriously   invented    by    Dr. 
Hawkes worth,  who  "  did  "  the  book ; 
80  in  the  present  volumes,  where  dia- 
logues  are  written  down,  which  the 
reporter  could  by  no  possibility  have 
heard,  and  where  motives  are  detect- 
ed which  the  persons    actuated  by 
them  certainly  never  confided  to  the 
writer,  the  public  must  once  for  all  be 
warned   that  the  author's  individual 
fancy  very  likely  supplies  much  of  the 
narrative ;  and  that  he  forms   it,  as 
best  he  may,  out  of  stray  papers,  con- 
versations  reported  to  him,  and  his 
knowledge,  right  or  wrong,  of  the 
characters  of   the  persons  engaged. 
And,  as   in  the  case  with  the  most 
orthodox  histories,  the  writer's  own 
guesses  or  conjectures  are  printed  in 
exactly  the  same  type   as  the  most 
ascertained  patent  facts.     I  fancy,  for 
inj  part,  that  the  speeches  attributed 
to  Clive,  the  Colonel,  and  the  rest, 


are  as  authentic  as  the  orations  in 
Sallust  or  Livy,   and  only  implore 
the  truth-loving  public  to  believe  that 
incidents  here  toid,and  which  passed 
very  probably  without  witnesses,  were 
either,  confided   to   me  subsequently 
as  compiler  of  this  biography,  or  are 
of  such  a  nature  that  they  must  have 
happened  from  what  we  know  hap- 
pened after.    For  example,  when  you 
read  such  wo^ds^  as  Q  VE  ROMAN- 
VS  on  a  battered  Roman  stone,  your 
profound  antiquarian  knowledge  en- 
ables you  to  assert  that  SENATVS 
POPVLVS  was  also  inscribed  there 
at  some  time  or  other.    Yon   take  a 
mutilated  statue  of  Mars,  Bacchus, 
Apollo,  or  Virorum,  and  you  pop  on 
him  a  wanting  hand,  an  absent  foot, 
or  a  nose,  which  time  or  barbarians 
have  defaced.     You  tell  vour  tales  as 
you  can,  and  state  the  lacts  as  you 
think  they  must  have  been.     In  this 
mamer,    Mr.   James,    Titus  Livius, 
Sheriff  Alison,  Robinson  Crusoe,  and 
all  historians   proceeded.     Blunders 
there  must  bo  in  the  best  of  these  nar- 
ratives, and  more  asserted  than  they 
can  possibly  know  or  vouch  for. 

To  rec\ir  to  our  own  affairs,  and 
the  subject  at  present  in  hand.  I  am 
obliged  here  to  supply  from  conje**- 
ture  a  few  points  of  the  history,  which 
I  could  not  know  from  actual  expe- 
rience or  hearsay.  Clive,  let  us  say, 
is  Romanns,  and  Wd  must  add  Sena- 
tus  Populnsque  to  his  inscription. 
After  Mrs.  Mackenzie  and  her  pretty 
daughi!br  had  been  for  a  few  months 
in  London,  which  they  did  not  think 
of  quitting,  although  Mr.  Binnie's 
wounded  little  leg  was  now  as  well 
and  as  brisk  as  ever  it  had  been,  a 
redintegration  of  love  began  to  take^ 
placjB  between  the  Colonel  and  hi.* 
relatives  in  Park  Lane.  How  should 
we  know  that  there  had  ever  been  a 
qiiarrel,  or  at  any  rate  a  coolness  1 
Thomas  Newrome  was  not  a  man  to 
talk  at  length  of  any  such  matter ; 
though  a  word  or  two,  occasionallv 
dropped  in  conversation  by  the  simple 
gentleman,  might  lead  persons,  vho 
chose  to  interest  themselves  abou^ ' 
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family  affairs,  to  form  their  own  opin- 
ions concerning  them.  Aft^  that 
visit  of  the  Colonel  and.  his  son  to 
Kewcome,  Ethel  was  constantly  away 
with  her  grandmother.  The  Colonel 
went  to  see  his  pretty  little  favorite 
at  Brighton,  and  once,  twice,  thrice. 
Lady  Kew's  door  was  denied  to  him. 
The  knocker  of  that  door  could  not 
be  more  fierce  than  the  old  lady's 
countenance,  when  Newcome  met  her 
in  her  chariot  driving  on  the  cliff. 
Once,  forming  the  loveliest  of  a 
charming  Amazonian  squadron,  led 
by  Mr.  Whiakin,  the  riding-master, 
when  the  Colonel  encountered  his 
pretty  Ethel,  she  greeted  him  affec- 
tionately it  is  true;  there  was  still 
the  sweet  look  of  candor  and  k>ve  in 
her  eyes ;  but  when  he  rode  up  to  her 
she  looked  so  constrained,  when  he 
talked  about  Clive  so  reserved,  when 
be  left  her  so  sad,  that  he  could  not 
but  feel  pain  and  commiseration. 
Back  he  went  to  London,  having  in  a 
week  only  caught  this  single  glance 
of  his  darling. 

This  event  occurred  while  Clive 
was  painting  his  picture  of  the  "  Bat- 
tle of  Assaye  "  before  mentioned,  dur- 
ing the  struggles  incident  on  which 
composition  he  was  not  thinking 
much  about  Miss  Ethel,  or  bis  papa, 
or  any  other  subject  but  his  great 
work.  Whilst  Assaye  was  still  in 
progress  Thomas  Newcome  must  have 
had  an  explanation  with  his  sisterrin- 
law  Lady  Ann,  to  whom  he  frankly 
owned  the  hopes  which  he  hffd  enter- 
tained for  Clrve,  and  who  must  as 
frankly  have  told  the  Colonel  that 
Ethel's  family  had  very  different 
views  for  that  young  lady  to  those 
which  the  simple  Colonel  had  formed. 
A  generous  early  attachment,  the 
Colonel  thought,  is  the  safeguard  of 
a  young  man.  To  love  a  noble  girl ; 
to  wait  awhile  and  struggle,  and  hap- 
ly to  do  some  litttle  achievement  in 
order  to  win  her;  the  best  task  to 
which  his  boy  could  set  himself.  If 
two  young  people  so  loving  each  oth- 
er were  to  marry  on  rather  narrow 
means,  what  then  1    A  happy  home 


was  better  than  the  finest  house  in 
May  Fair;  a  generous  young  fellow 
such  as,  please  God,  his  son  was,  — 
loyal,  upright,  and  a  gentleman,  — 
might  pretend  surely  to  his  kinswo- 
man's hand  without  derogation ;  and 
the  affection  he  bore  Ethel  himself 
was  so  great,  and  the  sweet  regard 
with  which  she  returned  it.  that  the 
simple  father  thought  his  kindly  pro- 
ject was  favored  by  Heaven,  and 
prayed  for  its  fiilfilment,  and  pleased 
nimself  to  think,  when  his  campaigns 
were  over,  and  his  sword  hung  on 
the  wall,  what  a  beloved  daughter 
he  might  have  to  soothe  and  cheer 
his  old  age.  With  such  a  wife  for 
his  son,  and  child  for  himself,  he 
thought  the  happiness  of  bis  last  years 
might  repay  mm  for  friendless  boy- 
hood, lonely  manhood,  and  cheerless 
exile;  and  he  imparted  his  simple 
scheme  to  Ethel's  mother,  who,  no 
doubt,  was  touched  as  he  told  his 
story;  for  she  always  professed  re- 
gard and  respect  for  him,  and  in  the 
differences  which  afterwards  occurred 
in  the  family,  and  the  quarrels  which 
divided  the  brothers,  still  remained 
faithful  to  the  good  Colonel. 

But  Barnes  Newcome,  Esquire,  was 
the  head  of  the  house,  and  the. govern- 
or of  his  father  and  all  Sir  Brian's  af- 
fairs ;  and  Barnes  Newcome,  Esquire, 
hated  his  cousin  Clive,  and  spoke  of 
him  as  a  beggarly  painter,  an  impu- 
dent snob,  an  infernal  young  pupp;^, 
and  so  forth  ^  and  Barnes,  with  nis 
usual  freedom  of  language,  imparted 
his  opinions  to  his  Uncle  Hobson  at 
the  bank,  and  Uncle  Hobson  carried 
them  home  to  Mrs.  Newcome  in  Bry- 
anstone  Square ;  and  Mrs.  Newcome 
took  an  early  opportunity  of  telling 
the  Colonel  her  opinion  on  the  suh- 
ject,  and  of  bewailing  that  love  for 
aristocracy  which  she  saw  actuated 
some  folks ;  and  the  Colonel  was 
brought  to  see  that  Barnes  was  his 
boy's  enemy,  and  words  very  likely 
passed  between  them,  for  Thomas 
Newcome  took  a  new  banker  at  this 
time,  and,  as  Clive  informed  me,  was 
iu  very  great  dudgeon^  because  Hob 
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•on  Brothers  wrote  to  him  to  say  that 
he  had  overdrawn  his  account.  "I 
am  sure  there  is  some  screw  loose," 
the  sa<^cious  youth  remarked  to  me ; 
"  and  the  Colonel  and  the  people  in 
Park  Lane  are  at  yariance,  because 
he  goes  tliere  very  little  now ;  and  he 
promised  to  go  to  Court  when  Ethel 
was  presented,  and  he  didn't  go." 

Some  months  after  the  arrival  of 
Mr.  Binnie's  niece  and  sister  in  Fitz- 
roy  Square,  the  fraternal  qnarrel  be- 
tween the  Newcomes  must  have  come 
to  an  end, — for  that  time  at  least,  — 
and  was  followed  by  a  rather  oetenta- 
tioas  reconcilation.  And*  pretty  little 
Rosey  Mackenzie  was  the  ini^ooent 
and  unconscious  cause  of  this  amiable 
rhange  in  the  minds  of  the  three 
brethren,  as  I  gathered  from  a  little 
conversation  with  Mrs.  Newcome, 
who  did  me  the  honor  to  invite  me  to 
h?r  table.  As  she  had  not  vouchsafed 
this  hospitality  to  me  for  a  couple  of 
years  previously,  and  perfectly  stifled 
me  with  affability  when  we  met,  —  as 
her  invitation  came  quite  at  the  end 
jf  the  season,  when  almost  everybody 
was  out  of  town,  and  a  dinner  to  a 
man  is  no  compliment,  —  I  was  at 
first  for  declining  this  invitation,  and 
xpoke  of  it  with  great  scorn  when 
Mr.  Newcome  orally  delivered  it  to 
me  at  Bays's  Club. 

"  What,"  said  I,  turning  round  to 
an  old  man  of  the  world,  who  hap- 
pened to  be  in  the  room  at  the  time, 
"  what  do  these  people  mean  by  ask- 
ing a  fellow  to  dinner  in  August,  and 
taking  me  up  after  dropping  me  for 
two  years  ?  " 

"  My  good  fellow/'  says  my  friend, 
—it  was  my  kind  old  uncle  Major 
Pendennis  indeed,  —  "I  have  lived 
long  enough  about  town  never  to  ask 
myself  questions  of  that  sort.  In  the 
world  people  drop  you  and  take  you 
up  every  day.  You  know  Lady 
Cheddar  by  sight?  I  have  known 
hw  husband  for  forty  years.  I  have 
stayed  with  them  in  the  country  for 
weeks  at  a  time.  She  knows  me  as 
well  as  she  knows-  King  Charles  at 
Charing   Cross,  and  a  doosid  deal 


better,  and  yet  for  a  whole  season  the 
will  drop  me,  —  pass  me  by,  as  if 
there  was  no  such  person  in  the 
world.  Well,  sir,  what  do  I  do  ?  I 
never  see  her.  I  give  you  my  word 
I  am  never  conscious  of  her  ex- 
istence ;  and  if  I  meet  her  at  dinner, 
I  'm  no  more  aware  of  her  than  the 
fellows  in  the  play  are  of  Banquo. 
What 's  the  e^d  of  it  ?  She  comes 
round,  —  only  last  Toosday  she  came 
round,  —  and  said  Lord  Cheddar 
wanted  n^  ta  go  down  to  Wiltshire. 
I  asked  after  nie  family  (you  know 
Henry  Chumingham  is  engaged  to 
Miss  Rennet  ?  —  a  doosid  good  match 
for  the  Cheddars).  We  shook  hands 
and  are  as  good  friends  as  ever.  I 
don't  suppose  she'll  cry  when  I  die> 
you    know,"   said    the    worthy    old 

fmtleman,  with  a  grin.  "  Nor  sliall 
go  into  vert/  deep  mourning  if  any- 
thing happens  to  her.  You  were 
quite  right  to  say  to  Newcome  that 
you  did  not  know  whether  you  were 
free  or  not,  and  would  look  at  your 
engagements  when  yon  got  home,  and 
give  him  an  answer.  A  fellow  of 
that  rank  has  no  right  to  give  him- 
self airs.  But  they  will,  sir.  Some 
of  those  bankers  are  as  high  »nd 
mighty  as  the  oldest  families.  They 
marry  noblemen's  daughters,  by  Jove, 
jand  think  nothing  is  too  good  for 
'em.  But- 1  should  go,  if  I  were  you, 
Arthur.  I  dined  there  a  couple  of 
months  ago ;  and  the  bankeress  said 
something  about  you :  that  yon  aud 
her  itephew  were  much  together; 
that  you  were  sad  wild  dogs>  I  think, 
— something  of  diat  sort.  *  'Gad, 
ma'aih,'  says  I,  'boys  will  be  boys.' 
*  And  they  grow  to  be  men ! '  says  she 
nodding  her  head.  Queer  little  wo* 
man,  devilish  pompous.  Dinner  con- 
foundedly long,  stoopid,  scientific." 

The  old  gentleman  was  on  this  day 
inclined  to  be  talkative  and  confiden- 
tial, and  I  set  down  some  more  re- 
marks which  he  made  concerning  my 
friends.  "  Your  Indian  Colonel,  ^' 
says  he,  ''seems  a  worthy  man." 
The  Ms^or  quite  forgot  having  been 
iiA  India  himself,  nmess  be  wa?  ' — 
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company  with  some  very  great  per- 
sonalise. ''He  don't  seem  to  know 
much  of  the  world,  and  we  are  not 
very  intimate.  Fitzroy  Square  is  a 
dev'lish  long  way  off  for  a  fellow  to 
go  for  a  dinner,  and,  entre  nous,  the 
dinner  is  rather  qtieer  and  the  com- 
pany still  more  so.  It 's  right  for 
you]^  who  are  a  literary  man,  to  see 
all  sorts  of  people ;  but  I  'm  different, 
you  know,  so  Kewcome  and  I  are  not 
very  thick  together.  They  say  he 
wanted  to  marry  your  friend  to  Lady 
Ann's  daughter,  an  exceedingly  fine 
girl ;  one  of  the  prettiest  girls  come 
out  this  season.  I  hear  the  young 
men  say  so.  And  that  shows  how 
monstrous  ignorant  of  the  world 
Colonel  Newcome  is.  His  son  could 
no  more  get  that  girl  than  he  could 
marry  one  of  the.  royal  princesses. 
Mark  my  words,  they  intend  Miss 
Newcome  for  Lord  Kew.  Those 
banker  fellows  are  wild  after  grand 
marriages.  Kew  will  sow  his  wild 
oats,  and  they  '11  marry  her  to  him  ; 
or  if  not  to  him  to  some  man  of  high 
rank.  His  father  Walham  was  a 
weak  young  man;  but  his  grand- 
mother,  old  Lady  Kew,  is  a  mon- 
strous clever  old  woman,  too  severe 
with  her  children,  one  of  whom  ran 
away  and  married  a  poor  devil  with- 
out a  shilling.  Nothing  could  show 
a  more  deplorable  ignorance  of  the 
world  than  poor  Newcome  supposing 
his  son  could  make  such  a  match  as 
that  with  his  cousin.  Is  it  true  that 
he  is  going  to  make  his  son  an  artist  ? 
I  don't  know  what  the  dooce  the  world 
is  coming  to.  An  artist !  By  gad, 
in  my  time  a  fellow  would  as  soon 
have  thought  of  making  his  son  a 
nair  -  dresser,  or  a  pastry-cook,  by 
gad ! "  And  the  worthy  Major  gives 
his  nephew  two  fingers,  and  trots  off  to 
the  next  club  in  St.  James's  Street, 
of  which  he  is  a  member. 

The  virtuous  hostess  of  Bryanstone 
Square  was  quite  civil  and  good-hu- 
mored when  Mr.  Pendennis  appeared 
at  fier  house ;  and  my  surprise  was 
not  inconsiderable  when  I  round  the 
-hole  party  from  Saint  Pancrai  there 


assembled,  *-  Mr.  Binnie ;  the  Colo- 
nel and  his  son ;  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
looking  uncommonly  handsome  and 
perfectly  well  dressed ;  and  Miss 
Kosev,  in  pink  crape,  with  pearly 
shoulders  and  blushing  cheeks,  and 
beautiful  fair  ringlets,  r—  as  fresh  and 
comely  a  sight  as  it  was  possible  to 
witness.  Scarcely  had  we  made  our 
bows,  and  shaken  our  hands,  and  im- 
parted our  observations  about  the  fine- 
ness of  the  weather,  when  behold !  as 
we  look  from  the  drawing-room  win- 
dows into  the  cheerful  square  of  Bry- 
anstone, a  great  family  coach  arrives, 
driven  by  a  family  coachman  in  a 
family  wig,  and  we  recognize  Lady 
Ann  Newcome's  carrriage,  and  see 
her  Ladyship,  her  mother,  her'  daugh- 
ter, and  her  husband.  Sir  Brian,  de- 
scend from  the  vehicle.  *'  It  is  quite 
a  family  party,"  whispers  the  happy 
Mrs.  Newcome  to  the  happy  writer 
conversing  with  her  in  the  niche  of 
the  window.  **  Knowing  your  inti- 
macy with  our  brother.  Colonel  New- 
come,  we  thought  it  would  please  him 
to  meet  you  here.  Will  you  be  so 
kind  as  to  take  Miss  Newcome  to  din- 
ner ?  " 

Everybody  was  bent  upon  being 
happv  and  gracious.  It  was  "  My 
dear  brother,  how  do  you  do  ?  "  from 
Sir  Brian.  "  My  dear  Colonel,  how- 
glad  we  are  to  st  you !  how  well  you 
look !  "  from  Lady  Ann.  Miss  New- 
come  ran  up  to  him  with  both  hands 
out,  and  put  her  beautiful  face  so  close 
to  his  that  I  thought,  upon  my  con- 
science, she  was  going  to  kiss  him. 
And  Lady  Kew,  advancing  in  the 
frankest  manner,  with  a  smile,  I  must 
own,  rather  awful  playing  round  her 
many  wrinkles  round  her  Ladyship's 
hooked  nose,  and  displaying  her  Laar- 
ship's  teeth  (a  new  and  exceedingly- 
handsome  set),  held  out  her  hand  to 
Colonel  Newcome,  and  said  briskly, 
"  Colonel,  it  is  an  age  since  we  met." 
She  turns  to  Clive  with  equal  grar- 
ciousness  and  good-humor,  and  says, 
"  Mr.  Clive,  let  me  shake  hands  with 
you ;  I  have  heard  all  sorts  of  ^ood 
of  you,  that  you  have  been  paintinjr 
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the  most  beautiful  thlng^s,  that  you 
are  goin^  to  be  qaite  famous."  Noth- 
ing cjin  exceed  the  grace  and  kind- 
ness of  Lady  Ann  Newcome  towards 
Mrs.  Mackenzie:  the  pretty  widow- 
bios 'les  with  pleasure  at  this  greeting ; 
and  now  Lady  Ann  must  be  intro- 
duced to  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  charming 
daughter,  and  whispers  in  the  de- 
lighted mother's  ear,  "She  is  love- 
ly ! "  Rossy  comes  up  looking  rosy 
indeed,  and  executes  a  pretty  cour- 
tesy with  a  great  deal  of  blushing 
grace. 

Ethel  has  been  so  happy  to  see  her 
dear  uncle  that,  as  yet,  she  has  had 
no  eyes  for  any  one  else,  until  Clive 
Advancing,  those  bright  eyes  become 
brighter  still  with  surprise  and  pleas- 
ure as  she  beholds  him.  And,  as  she 
looks,  Miss  Ethel  sees  a  very  hand- 
Boma  fellow.  For,  being  absent  with 
his  family  in  Italy  now,  and  not  like- 
ly to  see  this  biography  for  miny 
months,  I  may  say  that  he  is  a  much 
handsjmer  fellow  than  our  designer 
has  represented ;  and  if  that  wayward 
artist  should  take  this  very  scene  for 
the  purpose  of  illustration,  he  is' re- 
quested to  bear  in  mind  that  the  hero 
of  this  story  will  wish  to  have  justice 
done  to  his  person.  There  exists  in 
Mr.  Newcome's  possession  a  charm- 
ing little  pencil  drawing  of  Clive  at 
this  age,  and  which  Colonel  New- 
oome  took  with  him  when  he  went 
—  whither  he  is  about  to  go  in  a  very 
few  pages  —  and  brought  back  witn 
him  to  this  country.  A  florid  apparel 
becomes  some  men,  as  simple  raiment 
suits  others ;  and  Clive  in  his  youth 
was  of  the  ornamdntal  class  of  man- 
kind,—  a  customer  to  tailors,  a  wear- 
er of  handsome  rings,  shirt-studs, 
mustachios,  long  hair,  and  the  like ; 
nor  could  he  help,  in  his  costume  or 
his  nature,  being  picturesque,  and 
generous,  and  splendid.  He  was 
always  greatly  delighted  with  that 
Scotch  man-at-arms  in  "  Quentin 
Durward,"  who  twists  off  an  inch  or 
two  of  his  gold  chain  to  treat  a  friend 
and  pay  for  a  bottle.  He  would  give 
a  comrade  a  ring  or  a  fine  jeweled 


pin,  if  he  had  no  money.  Silver 
dressing-cases  and  brocade  morning- 
gowns  were  in  him  a  sort  of  propriety 
at  this  season  of  his  youth.  It  was  a 
pleasure  to  persons  of  colder  tempera- 
ment to  sun  themselves  in  the  warmth 
of  his  bright  looks  and  generous  hu- 
mor. His  laughter  cheered  one  like 
wine.  I  do  not  know  that  he  was 
very  witty ;  but  he  was  pleasant.  He 
was  prone  to  blush  ;  the  history  of  a 
generous  trait  moistened  his  eyes  in- 
stantly. He  was  instinctively  tbnd 
of  children,  and  of  the  other  sex  from 
one  year  old  to  eighty.  Coming  from 
the  Derby  once,  —  a  merry  party,  — 
and  stopped  on  the  road  from  Epsom 
in  a  lock  of  carriages,  during  whicii 
the  people  in  the  carriage  ahead 
saluted  us  with  many  vituperative 
epithets,  ahd  seized  the  heads  of  our 
leaders,  Clive  in  a  twinkling  jumped 
off  the  box,  and  the  next  minute  wo 
saw  him  engaged  with  a  half-dozen  of 
the  enemy  :  his  hat  gone,  his  fair  hair 
flying  off  his  face,  his  blue  eyes  flash- 
ing Are,  his  lips  and  nostrils  quiver- 
ing with  wrath,  his  Hght  and  left 
hand  hitting  out,  que  c'koit  un  jdawr 
a  voir.  His  father  sat  back  in  the 
carriage,  looking  with  delight  and 
wonder,  —  indeed  it  was  a  great  sight. 
Policeman  X  separated  the  warriors. 
Clive  ascended  the  box  again  with  a 
dreadful  wound  in  the  coat,  which  was 

fashed  from  the  wnist  to  the  shoulder, 
hardly  ever  saw  the  elder  Newconie 
in  such  a  state  of  triumph.  The  post- 
boys quite  stared  at  the  gratuity  he 
gave  them,  and  wished  they  might 
drive  his  Lordship  to  the  Oaks. 

All  the  time  we  have  been  mak- 
ing jthis  sketch  Ethel  is  standing 
looking  at  Clive;  and  the  blushing 
youth  casts  down  his  eyes  before  hers. 
Her  face  assumes  a  look  of  arch  hu- 
mor. She  passes  a  slim  hand  over 
the  prettiest  lips  and  a  chin  with  the 
most  lovely  of  dimples,  thereby  indi- 
cating her  admiration  of  Mr.  Clive's 
mustachios  and  imperial.  They  are 
of  a  warm  yellowish  chestnut  color, 
and  have  not  yet  known  the  razor. 
He  wears  a  low  cravat ;  a  shirt-^ 
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of  the  finest  lawn  with  mby^  battons. 
His  hair,  of  a  %bter  color,  waves  al 
most  to  "  his  manly  shoulders  broad. 
"  Upon  my  word,  my  dear  Colonel, 
says  liady  Kew,  alter  looking  at  him, 
and  nodding  her  head  shrewdly,  *'  I 
think  we  were  right." 

**  No  doubt  right  in  everything  your 
Ladyship  does,  but  in  what  particu- 
larly ?  "  asks  the  Colonel. 

'^  Bight  to  keep  him  out  of  the  way. 
£thel  has  been  disposed  of  these  ten 
years.  Did  not  Ann  tell  you  ?  How 
foolish  of  her !  But  all  mothers  like 
to  have  young  men  dying  for  their 
daughters.  Your  son  is  really  the 
handsomest  boy  in  London.  ^\  ho  is 
that  conceited  -  looking  young  man 
in  the  window?  Mr.  Pen  —  what? 
Has  your  son  really  been  very  wick- 
ed ?  I  was  told  he  was  a  sad  scape- 
grace." 

•*  I  never  knew  him  do,  and  I  don't 
believe  he  ever  thought,  anything  that 
was  untrue,  or  unkind,  or  ungene- 
rous," says  the  Colonel.  '*  If  any  one 
has  belied  my  boy  to  you,  and  I  think 
I  know  who  his  enemy  has  been  —  " 

"  The  young  lady  is  very  pretty," 
remarks  Lady  Kew,  stopping  the 
Colonel's  further  outbreak.  "How 
very  young  her  mother  looks  !  Ethel, 
my  dear!  Colonel  Newcome  must 
present  us  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie  and 
Miss  Mackenzie  " ;  and  Ethel,  giving 
a  nod  to  Clive,  with  whom  she  has 
talked  for  a  minute  or  two,  again  puts 
her  hand  in  her  uncle's,  and  walks  to- 
wards Mrs.  Mackenzie  and  her  daugh- 
ter. 

And  now  let  the  artist,  if  he  has 
succeeded  in  drawing  Clive  to  his 
liking,  cut  a  fresh  pencil,  and  gjve  us 
a  likeness  of  Ethel.  She  is  seventeen 
^ears  old ;  rather  taller  than  the  major- 
ity of  women;  ofa  countenance  some- 
what grave  and  haughty,  but  on  oc- 
casion brightening  with  humor  or 
beaming  with  kindliness  and  aifec- 
tion.  Too  quick  to  detect  affectation 
or  insincerity  in  others,  too  impatient 
of  dulness  or  pomposity,  she  is  more 
sarcastic  now  than  she  became  when 
^>er  years  of  sofiering  bad  soiienQd 


her  nature.    Truth  looks  out  of  her 
bright  eyes,  and  rises  up  armed,  ai;d 
flashes  scorn  or  denial,  perhaps  too 
rejidily,  when  she  encounters  flattery, 
or  meanness,  or  imposture.  After  her 
first  appearance  in  the  world,  if  the 
truth  must  be  told,  this  young  lady- 
was  popular  neither  with  many  men, 
nor  with  most  women.    The  innocent 
dancing  youth  who  pressed  round  her, 
attracted  by  her  beauty,  were  rather 
afraid,  after  a  while,  of 'engaging  lier. 
This  one  ielt  dimly  that  she  despised 
him ;  another,  that  his  simpering  com- 
monplaees  (delights  of  how  many  wcl  1- 
bred  maidens  I)  only  occasioned  Miss 
Newcorae's  laughter.     Young  Lord 
Crcesns,  whom  all  maidens  and  ma-, 
tions  were  eager  to  secute,  was  as- 
tounded to  find  that  ho  was  utterly  in- 
diflerent  to  her,  and  that  she  would*  re- 
fuse him  twice  or  thrice  in  an  evening, . 
and  dance  as  many  times  with  poor 
Tom   Spring,  who  was  his  father's 
ninth  son,  and  onl}   at  home  till  he 
could  get  a  ship  and  go  to  sea  again. 
The  young  women  were  frightened  at 
her  sarcasm.     She  seemed  to  know 
what  Judaises  they  whispered  to  their 
partners  as  they  paused  in  the  waltzes ; 
and  Fanny,  who  was  luring  Lord 
Croesus  towards  her  wftii   her  blue 
eyes,  dropped  them  guiltily   to  the 
floor  whni   Ethel*8  turned  towards 
her;  and  Cecilia  sang  more  out  of 
time  than  usnal ;  and  Clara,  who  was 
holding  Ereddy,   and   Charley,  and 
Tommy  round  her  enchanted  by  her 
bright  conversation  and  witty  miS' 
chief,  became    dumb  and  disturbed 
when  Ethel  passed  her  with  her  cold 
face ;  and  old  Ladv  Hookham,  who 
was  playing  off  her  little  Minnie  now 
at  young  Jack  Gorget  of  the  Guards, 
now  at  tiie  eager  and  simple  Bob' 
Bateson-of  the  Coldstreams,  would 
slink  off  when  Ethel  made  her  ap* 
pearance  on  the  ground,  whose  pres* 
ence  seemed  to  frighten  away  the  fish 
and  the  angler.     No  wonder  that  tho 
other  May  Fair  nymphs  were  afraid  of 
this  severe  Diana,  whose  looks  wcro 
so   cold   and  whose  arrows  were  so 
keen. 
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But  those  who  hid  no  cause  to 
heed  Diana's  shot  ur  coldness  might 
admire  her  beauty;  nor  could  the 
f  imous  Parisian  marble,  which  Clive 
said  she  resembled,  be  more  perfect  in 
form  than  this  young  lady.  Her  hair 
and  eyebrows  were  jet  black  (these 
Utter  may  have  been  too  thick  ac- 
cording to  some  physiognomists, 
giving  rather  a  stern  expression  to 
the  eyes,  and  hence  causing  those 
guilty  onei  to  tremble  who  came 
under  her  lash),  but  her  complexion 
was  as  dazzlingly  fair  and  her  cheeks 
as  red  as  Miss  Rosey's  own,  who  had 
a  right  to  those  beauties,  being  a 
blonde  by  nature.  In  Miss  EtheFs 
black  hair  there  was  a  slight  natural 
ripple,  as  when  a  fresh  breeze  blows 
over  the  melan  hudor,  —  a  ripple  such 
as  Roman  ladies  nineteen  tiundred 
;^ears  ago,  and  our  own  beauties  a 
short  time  since,  endeavored  to  imi- 
tate bv  art,  paper,  and  I  believe 
crumpling  irons.  Her  ejres  were 
gray ;  her  mouth  rather  large ;  her 
teeth  as  regular  and  bright  as  liady 
Kew's  own ;  her  voice  low  and  sweet; 
and  her  smile,  when  it  lighted  up  her 
face  and  eyes,  as  beautiml  as  spring 
sunshine  ;  also  they  could  tighten  ana 
flash  often,  and  sometimes,  though 
rarely,  rain.  As  for  her  figure,  —  but 
as  this  tall  slender  form  is  concealed 
in  a  simple  white  muslin  robe  (of  the 
sort  which,.  I  believe,  is  called  demie- 
toUette),  in  which  her  fair  arms  are 
enveloped,  and  which  is  confined  at 
her  slim  waist  by  an  azure  ribbon, 
and  descends  to  her  feet,  —  let  us 
make  a  respectful  bow  to  that  fair 
image  of  Youth,  Hoalth,  and  Modesty, 
and  fancy  it  as  pretty  as  we  will.  Miss 
Ethel  made  a  very  stately  courtesy  to 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  surveying  that  widow 
calmly,  so  that  the  elder  lady  looked 
up  and  fluttered;  but  towards  Rosey 
she  held  out  her  hand,  and  smiled 
with  the  utmost  kindness,  and-  the 
smile  was  returned  by  the  other ;  and 
the  blushes  with  which  Miss  Mac- 
kenzie was  always  ready  at  this  time 
became  her  very  much.  As  for  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  —  the  very  largest  curve 


that  shall  not  be  a  caricature,  and 
actually  disfigure  the  widow's  coun- 
tenance,—  a  smile  so  wide  and  steady, 
so  exceedinglv  rident,  indeed,  as  i\X- 
most  to  be  ridiculous, —  may  be  drawn 
upon  the  buxoui  face,  if  the  artist 
chooses  to  attempt  it  as  it  appeared 
during  the  whole  of  this  summer 
evening,  —  before  dinner  came  ( when 
people  ordinarily  look  very  grave), 
when  she  was  introduced  to  the  com- 
pany ;  wlien  she  was  made  known  to 
our  friends  Fanny  and  Maria,  the 
darling  child,  lovely  little  dears! 
how  like  their  papa  and  mamma! 
when  Sir  Brian  Kewcome  gave  her 
his  arm  down  stairs  to  the  dining- 
room;  when  anybody  spoke  to  her; 
when  John  offered  her  meat,  or  the 
gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat 
wine ;  when  she  accepted  or  when 
she  refused  these  refreshments  ;  when 
Mr.  NewcOme  told  her  a  dreadfully 
stupid  story ;  when  the  Colonel  called 
cheerily  from  his  end  of  the  table, 
"  My  dear  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  you  don't 
take  any  wine  to-day  ;  may  1  not  have 
the  honor  of  drinking  a  glass  of  cham- 
pagne with  you  ?  "  when  the  new  boy 
from  the  country  upset  some  sauce 
upon  her  shoulder;  when  Mrs.  New- 
come  made  the  signal  for  departure ; 
and  I  hare  no  doubt  in  the  drawing- 
room,  wlten  the  ladies  retired  thither. 
"  Mrs.  Mack  is  perfectly  awful,"  Clive 
told  me  afterwards,  "  since  that  dinner 
in  Bryanstone  Square.  Lady  Kew  and 
Lady  Ann  are  never  out  of  her  mouth ; 
she  has  had  white  muslin  dresses  made 
just  like  Ethel's  for  herself  and  her 
daughter.  She  has  bought  a  peerage, 
and  knows  the  pedigree  of  the  whole 
Kew  family.  She  won't  go  out  in  a 
cab  now  without  the  boy  on  the  box ; 
and  in  the  plate  for  the  cards  which  she 
has  established  in  the  drawing-room, 
you  know.  Lady  Kew's  pasteboard 
always  will  come  up  to  the  top,  thousrh 
I  poke  it  down  whenever  I  go  into  the 
room.  As  for  poor  Lady  Trotter,  the 
governess  of  St.  Kitt's,  you  know,  and 
the  Bishop  of  Tobaffo,*they  «re  quite 
bowled  out ;  Mrs.  Mack  has  not  men-^ 
tioned  them  for  a  week." 
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During  the  dinner  it  seemed  to  me 
that  the  lovely  young  lady  by  whom 
I  sat  cast  many  glances  towards  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  which  did  not  betoken 
particular  pleasure.  Miss  Ethel  asked 
me  several  questions  regarding  Clive, 
and  also  respecting  li^iss  Mackenzie ; 
perhaps  her  questions  were  rather 
downright  and  imperious,  and  she 
patronized  me  in  a  manner  that  would 
not  have  given  all  gentlemen  pleas- 
ure. I  was  Olive's  friend,  his  school- 
fellow 1  had  seen  him  a  great  deal  ? 
know  him  very  well  —  very  well, 
indeed?  "Was  it  true  that  he  had 
been  very  thoughtless  ?  very  wild  1 " 
"  Who  told  her  so  ?  "  "  That  was 
not  her  question''  (with  a  blush). 
**  It  was  not  true,  and  I  ought  to 
know  ?  He  was  not  spoiled  ?  He  was 
very  good-natured,  generous,  told  the 
truth  ?  He  loved  his  profession  very 
much,  and  had  great  talent  ?  "  "  In- 
deed, she  was  very  glad.  Why  do 
they  sneer  at  his  profession  ?  It 
seemed  to  her  quite  as  good  as  her 
father's  and  brother's.  Were  artists 
not  very  dissipated  ?  "  "  Not  more 
£o,  nor  often  so  much,  as  other  young 
men."  "  Was  Mr.  Binnie  rich,  and 
was  he  going  to  leave  all  his  money 
to  his  niece  1  How  long  have  you 
known  them  ?  Is  Miss  Mackenzie  as 
good-natured  as  she  looks  ?  Not  very 
clever,  I  suppose.  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
looks  very  —  No,  thank  you,  no 
more.  Grandmamma  (she  is  very 
deaf,  and  cannot  hear)  scolded  me  for 
reading  the  book  you  wrote,  and  took 
the  book  away.  I  got  it  afterwards, 
and  read  it.  all.  I  don't  think  there 
was  any  harm  in  it.  Whv  do  you 
give  such  bad  characters  of  women  ? 
I)on't  you  know  any  good  ones  ?  " 
"  Yes,  two  as  good  as  any  in  the 
world.  They  are  unselfish  :  they  are 
pious  ;  they  are  always  doing  good ; 
they  live  in  the  country  1 "  "  Why 
don't  you  put  them  into  a  book  ? 
Why  don't  you  put  my  uncle  into  a 
book  ?  He  is  so  good  that  nobody 
could  make  him  good  enough.  Before 
I  came  out,  I  heard  a  young  lady 
(Lady    Clavering's    daughter,    Miss 


Amory),  sing  a  song  of  yours.  I  have 
never  spoken  to  an  autiior  before.  I 
saw  Mr.  Lyon  at  Lady  Popinjoy's, 
and  heard  him  speak.  He  said  it  was 
very  hot,  and  he  looked  so,  I  am  sure. 
Who  is  the  greatest  author  now 
alive?  You  will  tell  me  when  you 
come  up  stairs  after  dinner  " ;  —  and 
the  young  lady  sails  away,  following 
the  matrons,  who  rise  and  ascend  to 
the  drawing-room  Miss  Newcome 
has  been  watching  the  behavior  of 
the  author,  by  whom  she  sat,  curious 
to  know  what  such  a  person's  habits 
are,  whether  he  speaks  and  acts  like 
other  people,  and  in  what  respect 
authors  are  different  from  pei*sons 
"  in  society." 

When  we  had  sufficiently  enjoyed 
claret  and  politics  below  stairs,  the 
gentlemen  went  to  the  drawing-room 
to  partake  of  coffee  and  the  ladies' 
delightful  conversation.  We  had 
heard  previously  the  tinkling  of  the 
piano  above,  and  the  well-known 
sound  of  a  couple  of  Miss  Rosey's  five 
songs.  The  two  young  ladies  were 
engaged  over  an  album  at  a  side- 
table,  when  the  males  of  the  party 
arrived.  The  book  contained  a  num- 
ber of  dive's  drawings  made  in  the 
time  of  his  very  early  youth  for  the 
amusement  of  his  littiO' cousins.  Miss 
Ethel  seemed  to  be  very  much  pleased 
with  these  performances,  which  Miss 
Mackenzie  likewise  examined  with 
^reat  good -nature  and  satisfaction. 
So  she  did  the  views  of  Rome,  Naples, 
Marble  Head  in  the  county  of  Sussex, 
&c.,  in  the  same  collection  ;  so  she 
did  the  Berlin  cockatoo  and  spaniel 
which  Mrs.  Newcome  was  working 
in  idle  moments ;  so  she  did  the 
"  Books  of  Beauty,"  "  Flowers  of 
Loveliness,"  and  so  forth.  She 
tliought  the  prints  very  sweet  and 
pretty :  she  thought  the  poetry  very 
pretty  and  sweet.  Which  did  she  like 
best,  Mr.  Niminy's  "  Lines  to  a  bunch 
of  violets,"  or  Miss  Piminv's  "  Stan- 
zas  to  a  wreath  of  roses  ?  "  Miss 
Mackenzie  was  quite  puzzled  to  say 
which  of  these  masterpieces  she  pre- 
ferred f  she  found  them  alike  scrpretty. 
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She  appealed,  as  in  most  cases,  to 
mamma.     "How,   my  darling  love, 
can  I  pretend  to  know  ?  "   mamma 
says.      "  I  have  been  a  soldier's  wife, 
battling  about  the  world.    I  have  not 
h:id    your    advantages.     I    had    no 
drawing-masters,    nor   music-masters 
9.3   you    have.     You,    dearest   child, 
must  instruct  me  in  these   things.'' 
This  poses  Rosey :   who   prefers   to 
have  her  opinions  dealt  out  to  her 
like   hsr    frocks,    bonnets,    handker- 
chiefs, her  shoes  and  gloves,  and  the 
order  thereof;  the  lumps  of  sugar  for 
her  tea,  the  proper  quantity  of  rasp- 
berry jam  for  breakfast;  who  trusts 
for  all  supplies  corporeal  and  spiritual 
to  her  mother.     For  her  own  part, 
Rosey  is  pleased  with  everything  in 
nature.     Does  she  love  music?      O 
yes.     Bellini  and  Donizetti  ?     O  yes. 
Dancing  ?      They  had  no  dancing  at 
grandmamma's,  but  she  adores  dan- 
cing, and  Mr.  Ciive  dances  very  well 
indeed.    (A  smile  from  Miss  Ethel  at 
this  admission.)     Does  she  like   the 
country  ?      O,  she  is  so  happy  in  the 
country  !     London  ?     London  is  de- 
lightful, and  so  is  the  sea-side.     Slie 
doss  not  know  really  which  she  likes 
best,    London    or    the    country,    for 
mamma  is  not  near  her   to  d3cidc, 
being  engaged  listening  to  Sir  Brian, 
who  is  laying  down  the  law  to  her, 
and   smiling,   smiling   with  all    her 
might.     In  fact,  Mr.  Newcome  says 
to     Mr.    Pendennis,  in    his    droll, 
humorous  way,  "  That  woman  grins 
like  a  Cheshire  cat."    Who  was  the 
naturalist  who  first  discovered  that 
peculiarity  of  the  cats  in  Cheshire  1 

In  regard  to  Miss  Mackenzie's  opin- 
ions, then,  it  is  not  easy  to  discover 
that  they  are  decided,  or  profound,  or 
orig'inal ;  but  it  seems  pretty  clear 
that  she  has  a  good  temper,  and  a 
happy  contented  disposition.  And 
the  smile  which  her  pretcy  countenance 
wears  shows  off  te  great  advanta«^e 
the  two  dimples  on  her  pink  cheeks. 
Her  teeth  are  even  and  white,  her  hair 
of  a  beautiful  color,  and  no  snow  can 
be  whiter  than  her  fair  round  neck 
aal   polished  shoulders.     She    talks 


very  kindly  and  good-rtaturedly  with 
Fanny  and  Muria  (Mrs-  Hobson's 
precious  ones)  until  she  is  bewildereVi 
by  the  statements  which  those  young 
ladies  make  regarding  astronomy, 
botany,  and  chemistry,  all  of  which 
they  are  studying.  "My  dears,  I 
don't  know  a  single  word  about  any 
of  these  abstruse  subjects,  I  wi^h  I 
did,"  she  says.  And  Ethel  Newcome 
laughs.  She,  tod,  is  ignorant  upon 
all  these  subjects.  "  I  am  glad  there 
is  some  one  else,"  says  Rosey,  with 
naivete,  "who  is  as  ignorant  as  I 
am."  And  the  younger  children,  with 
a  solemn  air,  say  they  will  ask  mam- 
ma leave  to  teach  her.  So  everybody, 
somehow,  great  or  small,  seems  to 
protect  her ;  and  the  humble,  simple, 
gentle  little  thing  wins  a  certain  de- 
gree of  good-will  from  the  world, 
which  is  touched  by  her  humility  and 
her  pretty  sweet  looks.  The  servants 
in  Fitzroy  Square  waited  upon  her. 
much  more  kindly  than  upon  her 
smiling,  bustling  mother.  Uncle 
James  is  especially  fond  of  his  little 
Rosey.  Her  presence  in  his  study 
never  discomposes  him ;  whereas  his 
sister  fatigues  him  with  the  exceeding 
activity  of  her  gratitude,  and  her  en- 
ergy in  pleasing.  As  I  was  going 
away,  I  thought  I  heard  Sir  Brian 
Newcome  say,  "  It  "  (but  what  "  It " 
was  of  course.  I  cannot  conjecture)  — 
"  It  will  do  very  well.  The  mothei> 
seems  a  superior  woman." 


CHAPTER  XXV.. 

IS   PASSED   IN  A   PUBLIC-HOUSE. 

I  HAD  no  more  conversation  with 
Miss  Newcome  that  night,  who  had 
forgotten  her  curiosity  about  the  hab- 
its of  authors.  When  she  had  ended 
her  talk  with  Miss  Mackenzie,  she  de- 
voted the  rest  of  the  evening  to  her 
uncle,  Colonel  Newcome  ;  and  con- 
cluded by  saying,  "  And  now  you 
will  come  and  ride  with  me  to-mor- 
row, uncle,  A^on't  you  1  "  which  tb " 
Colonel  faithfully  promised   to 
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And  8be  shook  hiands  with  Cliye  very 
kiudly ;  and  with  Rosey  very  franldy, 
bat  ea  I  thought  with  father  a  pat- 
ronizing  air  ;  and  she  made  a  very 
stately  bow  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  and 
so  departed  with  her  father  and  moth- 
er. Lady  Kew  had  gone  away  ear- 
lier. Mrs.  Mackenzie  informed  us 
afterwards  that  the  Countess  had  gone 
to  sleep  after  her  dinner.  If  it  was 
at  Mrs.  Mack's  story  about  the  Gov- 
ernor's ball  at  Tobago,  and  the  quar- 
rel for  precedence  l^tween  the  Ix>rd 
Bishop's  lady,  Mrs.  Botchet,  and  the 
Chief  Justice's  wife.  Lady  Barwise,  I 
should  not  be  at  ail  surprised. 

A  handsome  fly  earned  off  the  la- 
dies to  Fitzroy  Square,  and  the  two 
worthy  Indian  gentlemen  in  their 
company  ;  Clive  and  I  walking  with 
the  usual  Havannah  to  light  us  home. 
And  Clive  remarked  that  he  supposed 
•there  had  been  some  difference  be- 
tween his  father  and  the  bankers ; 
for  they  had  not  met  for  ever  so  many 
months  before,  and  the  Colonel  al- 
ways had  looked  very  gloomy  when 
his  brothers  were  mentioned.  "  And 
I  can't  help  thinking,"  says  the  astute 

Jrouth,  •*  that  they  fancied  I  was  in 
ove  with  Ethel  (I  know  the  Colonel 
would  have  liked  me  to  make  up  to 
her),  and  that  may  have  occasioned 
the  row.  Now,  I  suppose,  they  think 
I  am  engaged  to  Rosey.  What  the 
deuce  are  they  in  such  a  hurry  to 
marry  me  for  ?  " 

Clive's  companion  remarked, "  that 
marriage  was  a  laudable  institution ; 
and  an  honest  attachment  an  excel- 
lent conservator  of  youthful  Hiorals." 
On  which  Clive  replied,  "  Why  don't 
you  marry  yourself  1  " 

This,  it  was  justly  suggested,  was 
no  argument,  but  a  merely  personal 
allusion  foreign  to  the  question,  which 
was,  that  marriage  was  laudablis,  &c. 

Mr.  Clive  laughed.  "  Rosey  is  as 
good  a  Uttle  creature  as  can  be,"  he 
said.  *'She  is  never  out  of  temper, 
though  I  fancy  Mrs.  Mackenzie  tries 
her.  I  don't  think  she  is  very  wise  : 
but  she  is  uncommonly  pretty,  and 
her  beauty  grows  on  you.    As  for 


Ethel,  anything  so  high  and  mighty 
I  have  never  seen  since  I  saw  the 
French  giantess.  Going  to  court, 
and  about  to  parties  every  night  where 
a  parcel  of  young  fools  flatter  her, 
has  perfectly  spoiled  her.  By  Jove, 
how  handsome  she  is  !  How  she 
turns  with  her  long  nepk,  and  looks 
at  you  from  under  those  black  eye- 
brows !  If  I  painted  her  hair,  I  think 
I  should  paint  it  almost  blue,  and 
then  glaze  over  with  lake.  It  ii  blue. 
And  how  finely  her  head  is  joined  on 
to  her  shoulders  !  "  —  And  he  waves 
in  the  air  an  imaginary  line  with  hid 
cigar.  "  She  would  do  for  Judith, 
wouldn't  she?  Or  how  grand  she 
would  look  as  Herodias's  -daughter 
sweieping  down  a  stair,  —  In  a  great 
dress  of  cloth  of  gold  like*  Panl  Ver. 
onese,  —  holding  a  charger  before  her 
with  white  arms,  you  know,  — with 
the  Muscles  accented  like  the  glorious 
Diana  at  Paris,  • —  a  savage  smile  on 
her  face  and  a  ghastly  solemn  gory 
head  on  the  dish,  —  I  see  the  picture, 
sir,  I  see  the  picture  ! "  and  he  fell 
to  curling  his  mustachios,  — just  lik« 
his  brave  old  father. 

I  could  not  help  laughing  at  the 
resemblance,  and  mentioning  it  to 
my  friend.  He  broke,  as  was  his 
wont,  into  a  fond  euIOgium  of  his 
sire,  wished  he  coufd  be  like  him,  — 
worked  himself  up  into  another  state 
of  excitement,  in  which  he  averred 
that  if  his  father  wanted  him  to  many 
he  would  marry  that  instant.  "  And 
why  not  Rosey  ?  She  is  a  dear  little 
thing.'  Or  why  not  that  splendid 
Miss  Sherrick?  What  a  head! — a 
•r^ular  Titian  !  I  was  looking  at 
the  difference  of  their  color  at  Uncle 
Honeyman's  that  day  of  the  dejeuner. 
The  s'hadows  in  Rosey's  face,  sir,  are 
all  pearly  tinted.  "You  6ught  to 
paint  her  in  milk,  sir ! "  cries  the 
enthusiast.  "  Have  you  ever  remarked 
the  gray  round  her  eyes,  and  the  sort 
of  purple  bloom  of  her  cheek  1  Ru- 
bens could  have  done  the  color :  but 
I  don't  somehow  like  to  think  of  a 
voung  lady  and  that  sensuous  old 
teeter  Paul  in  company.,  i  look  at 
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her  liLe  a  little  wi]d*flower  in  a  field, — 
like  a  little  child  at  play,  sir.  Pretty- 
little  tender  nursling.  If  I  see  her 
passing  in  the  street,  I  feel  as  if  I 
would  like  some  fellow  to  be  rude  to 
her,  that  I  might  haye  the  pleasure 
of  knodcing  him  down.  She  is  like 
a  little  song-bird,  sir,  —  a  tremulous, 
fluttering  little  linnet  that  yon.  would 
take  into  your  hand,  pavidam  quee- 
rentem  matremf  and  .smooth  its  little 
plumes,  and  Jet  it  perch  on  your  finger 
and  sing.  The  Sherrick  creates  quite 
a  diflfeient  sentiment,  —  the  .Sherrick 
is  splendid,  stately,  sleepy.  ..." 

'*  Stupid,"  hints  Gliyd'B  compan- 
ion. 

**  Stupid  1    Why  not  1    Some  wo- 
men ought  to  be  stupid.    What  you 
call  dnlness  I  call  repose.    Give  me 
a  calm  woman,  a  slaw  woman,  —  a 
lazy,  majestic  woman.    Show  me  a 
gracious  virzin  bearing  a  lily ;  not  a 
leering  giggler  frisking  a  rattle.    A 
lively  woman  would  be  the  death  of 
me.    Look  at  Mrs.  JkCaek,  perpetually 
nodding,  winking,  grinning,   throw- 
ing out  signals  whicm  you  are  to  bs 
at  the  trouble  to  answer !    I  thought 
her  delightful  for  three  days ;  1  fle- 
dare  I  was  in  love  with  her, —  that  is, 
as  much  as  I  can  be  after  —  but  never 
mind  that,  I  feel  L  shall  never  be 
nalLy  in  love  again.    Why  should  n't 
the    Sherrick    be    stupid,    I    say? 
.  About  great  beauty  there  should  al- 
ways seign.  a  silence.    As  you  look 
at  the  great  stars,  the  gneat  ocean, 
any  great  scene  of  nature,  you  hush, 
sir.     Yon  laugh  at  a  pantomime,  but 
you  are  still  in  a  temple.     When  I 
saw  the  great  Venus  of  the  Louyre, 
I  thought, —  Wert  thou  alive,  O  god- 
dess, thou  shouldat  never  open  those 
lovely  lips  but  to  spedc  lowly,  slowly ; 
thou  should  St  never  descend  from  that 
pedestal  but  to  walk  stately  to  some 
near  couch,  and  asdmme  another  atti- 
tnde  of  beautiful  calm.    To  be  beau- 
tiful is  enough.    If  a  woman  can  do 
uiat  well:  who  shall  demand  more 
from  her  ?     You  don't  want  a  rose  to 
•ing.     And  I  think  wit  is  out  of  place 
wfaare  there  '•  ^aat  bioan)^;   a§  I 


wouldn't  have  a  Queen  to  cut  jokes 
on  her  throne^  I  say,  Fendennis,"  — 
here  broke  off  the  enthusiastic  youth, 
—  '*  have  you  got  another  cigar  ? 
Shall  we  go  into  Finch's,  and  have  a 
game  at  billiards?  Just  one, —  it's 
quite  early  yet.  Or  shall  we  go  into 
the  'Haunt'?  It  's  Wednesday 
night,  you  know,  when  all  the  boys 
go."  We  tap  at  a  door  in  an  old,  old 
street  in  Soho:  an  old  maid  with  a 
kind,  comical  face  opens  the  door,  and 
nods  friendly,  and  says,  "  Uow  do, 
sir?  ain't  seen  you  this  ever  so  long. 
How  do,  Mr.  iNoooom  ?  "  "  Who  's 
here?"  ''Mbsi  everybody's  here." 
We  pass  by  a  little*  snug  bar,  in 
which  a  trim  .elderly  lady  U  seated  by 
a  great  fire,  on  wiiich  boils  an  enor- 
mous kettle;  while  two  gentlemen 
are  attacking  a  cold  saddle  of  mutton 
and  West  India  pickles:  hard  by 
Mrs.  Nokes  the  landlady's  elbow,  — 
with  mutual  bows  —  we  recognize 
Hickson  the  sculptor,  and  Morgan, 
intrepid  Irish  chieftain,  chief  of  the 
reporters  of  the  Morning  Press  news- 
paper. We  pass  through  a  passage 
mto  a  back  room,  and  are  receive^l 
with  a  roar  of  welcome  from  a  crowd 
of  men,  almost  invisible  in  the  smoke. 
"  I  am  right  glad  to  see  thee,  boy ! " 
cries  a  cheery  vxuce .( that  will  never 
troll  a  chorus  more  ).  "  We  spake 
anon  of  thy  misfortune,  gentle  youth ! 
and  thit  thy  WAeriors  of  Assaye  have 
charged  the  Academy  in  vain. — 
Mayhap  thon  frightenedst  the  court- 
ly school  with  barbarous  visages  of 
grisly  war.  Pendennia,  thou  dost 
wear  a  thirsty  look!  Resplendent 
swell !  nutwine  thy  choker  white, 
and  I  will  either  stand  a  glass  of  grog, 
or  thou  Khalt  pay  the  like  for  mo,  my 
lad,  and  tell  us  of  the  fashionabfe 
world."  Thus  spake  ihe  brave  old 
Tom  Sarjent, —  also  one  of  the  Press, 
one  of  the  old  boys ;  a  good  old  scholar 
with  a  good  old  library  of  books,  who 
had  taken  his  seat  any  time  these 
forty  years  bv  the  chimney-fire  in  this 
old  "  Haunt  :  where  pamters,  sculp- 
tors, men  of  letters,  actors,  used  ^'^ 
congregate,  passiqg  pleasant  > 
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in  rough,  kindly  communion,  and 
many  a  llay  seeing  the  sunrise  light- 
ing the  rosy  street  ere  they  parted, 
and  Betsy  put  the  useless  lamp  out, 
and  closed  the  hospitable  gates  of  the 
"Haunt." 

The  time  is  not  very  long  since, 
though  to-day  is  so  changed.  As  we 
think  of  it,  the  kind  familiar  faces  rise 
up,  and  we  hear  the  pleasant  voices 
and  singing.  There  are  they  met, 
the  honest,  hearty  companions.  In 
the  days  when  the  "  Haunt "  was  a 
haunt,  stage-coaches  Were  not  yet  quite 
over.  Casinos  were  not  invented, 
clubs  were  rather  rare  luxuries ;  there 
were  sanded  floors,  triangular  saw- 
dust-boxes, pipes,  and  tavern  parlors. 
Young  Smith  and  Brown,  from  the 
Temple,  did  not  go  from  chambers  to 
dine  at  the "  Polyanthus,"  or  the 
**  Megatherium/'  off  potage  k  la 
Bisque,  turbot  an  gratin,  cotelettes  k 
la  W hatdyoucaliem,  and  a  pint  of  St. 
Emilion  ;  but  ordei^  their  beefsteak 
and  pint  of  port  from  the  "plump 
head-waiter  at  the  *  Cock ' " ;  did  not 
disdain  the  pit  of  the  theatre;  and 
for  a  supper  a  homely  refection  at  the 
tavern.  How  delightful  are  the  sup- 
pers in  Charles  Lamb  to  read  of  even 
now !  —  the  cards  —  the  punch  — the 
candles  to  be  snuffed  —  the  social  oy- 
sters —  the  modest  cheer !  Who  ever 
snuffs  a  candle  now?  What  man 
has  a  domestic  supper  whose  dinner- 
hour  is  eight  o'clock?  Those  little 
meetings,  in  the  memory  of  many  of 
us  yet,  are  gone  quite  away  into  the 
past.  Five-and-twenty  years  ago  is  a 
hundred  years  off,  —  so  much  has  our 
social  life  changed  in  those  Ave  lus- 
tres. James  Boswell  himself,  were 
he  to  revisit  London,  would  scarce 
venture  to  enter  a  tavern.  It  is  an 
institution  as  extinct  as  a  hackney- 
coach.  Many  a  grown  man  who  pe- 
ruses this  historic  pag^e  has  never  seen 
such  a  vehicle,  and  only  heard  of 
rum-punch  as  a  drink  which  his  an- 
cestors used  to  tipple. 

Cheery  old   Tom   Saijent  is    sur- 

■•inded  at  the  "  Haunt "  by  a  dozen 

dnd  boon  companions.     They  toil 


all  day  at  their  avocations  of  art,  or 
letters,  or  law,  and  here  meet  for  a 
harmless  night's  recreation  and  con- 
verse. They  talk  of  literature,  or 
politics,  or  pictures,  or  plays ;  socially 
banter  one  another  over  their  cheap 
cups ;  sing  brave  old  songs  sometimes 
when  they  are  especially  jolly :  kindly 
ballads  in  praise  of  love  and  wine; 
famous  maritime  ditties  in  honor  of 
old  England.  I  fanc^  I  hear  Jack 
Brent's  noble  voice  rolhng  out  the  sad, 
generous  refrain  of  "  The  Deserter," 
"  Then  for  that  reason  and  for  a  sea- 
son we  will  be  merry  before  we  go," 
or  Michael  Percy's  dear  tenor  carol- 
ling the  Irish  chorus  of  "  What 's  that 
to  any  one,  whether  or  no ! "  or  Mark 
Wilder  shouting  his  bottle  song  of 
"  Garryowenna  gloria."  These  songs 
were  regarded  with  affection  by  the 
brave  old  frequenters  of  the  "  Haunt." 
A  gentleman  s  propert}'  in  a  song  was 
considered  sacred.  It  was  respectfully 
asked  for ;  it  was  heard  with  the  more 
pleasure  for  being  old.  Honest  Tom 
Sarjent !  how  the  times  have  changed 
since  we  saw  thee !  I  believe  the  pres- 
ent chief  of  the  reporters  of  the 

newspaper  (which  responsible  office 
Tom  filled)  goes  to  Parliament  in  his 
brougham,  and  dines  with  the  Minis-, 
ters  of  the  Crown. 

Around  Tom  are  seated  grave  Roy 
A(T.d(  micians,  rising  gay  Associates ;. 
writers  of  other  journals  besides  the 
"Pall  Mall  Gazette";  a  barrister, 
maybe,  whose  name  will  be  famous 
some  day ;  a  hewer  of  marble,  per- 
haps ;  a  surgeon  whose  patients  have 
not  come  yet ;  and  one  or  two  men 
about  town  who  like  this  queer  assem- 
bly better  than  haunts  much  more 
splendid.  Captain  Shandon  has  been 
here,  and  his  jokes  are  preserved  in  the 
tradition   of  the   place.     Owlet,   the. 

Ehilosopher,  came  once  and  tried,  as 
is  wont  is,  to  lecture,  but  his  meta- 
physics were  beaten  down  by  a  storm 
of  banter.  Slatter,  who  gave  himself 
such  airs  because  he   wrote   in  the 

" Review,"  tried  to  air  himself 

at  the  "  Haunt,"  but  was  choked  b^ 
the  smok^  and  silenc^ed  by  the  unani'^ 
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mons  poohpoohing  of  the  assembly. 
Dick  VValker,  who  rebelled  secretly  at 
Sarjcat's  authority,  once  thouj^^ht  to 
give  himself  consequence  by  bringing 
a  young  lord  from  the  "  Blue  Posts/* 
but  ho  was  so  unmercifully  "  chaffed  " 
by  Tom  that  even  the  young  Lord 
laughed  at  him.  His  Lordship  has 
been  heard  to  say  he  had  been  taken 
to  ''a  monsus  queeah  place,  queeah 
set  of  folks/'  in  a  tap  somewhere, 
though  he  went  away  quite  delighted 
with  Tom's  affability,  but  he  never 
came  again.  He  could  not  find  the 
place,  probably.  You  might  pass  the 
"Haunt"  in  the  daytime  and  not 
know  it  in  the  least.  "I  believe," 
said  Charley  Ormond  (A.  B.  A.  he 
was  then), — **I  believe  in  the  day 
there 's  no  such  place  at  all ;  and  when 
Betsy  turns  the  gas  off  at  the  door- 
lamp  as  we  go  away,  the  whole  thing 
vanishes :  the  door,  the  house,  the  bar, 
the  '  Haunt,'  Betsy,  the  beer-boy,  Mrs. 
Nokes,  and  all."  It  has  vanished ;  it  is 
to  be  found  no  more,  neither  by  night 
nor  by  day,  —  unless  the  ghosts  of 
good  fellows  still  haunt  it. 

As  the  genial  talk  and  glass  go 
ronnd,  and  after  Clive  and  his  friend 
have  modestly  answered  the  various 
queries  put  to  them  by  ii^ood  old  Tom 
Sarjent,  the  acknowledged  Praeses.  of 
the  assembly  and  Sachem  of  .this 
Tenerable  wigwam,  the  door  opens 
and  another  well-known  figure  is  rec- 
<>gnized  with  shauts  as  it  emerges 
through  the  smoke.  "Bayham,  all 
hail  I  "  says  Tom.  "Frederick,  I  am 
right  glad  to  see  thee ! " 

Bayham  says  he  is  disturbed  in 
spirit,  and  calls  for  a  pint  of  beer  to 
console  him. 

"  Hast  thou  flown  fsir,  thou  restless 
bird  of  night  1"  asks  Father  Tom, 
who  loves  speaking  in  blank  verses. 

"  I  have  come  from  Cursitor  Street," 
Bays  Bayham,  in  a  low  groan.  "  I 
have  just  been  to  see  a  poor  devil  in 
quod  there.  Is  that  you,  Pendennis  ? 
You  know  the  man,  —  Charles  Honey- 
man" 

"  What ! "  cries  Clive,  starting  up. 
O  my  prophetic  soul,  my  nncle ! " 


« 


growls  Bayham.    "1  did  not  see  the 
young  one ;  but 't  is  true." 

The  reader  is  aware  that  more  than 
the  three  years  have  elapsed,  of  which 
time  the  preceding  pages  contain  the 
harmless  chronicle ;  and  while  Thom- 
as Newcome's  leave  has  been  running 
out  and  Clive's  mustachios  growing, 
the  fate  of  other  persons  connected 
with  our  story  has  also  had  its  devel- 
opment,  and  their  fortune  has  ex- 
perienced its  natural  progress,  its  in- 
crease or  decay.     Our  tale,  such  as  it 
has  hitherto  been  arranged,  has  passed 
in  leisurely  scenes  wherein  the  present 
tense  is  perforce  adopted ;  the  writer 
acting  as  chorus  to  the  drama,  and 
occasionally  explaining,  by  hints  or 
more  open  statements,  what  has  oc- 
curred daring  the  intervals  of  the  acts ; 
and  how  it  happens  that  the  perform- 
ers are  in  such  or  such  a  posture.    *In 
the  mo  lern  theatre,  as  the  play-going 
critic  knows,  the  explanatory  person- 
age is  usually  of  quite  a  third-rate  or- 
der.   He  is  the  two  walking  gentle- 
men friends  of  Sir   Hany  Courtly, 
who  welcome  the  young  Baronet  to 
London,  and  discourse  about  the  nig- 
gardliness of  Harry's  old  uncle,  the 
Nabob;  and   the  depth  of  Courtly's 
passion  for  Lady  Annabel  the  premiere 
amourease.     He   is   the  confidant    in 
white  linen   to  the  heroine  in  white 
satin.     He  is  **  Tom,  you  rascal,"  the 
valet  or  tiger,  more  or  less  impudent 
and  acute,  —  that  well-known  menial 
in  top-boots  and  a  livery-frock  with  red 
cuffs  and  collar,  whom  Sir  Harry  al- 
ways retains  in  his  service,  addresses 
with  scurrilous  familiarity,  and  pays 
so  irregularly ;  or  he  is  Lucetta,  Lady 
Annabel's  waiting-maid,  who  carries 
the  biUets-doux  and  peeps  into  them ; 
knows  all  about  the  family  affairs; 
pops  the  lover  under  the  sofa;   and 
sings  a  comic  song  between  the  scenes. 
Our  business  now  is  to  enter  into 
Charles  Honeyman's  privacy,  to  peer 
into  the  secrets  of  that  reverend  gentle- 
man, and  to  tell  what  has  happened 
to  him  during  the  nast  months, -in 
which  he  has  made  fit^  though  grac» 
fill  appearances  on  our  stage. 
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MThile  hifl  nephew's  whiskers  have 
been  budding,  and  his  brother-in-law 
has  been  spending  his  nrtonev  and 
leave,  Mr.  Honeyman's  hopes  have 
been  withering,  his  sermons  growing 
stale,  his  once  blooming  popularity 
drooping  and  running  to  seed.  Many 
causes  have  contributed  to  bring 
him  to  his  present  melancholy  strait. 
When  you  go  to  Lady  Whit^esea's 
chapel  now,  it  is  by  no  means  crowd- 
ed. Gaps  ore  in  the  pews ;  there  is 
not  the  least  difficulty  in  getting  a 
snug  place  near  the  pulpit,  whttnce 
the  preacher  can  look  over  his  pocket- 
handkerchief  and  see  Lord  Dozeley  no 
more  :  his  Lordship  has  long  gone  to 
sleep  elsewhere;  and  a  host  of  the 
fashionable  faith6il  have  migrated  too. 
The  incumbent  can  no  more  cast  his 
fine  eyes  upon  the  French  bonnets  of 
the  female  aristocracy  and  see  some 
of  the  loveliest  faces  in  May  Fair  re- 
garding him  with  expressions  of  ad- 
miration. Actual  dowdy  tradesmen 
of  the  neighborhood  are  seated  with 
their  families  in  the  aisles  :  Ridley  and 
his  wife  and  son  have  one  of  the  very 
best  seats.  To  be  sure  Ridley  looks 
like  a  nobleman,  with  his  large  waist- 
coat, bald  head,  and  gilt  book ;  J.  J. 
has  a  fine  head,  but  Mrs.  Ridley !  cook 
and  housekeeper  is  written  on  her 
round  face.  The  music  is  by  no 
means  of  its  former  good  quality. 
That  rebellions  and  ill-conditioned 
basso  Bellew  has  seceded,  and  seduced 
the  four  best  singing  boys,  who  now 
perform  glees  at  the  *'  Cave  of  Har- 
mony." Honeyman  has  a  right  to 
speak  of  persecution  and  to  compare 
himself  to  a  hermit  in  so  far  that  he 
preaches  in-  a  desert.  Once,  like  an- 
other hermit,  St.  Hierome,  he  used  to 
be  visited  by  lions.  None  such  come 
.to  him  now.  Such  lions  as  frequent 
the  clergy  are  gone  off  to  lick  the  feet 
of  other  ecclesiastics.  They  are  weary 
of  poor  Honeyman'^  old  sermons. 

Rivals  have  sprung  up  in  the  course 
of  these  three  years, — have  sprung 
up  round  about  Honeyman  and  car- 
tied  his  flock  into  their  folds.  We 
know  how  such  simple  animals  will 


leap  one  after  another,  and  that  it.  is 
the  sheepish  way.  Perhaps  a  new 
pastor  has  come  to  die  church  of  St. 
Jacob's  hard  by,  —  bold,  resolute, 
bright,  clear,  a  scholar  and  no  ped- 
ant :  his  manly  voice  is  thrilling  in 
their  ears,  he  speaks  of  life  and  con- 
duct, €f(  practice  as  well  as  faith ;  and 
crowds  of  the  most  police  and  most 
intelligent;  and  best  informed,  and 
best  dressed,  and  most  selfish  people 
in  the  worM  come  and  hear  him  twice 
at  least.  There  are  so  many  well-in- 
formed, and  well-dressed,  &c.,  &c.  peo- 
ple in  the  world  that  tiie  snocession  of 
them  keeps  St.  Jacob's  iiill  for  a  year 
or  more.  Then,  it  may  be,  a  bawling 
quack,  who  has.  neither  knowledge 
nor  scholarship  nor  charity,  Init  who 
frightens  the  public  with  denuncia- 
tions, and*  rouses  them  with  the  ener- 
gy of  his  wrath,  succeeds  in  bringing 
them  together  for  a  while  till  they  tire 
of  his  din  and  curses.  Meanwhile,  the 
good  quiet  old  churches  round  about 
ring  their  accustomed  bell,  open  their 
Sabbath  gates,  and.  receive  their  tran- 
quil congregations  and  sober  priest, 
who  has  been  busy  all  the  week  at 
schools  and  sick-beds  with  watchful 
teaching,  gentle  counsel,  and  silent 
alms.  • 

Though  we  saw  Honeyman  but  sel^ 
dom^  for  his  company  was  not  alto- 
gether amusing,,  and  his  affectation, 
when  one  became  acquainted  with  it, 
very  tiresome  to  witne?^8  Fred  Bay- 
ham,  from  his  garret  at  Mrs.  Ridley's, 
kept  constant  watch  over  the  curate, 
and  told  us  of  his  proceedings  from 
time  to  time.  When  we  heard  the 
melancholy  news  first  announced,  of 
course  the  intelligence  damped  the  gay- 
ety  of  eiive  and  his  companion ;  and 
F.  B.,  who  conducted  all  the  affairs  of 
life  with  great  gravity,  telling  Tom 
Saijent  that  he  had  news  of  impor- 
tance for  our  private  ear,  Tom,  with 
more  gravity  than  F.  B.'s,  said,  "Go, 
my  children,  you  had  best  discuss  this 
topic  in  a  separate  room,  apart  fi'om 
the  din  and  fun  of  a  convivial  assem- 
bly " ;  and,  ringing  the  bell,  he  bade 
Betsy  bring  him  another  glass  of  rum* 
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and-water,  and  one  fur  Mr.  Desbor- 
oo^h,  to  be  chared  to  him. 

We  adjourned  to  another  parlor 
then,  where  gas  was  lighted  up ;  and 
F.  B.,  over  a  pint  of  beer,  narrated 
poor  Honeyman's  mishap.  "  Saving 
your  presence,  Clive,"  says  Bay  ham, 
•*  and  with  every  regard  for  the  youth- 
ful bloom  of  your  young  heart's  affec- 
tions, your  unele,  Charles  Honey- 
man,  sir,  is  a  bad  lot.  I  have  knbwn 
him  these  twenty  years  when  I  was 
at  his  father's  as  a  private  pupil. 
Old  Miss  Honeyman  is  one  of  those 
cards  which  we  call  trumps,  —  so  was 
old  Honeyman  a  trump ;  but  Charles 
and  his  sister — " 

I  stamped  on  F.  B/s  foot  under 
the  table.  He  seemed  to  have  forgot- 
ten that  he  was  about  to  speak  of 
dive's  mother. 

"  Hem  !  of  your  poor  mother,  I  — 
hem  —  I  may  say  vidi  tantum.  I 
scarcely  knew  her.  She  married 
very  young;  as  I  was  when  she  left 
Borhambury.  But  Charles  exhibit- 
ed his  character  at  a  very  early  age, 
—  and  it  was  not  a  charming  one,  — 
no,  by  no  means  a  model  of  virtue. 
He  always  had  a  genius  for  running 
into  debt.  He  borrowed  from  every 
one  of  the  pupils, — ^^I  don't  know 
how  he  spent  it  except  in  hardbake 
and  alycompaine,  —  and  even  from 
old  Nosey's  groom,  —  pardon  me,  we 
used  to  call  vour  grandfather  by  that 
playful  epithet  (boys  will  be  boys, 
yon  know), — even  from  the  Doctor's 
groom  he  took  money,  and  I  recollect 
thrashing  Charles  Honeyman  for  that 
disgraceful  action. 

"  At  college,  without  any  particu- 
lar show,  he  was  always  in  debt  and 
difficulties.  Take  warning  by  him, 
dear  youth  1    By  him  and  bv  me,  if 

Clike.  See  me,  —  me,  t.  Bay- 
,  descended  from  the  ancient  kings 
that  Ion;;  the  Tuscan  sceptre  swayed, 
dodge  down  a  street  to  get  out  of 
sight  of  a  boot-shop,  and  my  colossal 
frame  tremble  if  a  chap  puts  his  hand 
on  my  shoulder,  as  you  did,  Penden- 
n!5,  t'le  oth<*r  day  in  the  Strand,  when 
I  thought  a  straw  might  htive  knocked 


me  down !  I  have  had  my  errors, 
Clive.  I  know  'em.  I  'il  take  another 
pint  of  beer,  if  you  please.  Betsy,, 
has  Mrs.  Nokes  any  cold  meat  in  the 
bar  ?  and  an  accustomed  pickle  1 
Ha !  Give  her  my  compliments,  and 
say  E.  B.  is  hungry.  I  resume  my 
tale.  Faults  F.  B.  has,  and  knows 
it.  Humbue  he  may  have  been  some- 
times ;  but  I  'm  not  such  a  complete 
humbug  as  Honeyman." 

Clive  did  not  know  how  to  look  at 
this  character  of  his  relative;  but 
dive's  companion  burst  into  a  fit  of 
laughter,  at  which  F.  B.  nodded  grave- 
ly, and  resumed  his  narrative.  **  I 
don't  know  how  much  money  he  has 
had  from  your  governor,  but  this  I 
can  say,  the  half  of  it  would  make 
F.  B.  a  happy  man.  I  don't  know 
out  of  how  much  the  reverend  party 
has  nobbled  his  poor  old  sister  at 
Brighton.  He  has  mortgaged  his 
chapel  to  Sherrick,  I  suppose  you 
know,  who  is  master  of  it,  and  could 
turn  him  out  anv  day.  I  don't  think 
Sherrick  is  a  bad  fellow.  I  think  he  's 
a  good  fellow ;  I  have  known  him  do 
many  a  good  turn  to  a  chap  in  mis- 
fortune He  wants  to  get  mto  soci- 
ety ;  what  more  natural  1  That  was 
why  you  were  asked  to  meet  him  the 
other  day,  and  why  he  asked  you  to 
dinner.  1  hope  you  had  a  good  one. 
I  wish  he  'd  ask  me. 

**  Then  Moss  has  got  Hone^-man's 
bills,  and  Moss's  brother-in  law  in 
Cursitor  Street  has  taken  possession 
of  his  revered  person.  He  's  verv 
welcome.  One  Jew  has  the  chapel, 
another  Hebrew  has  the  clergyman. 
It's  singular,  ain't  it?  Sherrick 
might  turn  Lady  Whittlesea  into  a 
synagogue  and  have  the  Chief  Rabhi 
into  the  pulpit,  where  my  uncle  the 
Bishop  has  given  out  the  text. 

'*  The  shares  of  that  concern  ain't 
a.t  a  premium.  I  have  had  immense 
fun  with  Sherrick  about  it.  I  like 
the  Hebrew,  sir.  He  maddens  with 
rage  when  F.  B.  goes  and  asks  him 
whether  any  more  pews  are  let  over- 
head. Honeyman  begged  and  bor- 
rowed in  order  to  buy  out  the  last 
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man.  I  remember  when  the  specula- 
tion was  famous,  when  all  the  boxes 
(I  nlean  the  pews)  were  taken  for  the 
season,  and  you  couldn't  get  a  place, 
come  ever  so  early.  Then  Iloney- 
man  was  spoilt,  and  gave  his  sermons 
over  and  over  a^^ain.  People  got  sick 
of  seeing  the  old  humbug  cry,  the  old 
crocodile  !  Then  we  tried  the  musi- 
cal dodge.  F.  B.  came  forward,  sir, 
there.  That  vms  a  coup  :  I  did  it,  sir. 
Bellew  would  n't  have  sung  for  any 
man  but  me, —  and  for  two-und-twen- 
tv  months  I  kept  him  as  sober  as  Fa- 
ther Matthew.  Then  Honey  man  did 
i\t  pay  him  ;  there  was  a  row  in  the 
'«acred  building,  and  Bellew  retired. 
Then  Sherrick  must  meddle  in  it. 
And,  having  heard  a  chap  out  Hamp- 
stead  way  who  Sherrick  thought 
would  do,  Honeyman  was  forced  to 
engage  him,  regardless  of  expense. 
You  recollect  the  fellow,  sir.  The 
Reverend  Simeon  Raw  kins,  the  low- 
■est  of  the  Low  Church,  sir,  —  a  red- 
haired,  dumpy  man,  who  gasped  at 
his  lis  and  spoke  with  a  Lancashire 
'twang,  —  he  d  no  more  do  for  M«y 
Fair  than  Grimaldi  for  Macbeth.  He 
and  Honeyman  used  to  fight  like  cat 
and  dog  in  the  vestry  ;  and  he  drove 
away  a  third  part  of  the  congrega- 
tion. He  was  an  honest  man  and  an 
•able  man,  too,  though  not  a  sound 
Churchman  (F.  B.  said  this  with  a 
-very  edifying  gravity) ;  I  told  Sher- 
'rick  this  the  very  day  I  heard  him. 
'And,  if  he  had  spoken  to  me  on  the 
subject,  I  might  have  saved  him  a 
pretty  penny,  —  a  precious  deal  more 
than  the  paltry  sum  which  he  and 
T  had  a  quarrel  about  at  that  time,  — 
a  matter  of  business,  sir, —  a  pecun- 
iary difference  about  a  small  thre6- 
months'  thing  which  caused  a  tempo- 
rary estrangement  between  us.  As 
for  Honeyman,  he  used  to  cry  about 
it.  Your  uncle  is  great  in  the  lach- 
rymatory line,  Clive  Newcome.  He 
used  to  go,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  to 
Sherrick,  and  implore  him  not  to 
have  Rawkins,  but  he  would.  And 
I  must  say  for  poor  Charles  that  the 
"^•ulure  of  Lad  J  Whittlesea's  has  not 


been  altogether  Charles's  fault ;  and 
that  Sherrick  has  kicked  down  that 
property. 

"  Well  then,  sir,  poor  Charles 
thought  to  make  it  all  right  by  mar- 
rying Mrs.  Brumby  1  —  and  she  was 
very  fond  of  him  and  the  thing  was 
all  but  done,  in  spite  of  her  sons, 
who  were  in  a  rage  as  you  may  fancy. 
But  (  harley,  sfr,  has  such  a  propen- 
sity for  humbug  that  he  will  tell  lies 
when  there  is  no  earthly  good  in  ly- 
ing. He  represented  his  chnpel  at 
twelve  hundred  a  year,  his  private 
means  as  so  and  so;  and  wnen  he 
came  to  book  up  with  Briggs,  the 
lawyer,  Mrs.  Brumby's  brother,  it 
was  found  that  he  lied  and  prevari- 
cated so  that  the  widow,  in  actual 
disgust,  would  have  nothing  more  to 
do  with  him.  She  was  a  good  wo- 
mim  of  business  and  managed  the 
hat-shop  for  nine  years  whilst  poor 
Brumby  was  at  Doctor  Tokely's.  A 
first-rate  shop  it  was  too.  1  intro- 
duced Charles  to  it.  My  uncle,  tl.e 
Bishop,  had  his  shovels  there :  and 
they  used  for  a  considerable  period  to 
cover  thk  humble  roof  with  tiles," 
said  F.  B.,  tapping  his  capacious 
forehead ;  "  I  am  sure  he  mi^ht  have 
had  Brumby,"  he  added,  in  his  mel- 
ancholy tonc-s,  "  but  for  those  un- 
lucky lies.  She  did  n't  want  monej. 
She  had  plenty.  She  longed  to  get 
into  society  and  vas  bent  on  marry- 
ing a  gentleman. 

"  But  what  I  can't  pardon  in  Hon- 
eyman is  the  way  in  which  he  has 
done  pool  old  Ridley  and  his  wife. 
I  took  hint  there,  vou  know,  thinking 
they  would  send  their  bills  in  once  a 
month;  that  he  was  doing  a  good 
business  ;  in  fact,  that  I  had  put  'em 
into  a  good  thing.  And  the  fellow 
has  told  me  a  score  of  times  that  he 
and  the  Ridleys  were  all  rijiht.  But 
he  has  not  only  not  paid  his  lodgings, 
but  he  has  had  money  of  them  ;  he 
has  given  dinners  ;  he  has  made  Rid- 
ley pay  for  wine.  He  has  kept  pay- 
ing lodgers  out  of  the  house,  and  he 
tells  me  all  this  With  a  burst  of  tears, 
when  he  sent  for  me  to  Lazarus 's  to 
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night,  and  I  irent  to  him,  sir,  because 
he  was  in  distress,  —  went  into  the 
lion's  den,  sir  !  "  says  F.  B.,  looking 
round  nobly.  "  I  don't  know  how 
much  he  owes  them;  because,  of 
course,  you  know,  the  sum  he  men- 
tions ain't  the  right  one.  He  never 
does  tell  the  truth,  —  does  Charles. 
Butlhink  of  the  pluck  of  those  good 
Ridleys  never  saying  a  single  word  to 
F.  B.  about  the  debt !  *  We  are  poor, 
but  we  have  saved  some  monev  and 
can  lie  out  of  it.  And  we  think  Mr. 
Honeyman  will  pay  us,'  says  Mrs. 
Ridley  to  me  this  very  evening.  And 
she  thrilled  my  heart-strings,  sir ;  and 
I  took  her  in  my  arms,  and  kissed 
the  old  woman,"  says  Bayham ;  *'  and 
I  rather  astonished  little  Miss  Cann, 
and  young  J.  J.,  who  came  in  with  a 
picture  under  his  arm.  But  she  said 
she  had  kissed  Master  Frederick  long 
before  J.  J.  was  bom,  —  and  so  she 
had  :  that  good  and  faithful  servant, 
—  and  my  emotion  in  embracing  her 
was  manly,  sir,  manly." 

Here  old  Betsy  came  in  to  say  that 
the  supper  "was  a  waitin'  for  Mr. 
Bayham  and  it  was  a  gettin'  very 
late  " ;  and  we  left  F.  B.  to  his  meal ; 
and,  bidding  adieu  to  Mrs.  Nokes, 
Clive  and  I  went  each  to  our  habitar 
tion. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

IN     WHICH     COLONEL     NEWCOME'S 
HORSES  ARE   SOLD. 

•  At  an  hour  early  the  next  morning 
I  was  not  surprised  to  see  Colonel  New- 
come  at  my  chambers,  to  whom  Clive 
had  communicated  Bayham's  impor- 
tant news  of  the  night  before.  The 
Colonel's  object,  as  any  one  who  knew 
him  need  scarcely  be  told,  was  to  res- 
cue his  brother-in-law ;  and  being  ig- 
norant of  lawyers,  sheriffs'  officers,  and 
their  proceedings,  he  bethought  him 
that  he  would  apply  to  Lamb  Court 
for  information,  and  in  so  far  showed 
some  prudence,  for  at  least  I  knew 
more  of  the  world  and  its  ways  than 
TBKj  simple  dient,  and  was  enabled  to 
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make  better  terms  for  the  unfortunate 
prisoner,  or  rather  for  Colonel  New- 
come,  who  was  the  real  sufferer,  than 
Honevman's  creditors  might  other- 
wise have  been  disposed  to  give. 

I  thought  it  would  he  more  prudent 
that  our  good  Samaritan  should  not 
see  the  victim  of  rogues  whom  he  was 
about  to  succor ;  and  left  him  te  en- 
tertain himself  with  Mr.  Warrington 
in  Lamb  Court,  while  I  sped  to  the 
lock-up  house,  where  the  Ma^  Fair  pet 
was  confined.  A  sickly  smile  played 
over  his  countenance  as  he  beheld  me 
when  I  was  ushered  to  his  private  room. 
The  reverend  gentleman  was  not 
shaved ;  he  had  partaken  of  breakfast. 
I  saw  a  glass  which  had  once  con- 
tained brandy  on  the  dirty  tray  where- 
on his  meal  was  placed :  a  greasy  novel 
from  a  Chanoeiy  Lane  library  lay  cm 
the  table ;  but  he  was  at  present  oc- 
cupied in  writing  one  or  more  of  those 
great  long  letters,  those  laborious,  or< 
nate,  eloquent  statements,  those  doc- 
uments so  profusely  underlined,  in 
which  the  machinations  of  villains  are 
laid  bare  with  italic  fervor ;  the  cold- 
ness, to  use  no  harsher  phrase,  of 
friends  on  whom  reliance  mght  have 
been  placed;  the  outrageous  conduct 
of  Solomons  ;  the  astonishing  failurer 
of  Smith  to  pay  a  sum  of  money  on 
which  he  had  counted  as  on  the  6ank 
of  England;  finally,  the  infallible  cer- 
tainty of  repaying  (with  what  heartfelt 
thanks  need  not  be  said)  the  loan  of  so 
many  pounds  next  Saturday  week  tU 
farthest.  All  this,  which  some  readers 
in  the  course  of  their  experience  have 
read  no  doubt  in  many  handwritings, 
was  duly  set  forth  by  poor  Honeyman. 
There  was  a  wafer  in  a  wineglass  on 
the  table,  and  the  bearer  no  doubt  be- 
low to  carry  the  missive.  They  always 
send  these  letters  by  a  messenger,  who 
is  introduced  in  the  postscript ;  he  is 
always  sitting  in  the  hall  when  you 
get  the  letter,  and  is  "  a  young  man 
waiting  for  an  answer,  please." 

No  one  can  suppose  that  Honeyman 
laid  a  complete  statement  of  his  affairs 
before  the  negotiator  who  was  charged 
to  look  into  them.     No  debtor  does 
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confess  an  his  debts,  but  breaks  them 
gradually  to  his  manof  business,  factor 
or  benefactor,  leading  him  on  from  sur- 
prise to  surprise ;  and  when  he  is  in 
possession  or  the  tailor's  litde  account, 
introducing  him  to^the  boot- maker. 
Honeymairs  schedule  I  felt  perfectly 
certain  was  not  correct.  The  dietain- 
ers  against  him  were  triBing.  **  Moss 
of  Wardour  Street,  one  hundred  and 
twenty,  —  I  believe  I  ha^t  paid  him 
thousands  in  this  very  transaction," 
ejaculates  Honeyman.  "  A  heartless 
West  End  tradesman  hearing  of  my 
misfortune,  —  these  people  are  ail 
linked  tocher,  my  dear  Pendennis, 
and  rush  like  Toltnres  upon  their  prey ! 

—  WaddiloYe,  the  tailor,  has  another 
writ  out  for  nine^-eight  pounds:  a 
man  whom  I  have  made  by  my  rec- 
ommendations!  Tobbins,  the  boot* 
maker,  his  neighbor  in  Jermyn  Street, 
Ibrty-one  pounds  more,  and  that  is  all, 

—  I  give  you  my  word,  all.  In  afrw 
months,  when  my  pew-rents  will  be 
coming  in,  I  should  have  settled  with 
those  cormorants  ;  otherwise,  my  total 
and  irretrievable  ruin,  and<  the  disgrace 
and  humiliation  of  a  prison  aMend  me. 
I  know  it ;  lean  bear  it ;  I  have  been 
wretchedly  weak,  Pendennis;  I  can 
say  mea  culpa,  mea  maxima  culpa,  and 
I  can  —  bear —  my  -^  penalty."  In 
his  finest  moments  he  was  never  more 
pathetic.  He  turned  his  head  away, 
and  concealed  it  in  a  handkerchief  not 
so  white  as  those  which  veiled  his  emo^ 
lions  at  Lady  Whittlesea's. 

How  by  degrees  this  slippery  peni« 
tent  was  induced  to  make  other  con- 
fessions ;  how  we  got  an  idea  of  Mrs. 
Ridley's  aoeoont  firom  him,  of  his 
dealings  with  Mr.  Shenick,  need  not 
be  mentioned  here.  The  conclusion 
to  which  Colonel  Newoome's  ambas- 
sador came  was,  that  to  help  such  a 
man  would  be  quite  useless ;  and  that 
the  Fleet  Prison  would  be  a  most 
wholesome  retreat  for  this  most  reck- 
less divine.  Ere  the  day  was  out, 
Messrs.  Waddilove  and  Tobbins  had 
conferred  with  their--  neighbor  in  St. 
James's,  Mr.  Brace;  and  there  came  ' 
a  detainer  from  that  haberdasher  for 


gloves,  etavats;  and  pocket-handker' 
chiefs,  that  might  have  done  credit  to 
the  most  dandified  young  Guardsman. 
Mr.  Warrington  was  on  Mr.  Penden- 
nis's  side,  and  urged  that  the  law 
should  take  its  course.  "  Why  help 
a  man/'  said  he,  "  who  will  not  help 
himself?  Let  the  law  sponge  out  the 
fellow's  debts;  set  him  going  again 
with  twentv  pounds  when  he  quits  the 
prison^  and  get  him  a  chaplaincy  in 
the  Isle  of  Man." 

I  saw  by  the  Colonel's  grave  kind 
fare  that  these  hard  opinions  did  not 
suit  him.  **  At  all  events,  sir,  promise 
us/'  we  said,  "that  you  will  pay 
nothing  yourself,  —  that^ou  won't  see 
Honeyman's  creditors,  and  let  people, 
who  know  the  world  better,  deal  with 
him."  "  Know  the  world,  young 
man  !  "  cries  Kewcome ;  "  I  should 
think  if  I  don't  know  the  world,  at 
my  age,  I  never  shall."  And  if  he 
had  lived  to  be  as  old  as  Jabalcd,  a 
hoy  could  still  have  cheated  him. 

*'  I  do  not  scruple  to  tell  you,"  he 
said,  alter  a  pause,  during  which  a 
plenty  of  smoKe  was  delivered  from 
the  council  of  three,  "  that  I  have  — 
a  fund  ^<  which  I  bad  set  aside  for 
mere  purposes  of  pleasure^  I  give  you 
my  word,  and  a  part  of  which  I  shall 
think  it  mv  duty  to  devote  to  poor 
Honeyman  s  distresses.  The  fund  is 
not  large.  The  monev  was  intended 
in  fact : -^  however,  there  it  is.  If 
Pendennis  will  go  round  to  these 
tradesmen,  and  make  some  ccmLcsi- 
tion  with  them,  as  their  prices  nave 
been  no  doubt  enormou^'  exagger- 
ated, I  see  no  harm.  Besides  the 
tradesfolk,  there  is  good  Mrs.  Bidley 
and  Mr.  Sherrit-k,  —  we  must  see 
them  ;  and,  if  we  can,  set  this  luck- 
less Charles  again  on  his  legs.  We 
have  read  of  other  prodigals  who 
were  kindly  treated;  and  we  may 
have  debts  of  our  owa  to  forgive, 
boys." 

Into  Mr.  Sherriek's  account  we  had 
no  need  to  enter.  That  gentleman 
had  acted  with  perfect,  fairness  by 
Honeyman.  He  Xaughtngly  said  to 
us,  "  Xou  donft  imagio&I  would  lend 
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fiiat  chap  a  shillin;^  without  security  ? 
I  w  11  give  him  fifty  or  a  hundred. 
Xlsre  's  one  of  his  notes,  with  what- 
doyoucaU'em's  —  that  rum  fellow 
Bayham's  —  name  as  drawer.  A 
nice  pair,  ain't  tUey  ?  Pooh !  /  shall 
neTcr  touch  'em.  I  lent  some  money 
OB  the  shop  overhead/'  says  Sherrick, 

eoindng  to  the  ceiling,  (we  were  in 
is  counting-house  in  the  cellar  of 
Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel)^  ''  because 
I  thought  it  was  a  good  speculation. 
And  so  it  was  at  first  The  people 
liked  Honeyman.  All  the  nobs  cume 
to  hear  him.  Now  the  speculation 
ain''t  so  good.  He  *&  used  up.  A 
chap  can't  be  expected  to  last  forever. 
When  I  first  engaged  Mademoiselle 
Bravura  at  my  theatre,  you  could  n't 

fit  a  place  for  three  weeks  together, 
he  next  year  she  didn't  draw  twenty 
pounds  a  week.  So  it  was  with  Pot- 
tle, and  the  regular  drama  humbug. 
At  first  it  was  all  very  well.  Good 
business,  good  houses,  our  immortal 
bard,  and  tliat  sort  of  game.  They 
engaged  the  tigers  and  the  French 
ri£ng  people  over  the  way ;  and 
there  was  Pottle  bellowing  away  in 
my  place  to  the  orchestra  and  the 
orders.  It 's  aAi  a  speculation.  I  've 
speculated  in  about  pretty  much  every- 
toing  that  's  going :  in  theatres,  in 
joint-stock  jo&,  in  building  ground, 
in  bills,  in  gas  and  insurance  compa- 
nies, and  in  this  chapel.  Poor  old 
Honeyman  !  I  won't  hurt  him. 
About  that  other  chap  I  put  in  to 
do  the  first  business,  —  that  red- 
haired  chap,  Bawkins,  —  I  think  I 
wi^i  wrong,  I  think  he  injured  the 
property.  Bat  I  don't  know  every- 
thing, yon  know.  I  was  n't  bred  to 
know  about  parsons,  —  quite  the  re- 
verse. I  thought,  when  1  hentl  Baw- 
kins  at  Hampstcnid,  be  was  just  the 
thing.  I  used  to  go  about,  sir,  just 
as  I  did  to  the  provinces,  when  I  had 
the  theatre,  —  Camberwell,  Islington, 
Kennington,  Clapton,  all  about,  and 
hear  the  young  cnaps.  Have  a  glass 
of  sherry ;  and  here  *s  better  luck  to 
Honeyman.  As  for  that  Colonel,  he 's 
m  trump,  sir !    I  never  see  such  a  man. 


I  have  tO'  deal  with  snch  a  precious 
lot  of  rogues :  in  the  City  and  out  of 
it,  among  the  swells  and  all  you  know, 
that  to  see  such  a  fellow  refreshes  me ; 
and  I  'd  do  anything  for  him.  You  've 
made  a  good  thing  of  that  Pall  Mall 
Gazette!  I  tried  papers  too;  but 
mine  did  n't  do.  I  don't  know  why. 
I  tried  a  Tory  one,  moderate  Liberal, 
and  out -ana -out  uncompromising 
Badical.  I  say,  what  d'  ye  think  of 
a  religious  paper,  the  Catechism,  or 
some  such  name  ?  Would  Honeyman 
do  as  editor  ?  I  'm  afraid  it 's  all  uu 
with  the  poor  cow  at  the  chapel. 
And  I  parted  with  Mr.  Sherrick,  not 
a  little  ^ified  by  his  talk,  and  greatly 
relieved  as  to  Honeyman's  fate.  The 
tradesmen  of  Honeyman's  body  were 
appeased ;  and  as  for  Mr.  Moss,  when 
he  found  that  the  curate  had  no 
effects,  and  must  go  before  the  Insol- 
vent Court,  unless  Moss  chose  to  take 
the  composition,  which  we  were  em- 
powered to  offer  him,  he  too  was 
brought  to  hear  reason,  and  parted 
with  the  stamped  paper  on  which  Was 
poor  Honeyman's  signature.  O  ur  ne- 
gotiation had  like  to  have  come  to  an 
end  by  Clive's  untimely  indignation, 
who  offered  at  one  stage  of  the  pro- 
ceedings to  pitch  young  Moss  out  of 
window;  but  nothing  came  of  this 
"most  nngentlebadlike  beayvior  on 
Noocob's  part,"  further  than  remon- 
strance and  delay  in  the  proceedings ; 
and  Honeyman  preached  a  lovely  ser- 
mon at  Lady  Whittlesea's  the  very 
next  Sunday.  He  had  made  himself 
much  liked  in  the  sponging  -  house, 
and  Mr.  Lazarus  said,  "  If  he  had  n't 
a  got  out  time  enough,  I  'd  a  let  him 
out  for  Sunday,  and  sent  one  of  my 
men  with  him  to  show  him  the  way 
'ome,  you  know ;  for  when  a  gentle- 
man behaves  as  a  gentleman  to  me,  I 
behave  as  a  gentleman  to  him." 

Mrs.  Bidley's  account,  and  it  was  a 
long  one,  was  paid  without  a  single 
question,  or  the  deduction  of  a  iar- 
tnins: ;  but  the  Colonel  rather  sickened 
of  Honeyman's  expressions  of  raptur- 
ous gratitude,  and  received  his  profes- 
sions of  mingled  contrition  and  delicrht 
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very  coolly.  "My  boy,"  says  the 
father  to  Clive,  "you  see  to  what 
straits  debt  brings  a  man,  to  tamper 
with  truth,  to  have  to  cheat  th6  poor. 
Think  of  flying  before  a  washerwo- 
man, or  humbling  yourself  to  a  tailor, 
or  eating  a  poor  man's  children's 
bread  ! "  Clive  blushed,  I  thought, 
and  looked  rather  coniiised. 

"O  father,"  says  he,  "I  — I'm 
afraid  I  owe  some  money  too,  —  not 
much ;  but  about  forty  pounds,  five- 
and- twenty  for  cigars,  and  fifteen  I 
borrowed  of  Pendennls,  and  —  and  — 
I  've  been  devilish  annoyed  about  it 
all  this  time." 

"  You  stupid  boy,"  says  the  father, 
"I  knew  about  the  cigars  bill,  and 
paid  it  last  week.  Anything  I  have 
is  yours,  you  know.  As- long  as  there 
is  a  guinea,  there  is  half  for  you.  See 
that  every  shilling  we  owe  is  paid 
before  —  before  a  week  is  over.  And 
go  down  and  ask  Binnie  if  I  can  see 
him  in  his  study.  I  want  to  have 
some  conversation  with  him."  When 
Clive  was  gone  away,  he  said  to  me, 
in  a  very  sweet  voice,  "  In  God's 
name,  keep  my  boy  out  of  debt  when 
I  am  gone,  Arthur.  I  sl^all  return  to 
India  very  soon." 

"  Very  soon,  sir !  You  have  an- 
other year's  leave,"  said  I. 

"  Yes,  but  no  allowances  you  know ; 
and  this  affair  of  Honey  man's  has 
pretty  nearly  emptied  the  little  purse 
I  had  set  aside  for  European  expenses. 
They  have  been  very  much  heavier 
than  I  expected.  As  it  is,  I  overdrew 
my  account  at  my  brother's,  and  have 
been  obliged  to  draw  money  from  my 
agents  in  Calcutta.  A  year  sooner  or 
later  (unless  two  of  our  senior  officers 
had  died,  when  I  should  have  got  my 
promotion  and  full  colonel's  pay  with 
It,  and  proposed  to  remain  in  this 
country), — a  year  sooner  or  later, 
what  does  it  matter  ?  Clive  will  go 
away  and  work  at  his  art,  and  see  the 
great  schools  of  painting  while  I  am 
absent  I  thought  at  one  time  how 
pleasant  it  would  be  to  accompany 
nim.  But  Vhomme  propose^  Pendennis. 
"''  fancy  now  a  lad  is  not  the  better  for 


being  always  tied  to  his  parent's  apron- 
string.  You  young  fellows  are  too 
clever  for  me.  I  have  n't  learned 
your  ideas  or  read  your  hooks.  I  feel 
myself  very  often  an  old  damper  in 
your  company.  I  will  go  back,  sir, 
where  I  have  some  friends,  and  where 
I  am  somebody  still.  I  know  an 
honest  face  or  two,  white  and  brown, 
that  will  lighten  up  in  the  old  regi- 
ment when  they  see  Tom  Newcome 
again.  God  bless  you,  Arthur.  You 
young  fellows  in  this  country  have 
such  cold  ways  that  we  old  ones 
hardly  know  how  to  like  you  at  first. 
James  Binnie  and  I,  when  we  first 
came  home,  used  to  talk  you  over,  and 
think  you  laughed  at  us.  But  you 
did  n't,  I  know.  God  Almighty  bless 
you,  and  send  you  a  good  wife,  and 
make  a  good  man  of  you.  I  have 
bought  a  watch,  which  I  would  like 
you  to  wear  in  remembrance  of  me 
and  my  boy,  to  whom  you  were  so 
kind  when  you  were  boys  together  in 
the  old  Grevfriars."  I  took  his  hand, 
and  uttered  some  incoherent  words 
of  affection  and  respect.  Did  not 
Thomas  Newcome  merit  both  from 
all  who  knew  him  ? 

His  resolution  being  taken,  our 
good  Colonel  began  to  make  silent 
but  effectual  preparations  for  his  com- 
ing departure.  He  was  pleased  dur- 
ing these  last  days  of  his  stay  to  give 
me  even  more  of  his  confidence  than 
I  had  previously  enjoyed,  and  was 
kind  enough  to  say  that  he  regarded 
me  almost  as  a  son  of  his  own,  and 
hoped  I  would  act  as  elder  brother 
and  guardian  to  Clive.  Ah !  who  is 
to  guard  the  guardian  ?  The  younger 
brother  had  many  nobler  qualities 
than  belonged  to  the  elder.  The 
world  had  not  hardened  Clive,  nor 
even  succeeded  in  spoiling  him.  I 
perceive  I  am  diverging  from  his  his- 
tory into  that  of  another  person,  and 
will  return  to  the  subject  proper  of  the 
book. 

Colonel  Newcome  expressed  him- 
self as  being  particularly  touched  and 
pleased  with  nis  frien<l  Binnie's  con- 
duct, now  that  the  Colonel's  departure 
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was  determined.  "James  is  one  of 
the  most  generous  of  men,  Pendennis, 
and  1  am  proud  to  be  put  under  an 
obligation  to  him,  and  to  tell  it  too. 
I  hired  this  house,  as  you  are  aware, 
of  our  speculative  friend  Mr.  Sherrick, 
and  am  answerable  for  the  payment 
of  the  rent  till  the  expiry  of  the  lease. 
James  has  taken  the  matter  off  my 
hands  entirely.  The  place  is  greatly 
too  large  for  him,  but  he  says  that  he 
likes  it,  and  intends  to  stay,  and  that 
his  sister  and  niece  shall  be  his  house- 
keepers. Clive —  (here,  perhaps,  the 
speaker's  voice  drops  a  little)  —  Clive 
will  be  the  son  of  the  house  still,  hon- 
est James  says,  and  Grod  bless  him. 
James  is  richer  than  I  thought  by  near 
A  lakh  of  rupees,  —  and  here  is  a  hint 
for  you.  Master  Arthur.  Mr.  Binnie 
has  declared  to  me  in  confidence  that 
if  his  niece.  Miss  Rosey,  shall  marry 
a  person  of  whom  he  approves,  he 
will  leave  her  a  considerable  part  of 
his  fortune." 

The  Colonel's  confidant  here  said 
that  his  own  arrangements  were  made 
in  another  quarter,  to  which  state- 
ment the  Colonel  replied  knowingly, 
**  I    thought  so.    A  little  bird  has 
whispered  to  me  the  name  of  a  certain 
Miss  A.    I  knew  her  grandfather,  an 
accommodating  old  gentleman,  and  I 
borrowed  some  money  from  him  when 
I  was  a  subaltern  at  Calcutta.    I  tell 
you    in  strict    confidence,  my  dear 
young  friend,  that  I  hope  and  trust  a 
certain  young  gentleman  of  your  ac- 
quaintance may  be  induced  to  think 
how  good  and  pretty  and  sweet-tem- 
pered a  girl  Miss  Mackenzie  is,  and 
that  she  may  be  brought  to  like  him. 
If  you  young  men  would  marry  in 
good  time  good  and  virtuous  women, 
—  as    I    am    sure  J- ahem!  —  Miss 
Amory  is,  —  half  the  temptations  of 
your  j^outh  would  be  avoided.     You 
woula  neither  be  dissolute,  as  many  of 
you  seem  to  be,  nor  cold  and  selfish, 
which  are  worse  vices  still.     And  my 
prayer  is,  that   my   Clive  may  cast 
anchor  early  out   of   the    reach    of 
temptation,  and  mate  with  some  such 
kin^!  girl  r-s  Binnie's  niece.    When  I 


first  came  home  I  formed  other  plan^ 
for  him  which  could  not  be  brought  to 
a  successful  issue ;  and  knowing  his 
ardent  disposition,  and  having  kept 
an  eye  on  the  young  rogue's  conduct, 
I  tremble  lest  bome  mischance  with  a 
woman  should  befall  him,  and  long  to 
have  him  out  of  danger." 

So  the  kind  scheme  of  the  two  elders 
was,  that  their  young  ones  should 
marry  and  be  happy  ever  after,  like 
the  Frince  and  Princess  of  the  Fairy 
Tale;  and  dear  Mrs.  Mackenzie  — 
(have  I  said  that  at  the  commence- 
ment of  her  visit  to  her  brother  she 
made  almost  open  love  to  the  Colo- 
nel 1  )  —  dear  Mrs.  Mack  was  content 
to  forego  her  own  chances  so  that  her 
darling  Rosey  might  be  happy.  We 
used  to  laugh  and  say  that,  as  soon 
as  Clive's  father  was  gone,  Josey 
would  be  sent  for  to  join  Rosey.  But 
little  Josey  being  under  her  grand- 
mother's sole  influence  took  a  most 
gratifying  and  serious  turn ;  wrote 
letters,  in  which  she  questioned  the 
morality  of  operas.  Towers  of  Lon- 
don, and  wax-works ;  and,  before  a 
year  was  out,  married  Elder  Bogie,  of 
Dr.  M'Craw's.  Church. 

Presently  was  to  be  read  in  the 
Morning  Post  an  advertisement  of  the 
sale  of  three  horses  (the  description 
and  pedigree  following),  "  the  proper- 
ty of  an  officer  returning  to  India. 
Apply  to  the  groom,  at  the  stables, 
1.50  Fitzroy  Square." 

The  Court  of  Directors  invited 
Lieutenant-Colonel  Newcome  to  an 
entertainment  given  to  Major-General 
Sir  Ralph  Spurrier,  K.  C.  B.,  ap- 
pointed Commander-in-Chief  at  Ma- 
dras. Clive  was  asked  to  this  dinner 
too,  "  and  the  governor's  health  was 
drunk,  sir,"  Clive  said,  "  after  dinner, 
and  the  dear  old  fellow  made  such  a 
good  speech,  in  returning  thanks  ! " 

He,  Clive,  and  I  made  a  pilgrimage 
to  Greyfriars,  and  had  the  Green  to 
ourselves,  it  being  the  Bartlemytide 
vacation,  and  the  boys  all  away.  One 
of  the  good  old  Poor  Brothers,  whom 
we  both  recollected,  accompanif 
round  the  place;  and  we  sat 
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while  in  Captaitt  Scsrsdale'ff  little 
room  (he  had.  been  a  Peninsular  offi- 
cer,  who  had  sold  out,  and  was  fain  in 
his  old  age  to  retire  into  this  calm. re* 
treat).  And  we  talked,  as  old  school- 
mates and  lovers  talk,  about  subjects 
interesting,  to  school-mates  and  lovers 
only. 

One  by  one  the  Colonel  took  leave 
of  his  mends,  young  and  old;  ran 
down  to  Newcome,  and  gave  Mrs. 
Mason  a  parting  benediction ;.  slept 
a  night  at  Tom  Smith's,  and  passed 
a  dav  with  Jack  Brown ;  went  to  all 
the  boys'  and  girls'  schools  where  his 
little  proteg^  were,  so  as  to  be  able  to 
take  the  very  last  and  most  authen- 
tic account  of  the  young  folks  to  their 
parents  in  India ;  spent  a  week  at  Mar- 
ole  Head,  and  shot  partridges  thei-e, 
but  for  which  entertainment^  Clive 
said,  the  place  would  have  been  intol- 
erable ;  and  thence  proceeded  to  Brigh- 
ton to  pass  a  little  time  with  good 
Miss  HoneymaUk  As  for  Sir  Brian's 
family,  when  Parliament  broke  up  of 
course  they  did  not  stay  in  town. 
Barnes,  of  course,  had  par*  of  a  moor 
in  Scotland,  whither  his  uncle  and 
cousin  did  not  follow  him.  The  rest 
went  abroad;  Sir  Brian  wanted  the 
waters  of  Aix-la-Chapelle.  The  broth- 
ers parted  very  good  friends ;  Lady 
Ann,' and  all  the  young  people,  heart- 
ily wished  him  farewell.  I  believe  Sir 
Brian  even  accompanied  the  Colonel 
down  stairs  from  the  drawing-room  in 
Park  Lane,  and  actually  came  out  and 
saw  his  brother  into  his  cab  (just  a» 
he  would  accompany  old  Lady  Bagges, 
"^hen  she  came  to  look  at  her  account 
at  the  bank,  from  the  parlor  to  her 
carriage).  But  as  for  Ethel  she  was 
not  going  to  be  put  off  with  this  sort 
of  parting ;  and  the  next  morning  a 
cab  dashS  up  to  Fitzroy  Square,  and 
a  veiled  lady  came  out  thence,  and  was 
closeted  with  Colonel  Newcome  for 
five  minutes,  and  when  he  led  her 
back  to  the  carriage  there  were  tears 
in  his  eyes. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  joked  about  the 
^ansaction  (having  watched  it  from 

"t  dining-roon^  wmdows),  and  askeci 


the  Colonel  who  his  sweetheart  was  1 
Newcome    replied  very   sternly   that 
he  hoped  no  one  would  ever  spenk 
lightly  of  that  young  lady,  whom  he 
loved  as  his  own  daughter;    and  I 
thong]|(  Bosey  looked  vexed  at  the 
praises  thus  bestowed.      This- was  the 
day  before  we  all  went  down  to  Brigh- 
ton.   Miss  Honeyman's  lodgings  were 
taken  for  Mr.  Binnie  and  his  ladies. 
CliT»   and  her  dearest  Colonel  had 
apartments  next  door.    Charles  Hon- 
eyman>  oame  down  and  preached  one 
of  his  very  best  sermons.    Fred  Bay- 
ham  was  there,  and  looked  particularly 
grand  and  noble  on.the  pier  and  the 
oliif.    I  ani  inclined  to  think  he  had 
had  some  explanation  with  Thomas 
Newcome,  wmch  had  placed  F.  B.  in 
a  state  of  at  le^st  tempoi'ary  prosper- 
ity.    Whom  did  he:not  benefit  whom 
he  knew,  and  what  eye  that  saw  him 
did  not  bless  him  ?    F.  B.  was  greats 
ly  affected  at  Charles's  sermon,  of 
which  our  partv  of  course  conM  sie 
the  allusions,    ^eara  actually  rolled 
down   his  brown  cheeks;  for   Fred 
was  a  man  very  easily  moved,  and, 
as  it  were,  a  softened  sinner.    Little 
Bosey  and  her  mother  i^bbed  audibly, 
greatly  to  the  surprise  of  stout  old 
Miss  Honeyman,  who  had  no.idea  of 
such  watery  exhibitions,  and  to  the 
discomfiture  of  poor  Newcome,  who 
was  annoyed  to  have  his  praises  even 
hinted  in  that  sacred  edifice.    Good 
Mr.  James  Binnie  came  for  once  to 
church;. and,  however  variously  their 
feelings   might   be  exhibited   or  r&# 
pressed,  I  think  there  was  not  one  of 
the  little  circle  there  assembled  who 
did  not  bring  to  the  place  a  humble 

{irayer  and  a  gentle  heart.  It  was  the 
ast  Sabbath-bdl  our  dear  friend  was 
to  hear  for  many  a  day  on  his  native 
shore.  The  great  sea.  washed  the 
beach  as  we  came  out,  blue  with  the 
reflection  of  the  skies,  and  its  innu- 
merable waves  crested  with  sunshine. 
I  see  the  good  man  and  his  boy  vet 
clinging  to  him  as  they  pace  together 
by  the  shore. 

The  Colonel  was  very  much  pleased 
by  a  visit  from  Mr.  Bidley,  and  the 
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commimication  whicli  he  made  (my 
Lord  Todmorden  has  a  mansion  and 
park  in  Sussex,  whence  Mr.  Kidley 
came  to  pay  his  duty  to  Colonel  New- 
come).  UJe  said  he.  **nfiver  could 
forget  the  kindneas  with  which  the 
Colonel  hare  a  treated  him.  His 
Lordship  have  taken,  a  yotang  man, 
which  Mr.  Ridley  had  brought  him 
up  under  his  own  eye,  and  can  an^ 
swer  for  him,  Mr.  B>  says,  with,  im- 

E unity  ^  and  whu:h  be  is  to  be  his 
lordship-s  own  man  for  the  future. 
And  his  Lordship  have  appointed  me 
his  steward,  and  having,  as  he  always 
her  been,  been  most  libioral  in  point 
of  sellary.  And  me  and  Mrs.  Ridley 
was  thinking,  sir,  most  respectfully, 
with  Te;;ard  to  our  son,  Mr.  John 
James  Ridley,  -^  43^  good,  and  honest 
&  youn^  man,  which  I  am  proud  to 
say  it,  that  if  Mr.  Clive  goes  abroad 
we  should  be  most  proud  aiid  happy 
if  John  James  went  with  him.  And 
thfi  money  which  yon  have  paid 
US  so  handsome*.  Colond,  he  muiU 
hare  it;  which  it  was  the  excellent 
ideec  of  Miss  Cann ;  and.  my  ^Lord 
haiw  ordered  a  pictur  of  John  James 
in  the  most  libml  manner,. and  have 
asked  my  son.  to  dinner,  sir,  at  his 
Lordship's  own  table,,  which  I  have 
faithfully  served  him  five-and-thirty 
years."  Ridley's  voice  fairly  bro^ 
down  at  this  part  of  his  speech,  which 
evidently  was  a  studied  composition, 
and  he  uttered  no  more  of  it,  for  the 
Colonel  cordially  siiook  him  by  the 
hand;  and;  Clive  jumped  up. clapping 
his,  and  swring  that  it  was-  the  great- 
est wish  of  his  heart  tliat  J.  J.  and  he 
should  be  companions  in  France  and 
Italy.  "But  I  did  not  like  to  ask 
my  dear  old  lirther,"  he  said,  "  who 
has  had  so  m»ny  calls  on  his  purse, 
and  besides,  I  knew  that  J.  J.  was 
too  independent  to  eome  aa  my  fol- 
lower." 

The  Colonel's  berth  has  been  duly 
seonred  ere  now.  This  time  he  makes 
the  overland  journey ;  and  his  pas- 
sage is  to  Alexandria,  taken  in  one 
of  the  noble  ships  of  the  Peninsular 
and  Oriental  Company.    His  kit  is 


as. simple  as  a  subaltem's;  I  believ«, 
but  tor  Clive's  fiiendly  compulsion, 
he  would  have  carried  back  no  other 
than  the  old  uniform  which  has  served 
him  for  so  many  years.  Clive  and 
his  father  travelled  to  Southampton 
together  by  themselves.  F.  B.  and  I 
took  the  Southampton  coach :  we  had 
asked  leave  to  see  the  last  of  him,  and 
say  a  "Qod  bless  you"  to  our  dear 
okl  friend.  .  So  the  day  came  when  the 
vessel  was  to  sail.  We  saw  his  cabin, 
and  witnessed  all  the  bustle  and  stir 
on  board  the  good  ship  on  a  day  of 
departure.  Our  thoughts,  however, 
were  fixed  but  on  one  person,  —  the 
case,  no  doubt,  with  hundreds  more 
on  such  a  day.  There  was  many  a 
group  of  friends  closing  wistfully,  to- 
gether on  the  sunny  deck,  and  saying 
the  last  words  of  blessing  and  fare- 
well. The  bustle  of  the  ship  passes 
dimly  round  about'  them  ;  the  hurry- 
ing noise  of  crew  and  officers  run- 
ning on  their  duty ;  the  tramp  and 
song  of  the  men  at  the  capstan  bars ; 
the  bells  ranging,  as  the  hour  for 
departure  comei  nearer  and  nearer,  as 
mother  and  son,  father  and  daughter, 
husband  and  wife,  hold  hands  yet 
for  a  little  while.  We  saw  Clive  and 
his  father  talking  together  by  the 
wheeL  Then  they  went  below ;  and 
ft  passenger,  her  husband,  asked  me 
to  give  my  arm  to  an  almost  fainting 
lady,  and  to  lead  her  off  the  ship. 
Bayham  followed  us,  carrying  their 
two  children  in  his  armS)  as  the  hus- 
band turned  away,  and  walked  aft. 
The  last  bell  was  ringing,  and  they 
were  crying,  "Now  for  the  shore. 
The  whole  ship  had  begun  to  throb 
ere  this  and  its  great  wheels  to  beat 
the  water,  and  the  chimneys  had 
flung  out  their  black  signals  for  sail- 
ing. We  were  as  yet  close  on  the 
dock,  and  we  saw  Clive  coming  up 
from  below,  looking,  very  pale;  the 
plank  was  drawn  after  him  as  he 
stepped  on  land. 

Tnen,  with-  three  great  cheers  from 
the  dock,  and  from  the  crew  in  the 
bows,  and  from  the  passengers  on  the 
q^uarter-deck,  the  noble  ship  strike 
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the  first  stroke  of  her  destined  race, 
and  swims  away  towards  the  ocean. 
*'  There  he  is,  there  he  is,"  shouts 
Fred  Bayham,  waving  his  hat.  "  God 
bless  him,  God  bless  him  I "  I  scarce 
perceived  at  the  ship's  side,  beckoning 
an  adieu,  our  dear  old  friend,  when 
the  lady,  whose  husband  had  bidden 
me  to  lead  her  away  from  the  ship, 
tainted  in  my  arms.  Poor  soul !  Her, 
too,  has  fate  stricken.  Ah,  pangs  of 
hearts  torn  asunder,  passionate  re- 
grets, cruel,  cruel  partings  !  Shall 
you  not  end  one  day  ere  many  years ; 
when  the  tears  shall  be  wiped  from 
all  eyes,  and  there  shall  oe  neither 
sorrow  nor  pain? 


chapti:r  XXVII. 

YOUTH   AND   SUNSHINE. 

Although  Thomas  Newcome  was 
gone  back  to  India  in  search  of  more 
money,  finding  that  he  could  not  live 
upon  his  income  at'  home,  he  was 
nevertheless  rather  a  wealthy  man ; 
and  at  the  moment  of  his  departure 
from  Europe  had  two  lakhs  of  rupees 
invested  in  various  Indian  securities. 
"A  thousand  a  year,"  he  thought, 
"  more,  added  to  the  interest  accruing 
from  my  two  lakhs,  will  enable  us  to 
live  very  comfortably  at  home.  I  can 
give  Clive  ten  thousand  pounds  when 
he  marries,  and  five  hundred  a  year 
out  of  my  allowances.  If  he  gets  a 
wife  with  some  money,  they  may 
have  every  enjoyment  of  life;  and 
as  for  his  pictures,  he  can  paint  just 
as  few  or  as  many  of  those  as  he 
pleases."  Newcome  did  not  seem 
seriously  to  believe  that  his  son  would 
live  by  painting  pictures,  but  consid- 
ered Clive  as  a  young  prince  who 
chose  to  amuse  himself  with  painting. 
The  Muse  of  Fainting  is  a  lady  whose 
social  station  is  not  altogether  recog- 
nized with  us  as  yet.  The  polite 
world  permits  a  gentleman  to  amuse 
himself  with  her,  but  to  take  her  for 
better  or  for  worse !  forsake  all  other 
chances  and  cleave  nnto  her!  to  as- 


sume her  name  I  Many  a  respectable 
person  would  be  as  much  shocked  at 
the  notion,  as  if  his  son  had  married 
an  opera-dancer. 

Newcome  left  a  hundred  a  year  in 
England,  of  which  the  principal  sum 
was  to  be  transferred  to  his  boy  as 
soon  as  he  came  of  age.  He  endowed 
Clive  further  with  a  considerable  an- 
nual sum,  which  his  London  bankers 
would  pay:  ''And  if  these  are  not 
enough,"  says  he  kindly,  "  you  must 
draw  upon  my  agents,  Messrs.  Franks 
and  Merry  weather  at  Calcutta,  who 
will  receive  your  signature  just  as  if 
it  were  mine."  Before  going  away, 
he  introduced  Clive  to  F.  and  M.'s 
corresponding  London  house,  Jolly 
and  Baincs,  l^og  Court,  —  leading  out 
of  Leadenhall,  —  Mr.  Jolly,  a  myth 
as  regarded  the  firm,  now  married  to 
Lady  Julia  Jolly,  —  a  park  in  Kent,  — 
evangelical  interest,  — great  at  Exeter 
Hall  meetings,  —  knew  Clive's  grand- 
mother,—  that  is,  Mrs.  Newcome,  a 
most  admirable  woman.  Baines  lep- 
resents  a  bouse  in  the  Regent's  Park, 
with  an  emigrative  tendency  tow^ards 
Belgravia,  —  musical  daughters,  — 
Herr  Moscheles,  Benedick,  Ella, 
Osborne,  constantly  at  dinner,  —  so- 
natas in  P  flat  (op.  936),  composed 
and  dedicated  to  Miss  Euphemia 
Baines  by  her  most  obliged,  most 
obedient  servant,  Eerdinando  Blitz. 
Baines  hopes  that  his  young  friend 
will  come  constantly  to  York  Ter- 
race, where  the  girls  will  be  most 
happy  to  see  him ;  and  mentions  at 
home  a  singular  whim  of  Colonel^ 
Newcomers,  who  can  give  his  son 
twelve  or  fifteen  hundred  a  vear,  and 
makes  an  artist  of  him.  Euphemia 
and  Flora  adore  artists;  they  feel 
quite  interested  about  this  young 
man.  "  He  was  scribbling  caricatures 
,all  the  time  I  was  talking  with  his 
father  in  my  parlor."  says  Mr.  Baines, 
and  produces  a  sketch  of  an  orange- 
woman  near  the  Bank,  who  had 
struck  Clive's  eyes,  and  been  trans- 
ferred to  the  blotting-paper  in  Fog 
Court.  ^*  He  need  n't  do  anything," 
said  good-natured  Mr.    Baines.     **  I 
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'  guess  all  the    pictures    hell  paint 
won't  sell  for  much." 

"  Is  he  fond  of  music,  papa  ?  "  asks 
Miss.  **  What  a  pity  he  had  not 
come  to  our  last  evening ;  and  now 
the  season  is  over  !  '* 

"  And  Mr.  Newcome  is  going  out 
of  town.  He  came  to  me  to-day 
for  circular  notes, — ^says  he's  going 
through  Switzerland  and  into  Italy, 
—  lives  in  Charlotte  Street,  Fitzroy 
S  juare.  Queer  place,  ain't  it  ?  Put 
his  name  down  in  your  book,  and 
ask  him  to  dinner  next  season." 

Before  Olive  went  away,  he  had  an 
apparatus  of  easels,  sketching-stools, 
umbrellas,  and  painting- boxes,  the 
most  elaborate  and  beautiful  that 
Messrs.  Soap  and  Isaac  could  supply 
It  mide  J.  J.'s  eyes  glisten  to  see 
tho5(3  lovely  gimcraoks  of  art ;  those 
smooth  mill-boards,  those  slab-tinted 
sketching-blocks,  and  glistening  rows 
'  of  color-tubes  lying  in  their  boxes, 
which  seemed  to  cry,  "  Come,  squeeze 
ma."  If  painting-boxes  mide  paint- 
ers ;  if  sketching-stools  would  but  en- 
able one  to  sketch,  surely  I  would 
hasten  this  very  instant  to  Messrs. 
Soap  and  Isaac !  but,  alas !  these 
pretty  toys  no  more  m  ike  artists  than 
cowls  make  monk<;. 

As  a  proof  that  Clive  did  intend  to 
practise  his  profession,  and  to  live  by 
it  too,  at  this  time  he  took  four  sport- 
ing sketches  to  a  print-seller  in  the 
Haymarket,  and  disposed  of  them 
at  the  rate  of  seven  shillings  and  six 
j>ence  per  sketch.  His  exultation  at 
receiving  a  sovereign  and  half  a  sove- 
reign from  Mr.  Jones  was  boundless. 
**  I  can  do  half  a  dozen  of  these  things 
easily  in  a  morning,"  says  he.  "  Two 
guineas  a  day  is  twelve  guineas,  —  say 
ten  guineas  a  week,  for  I  won't  work 
on  Sundays,  and  may  take  a  holiday 
in  the  week  besides.  Ten  guineas  a 
week  is  five  hundred  a  year.  That  is 
pretty  nearly  as  much  money  as  I  shall 
want,  and  1  need  not  draw  the  dear 
old  governor's  allowance  at  all."  He 
wroie  an  ardent  letter,  full  of  hftppi- 
ness  and  affection  to  the  kind  father, 
vrhieh  he  shall  find  a  month  after  he 


hsis  arrived  in  India,  and  read  to  his 
friends  in  Calcutta  and  Barrackpore. 
Clive  invited  many  of  his  artist  friends 
to  a  grand  feast  in  honor  of  the  thir- 
ty shillings.  The  "King's  Arms," 
Kensington,  was  the  hotel  selected 
(tavern  beloved  of  artists  for  many 
score  years!).  Gandish  was  there, 
and  tlie  Gandishites  and  some  chosen 
spirits  from  the  Life  Academy,  Clip- 
stone  Street,  and  J.  J.  was  vice-presi- 
dent, with  Fred  Bayham  by  his  side, 
to  make  the  speeches  and  carve  the 
mutton ;  and  l  promise  you  many  a 
merry  song  was  sung,  and  many  a 
health  drunk  in  flowing  bumpers ; 
and  as  jolly  a  party  was  assembled  as 
any  London  contained  that  day.  The 
beau  monde  had  quitted  it;  the  Park 
was  empty  as  we  crossed  it ;  and  tlie 
leaves  of  Kensington  Gardens  had  be- 
gun to  fall,  dying  after  the  fatigues  of 
a  London  season.  We  sang  all  the 
way  home  through  Knightsbridge  and 
by  the  Paric  railings,  and  the  Covent 
Garden  carters  halting  at  the  "  Half- 
way House  "  were'  astonished  at  our 
choruses.  There  is  no  half-way  house 
now ;  no  merry  chorus  at  midnight. 

Then   Clive    and    J.   J.   took   the 
steamboat  to  Antwerp ;    and    those 
who  love  pictures  may  imagine  how 
the  two  young  men  rejoiced  in  one 
of  the  most  picturesque  cities  of  the 
world  ;  where  they  went  back  straight- 
way into  the  sixteenth  century  ;  where 
the  inn  at  which  they  stayed  (delight- 
ful old   "  Grand   Laboureur,"   thine 
ancient  walls  are  levelled !  thy  com- 
fortable hospitalities  exist  no  more!) 
seemed  such  a  hostelry  as  that  where 
Quentin  Durward  first  saw  his  sweet- 
heart ;  where  knights  of  Velasquez  or 
I  burgomasters  of  Rubens   seemed  to 
[  look   from   the  windows  of  the  tall 
gabled  houses  and  the  quaint  porches  ; 
where   the    Bourse    still    stood,    the 
I  Bourse  of  three  hundred  years  ago, 
!  and  you  had  but  to  supply  figures 
j  with  beards  and  ruffs,  and  rapiers  and 
trunk-hose,  to  make  the  picture  com- 
plete ;  where  to  be  awakened  by  the 
carillon  of  the  bells  was  to  waken  to 
the  most  delightful  sense  of  life  and 
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happiness ;  whera  mms,  actaal  ntms, 
walked  the  streets,  and  every  figure  in 
the  Place  de  Meir,  and  every  devotee 
at  church  kneeling  and  draped  in 
black,  or  entering  the  confessional 
(actually  the  coniessional!)  was  a  de- 
lightful subject  for  the.  new  sketch- 
book. Had  CUve  drawn  as  much 
everywhere  as  at  Antwerp,  Messrs. 
Soap  and  Isaac  might  have  made  a 
little  income  by  supplying  him  with 
materials. 

After  Antwerp,  Olive's  correspond- 
ent gets  a  letter  dated  from  the 
*'  Hotel  de  SuMe  **  at  Brussels,  which 
eontains  aa  elaborate  eulogy  of  the 
cookery  and  comfort  of  that  hotel, 
where  the  wines,  according  to  the 
writer's  opinion,  are  unmatched  al- 
most in  Europe..  And  this  is  followed 
by  a  description  of  Waterloo,  and  a 
sketch  of  Hougoumont,  in  which  J.J. 
is  represented  running  aw4iy  in  the 
character  of  a  French  Grenadier,  Clive 
pursuing  him  in  the  Life-Guard's  habit, 
and  mounted  on  a  thundering  charger. 

Next  follows  a  letter  from  Bonn : 
verses  about  Drachenfels  of  a  not 
very  superior  style  of  versification ; 
account  of  Crichton,  an  old  Grey- 
friars  man,  who  has  become  a  student 
at  the  University;  of  a  commerz,  a 
drunken  bout ;  and  a  students'  duel  at 
Bonn.  '*  And  whom  should  I  find 
here,"  says  Mr.  Clive,  "but  Aunt 
Ann,  Ethel,  Miss  Quigley,  and  the 
little  one»,  the  whole  detacnment  cm- 
der  the  command  of  Kuhn  1  Uncle 
Brian  is  staying  at  Aix.  He  is  recov- 
ered from  his  attack.  And,  upon 
my  conscience,  I  think  my  pretty 
cousin  looks  prettier  every  day. 

"  When  they  are  not  in  London," 
Olive  goes  on  to  write,  "  or  I  some- 
times think  when  Barnes  or  old  Lady 
Kcw  are  not  looking  over  them,  they 
are  quite  different.  You  know  how 
cold  they  have  latterly  seemed  to  us,, 
and  how  their  conduct  annoyed  my 
dear  old  father.  Nothing  can  he 
kinder  than  their  behavior  since  we 
have  met.  It  was  on  the  little  hill  at 
Godesberg,  J.  J.  and  I  were  mount- 
ing to  the  rain,  followed  by  the  beg- 


gars who  wavlay  yon,  and  have  taken 
the  place  of  the  other  robbers  who 
used  to  live  there,  when  there  came  a 
procession  of  donkeys  down  the  steep, 
and  I  heard  a  little  voice  cry,  '  Hullo ! 
it's  Olive  1  hooray,  Olive  1'  and  an 
ass  came  pattering  down  the  declivity, 
with  a  little  pair  of  white  trousers  at 
an  inmiensely  wide  angle  over  the  don- 
key's back,  and  behold  there  was  little 
Alfred  grinning  with  all  his  might 

"  He  tamed  his  bea£t  and  was  for 
galloping  up  the  hill  aeain,  I  suppose 
to  inform  his  relations;  but  the  donkev 
refused  with  many  kicks,  one  of  which 
sent  Alfred  plunging  amongst  the 
atones,  and  we  were  rubbing  him 
down  just  as  the  rest  of  the  party 
came  upon-  us.  Miss  Qoigley  looked 
vei^  grim  on  an  old  white  pony ; 
m^  aant  was  yn  a  black  horse  that 
might  have. turned  gray,  he  is  so  old. 
Then  came  two  donkeysful  of  chil- 
dren, with  Kuhn  as  supercargo ;  then 
Ethel  on  donkev  back,  too,  with  a 
bunch  of  wild-flowers  in  her  hand, 
a  great  straw  hat  with  a  crimson 
ribbon,  a  white  muslin  jacket,  you 
know,  bound  at  the  waist  with  a 
ribbon,  of  the  firsts  and  a  dark  skirt, 
with  a  shawl  roand  her  feet,,  which 
Kuhn  had  arranged^  As  sho  stopped, 
the  donkey  fell  to  cropping  greens  in 
the  hedge ;  the  trees  there  checkered 
her  white  dress  and  face  with  shadow. 
Her  eyes,  hair,  and  forehead  were  in 
shadow  toO|  •*-  but  the  light  was  all 
upon  her  right  cheek :  upon  her  shoul- 
der down  to  her  arm,  which  was  of  a 
warmer  white,  and  on  the  bunch  of 
flowers  which  she  held,  blue,  yellow, 
and  red  poppies,  and  so  forth. 

"J.  J.  says,  'I  think  the  bird4 
began  to  sing  louder  when  she  came.' 
We  have  both  agreed  that  she  is  the 
handsomest  woman  in  England.  It's 
not  her  form  merely,  which  is  cer- 
tainly as  yet  too  thin  and  a  little 
angcUar,  —  it  is  her  color.  I  do  not 
care  for  woman  or  picture  without 
color.  O  ye  carnations !  O  ye  lUia 
miifta  rosis!  O  such  blnck  hair  and 
solemn  eyebrows !  It  seems  to  rae  the 
roses  and  carnations  have  bloomed 
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Again  Bia«B  we  saw  them  last  in 
Ix)ndon,  when  they  were  drooping 
from  the  expesara  to  night  air, 
can(Uo4ight,  and  heated  ball-rooms. 
"  Here  I  was  in  the  midst  of  a 
regiment  of  donkeys,  bearing  a  crowd 
of  relations ;  J.  J.  standing  modestly 
in  the  backgroand,  -^  be^ars  com- 
pleting the  group,  and  Kuhn  ruling 
over  them  with  voice  and  gesture, 
oaths  and  whip.  Thraw  in  the  Rhioe 
in  the  distance  flashing  by  the  Seven 
Mountains,  —  but  mind  and  make 
Ethel  the  principal  figure :  if  you 
make  her  like,  she  certainLy  will  be, — 
and  other  lights  will  be  only  minor 
fires.  You  may  paint  her  form,  but 
von  can't  paint  her  color ;  that  is  what 
beats  us  in  nature.  A  line  must  come 
^ght;  you  can  force  that  into  its 
place,  but  you  can't  compel  tlie  cir- 
cumambient air.  There  is  no  yellow 
I  know  .of  will  make  sunshine^  and  no 
bine  that  is  a  bit  like  skv.  And  so 
with  pictures :  I  think  you  only  get 
signs  of  color,  and  formulas  to  stand 
for  it.  That  brick-dust  which  we  agree 
to  receive  as  cepresenting  a  blush, 
look  at  it,-— can  you  say  it  is  in  the 
least  like  the  blnsn  which  flickers  and 
varies  as  it  sweeps  over  the  down  of 
the  cheek, — as  you  see  sunshine  play- 
ing over  a  meadow  ?  Look  into  it  and 
see  what  a  variety  of  delicate  blooms 
there  are!  a  multitude  of  flowerets 
twining  info  one  tint  1  We  may  break 
our  color-pots  and  strive  after  the  line 
alone:  that  is  palpable  and  we  can 
grasp  it,— the  other  is  impossible  and 
beyond  us."  Which  sentiment  I  here 
set  down,  not  on  account  of  its  worth 
(and  I  think  it  is  contradicted  ~- as 
well  as  asserted  —  in  more  than  one 
of  the  letters  I  subsequently  had  from 
Mr  Cliv©),  but  it  may  servo  to  show 
the  arJent  and  Impulsi^'e  disposition 
of  this  youth,  by  whom  all  beauties 
of  art  and  nature,  animate  or  inani- 
inate  (the  former  especially),  were 
welcomed  with  a  gusto  and  delight 
whereof  colder  temperaments  are  in- 
capable. The  view  of  a  fine  land- 
scape, a  fine  picture,  a  handsome 
woman,  would  make  this  harmless 


young  sensualist  tipsy  with  pleasure. 
He  seemed  to  derive  an  actual  hilarity 
and  intoxication  as  his  eye  drank  in 
these  sights ;  and,  though  it  was  his 
maxim  that  all  dinners  were  good, 
and  he  could  eat  bread  and  cheese 
and  drink  small  beer  with  perfect 
good-humor,  I  believe  that  he  found 
a  certain  pleasure  iu  a  bottle  of 
clatet,  which  most  nwn's  systems 
were  incapable  of  feeling. 

This  spring-time  of  youth  is  the 
season  of  letter-writing.  A  lad  in 
high  hefdth  and  spirits,  the  blood 
running  briskly  in  nis  young  veins, 
and  the  worId>  and  life,  and  nature 
bright  and  welcome  to  him,  looks 
out,  perforce,  for  some  companion  to 
whom  he  may  impart  his  sense  of  the 
pleasure  which  he  enjoys,  and  which 
were  not  complete  unless  a  friend 
were  by  te  share  it.  I  was  the  person 
roost  convenient  for  the  young  fellow's 
purpose ;  he  was  pleased  to  confer  up- 
on me  the  title  of  friend  en  titre,  and 
confidant  in  particular ;  to  endow  the 
confidant  in  question  with  a  number 
of  virtues  and  excellences  which  exist- 
ed very  likely  only  in  the  lad's  imagi- 
nation ;  to  L-tment  that  the  confidant 
had  no  sisler  whom  he,  Clive,  might 
marry  out  of  hand ;  and  to  make  me 
a  thousand  simple  protests  of  afiecrion 
and  admiration,  wnich  are  noted  here 
as  signs  of  the  young  man's  charaeti'r, 
by  no  means  as  proofs  of  the  goodness 
of  uHne.  The  books  given  to  the  pres- 
ent biographer  by  "his  afiectionate 
friend,  Clive  Newcome,"  still  bear  on 
the  title-pages  the  marks  of  that  boy- 
ish hand  and  youthful  fervor.  He  had 
a  copy  of  "  Walter  Lorraine  "  bound 
and  gilt  with  such  splendor  as  made 
the  author  blush  for  his  performance, 
which  has  since  been  seen  at  the  book- 
stalls at  a  prioe  suited  to  the  very  hum- 
blest purses.  He  fired  up  and  fought 
a  newspaper  critic  (whom  Clive  met  at 
the  *'  Haunt"  onenight)  who  had  dared 
to  write  an  article  in  which  that  work 
was  slighted  ;  and  if,  in  the  course  of 
nature,  his  friendship  has  outlived  that 
rapturous  period,  the  kindness  of  the 
two  old  friends,  I  hope,  is  not  t^'^  ' 
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because  it  is  no  longer  romantic,  and 
tbe  days  of  white  vellum  and  gilt  edges 
have  passed  away.  From  tiie  abun- 
dance of  the  letters  which  the  affection- 
ate young  fellow  now  wrote,  the  ensu- 
ing portion  of  his  youthful  history  is 
compiled.  It  may  serve  to  recall  pas- 
sages of  their  early  days  to  such  of  his 
seuiors  as  occasionally  turn  over  the 
leaves  of  a  novel ;  and  in  the  story  of 
his  faults,  indiscretions,  and  actions, 
joung  readers  may  be  reminded  of 
t'jeir  own. 

Now  that  the  old  Countess,  and, 
perhaps,  Barnes,  were  away,  the  bar- 
rier between  Clive  and  this  family 
seemed  to  be  withdrawn.  The  young 
folks  who  loved  him  were  free  tos'eehim 
as  often  as  he  would  come.  They  were 
going  to  Baden  :  would  he  come  too  ? 
Baden  was  on  the  road  to  Switzerland, 
he  might  journey  to  Strasbourg, 
Basle,  and  so  on.  Clive  was  glad 
enough  to  go  with  his  cousins,  and 
travel  in  the  orbit  of  such  a  lovely  girl 
as  Ethel  Newcome.  J.  J.  performed 
the  second  part  always  when  Clive 
was  present ;  and  so  they  all  travelled 
to  Coblentz.  Mayence,  and  Frankfort 
together,  making  the  journey  which 
•everybody  knows,  and  sketching  the 
mountains  and  castles  we  all  of  us 
have  sketched.  Ethel's  beauty  made 
all  the  passengers  on  all  the  steamers 
look  round  and  admire.  Clive  was 
proud  of  being  in  the  suite  of  such  a 
lovely  person  The  family  travelled 
with  a  pair  of  those  carriages  which 
used  to  thunder  along  the  Continental 
roads  a  dozen  years  since,  and  from 
interior,  box,  and  rumble  discharge  a 
dozen  English  people  at  hotel  gates. 

The  journey  is  all  sunshine  and 
pleasure  and  novelty;  the  circular 
notes  with  which  Mr.  Baines  of  Fog 
Court  has  supplied  Clive  Newcome, 
Esquire,  enabled  that  young  gentle- 
maii  to  travel  with  great  ease  and  com- 
fort. He  has  not  yet  ventured  upon 
engaging  a  valet  ae  chamhrey  it  being 
agreed  l>etween  him  and  J.  J.  that  two 
travelling  artists  have  no  right  to  such 
an  aristocratic  appendage ;  but  he  has 
bought  a  snug  little  britzska  at  Frank- 


fort (the  youth  has  very  ]>olite  t4».st"cs, 
is  already  a  connoisseur  in  wine,  and 
has  no  scruple  in  ordering  the  best  at 
the  hotels),  and  the  britzska  travels  in 
company  with  Lady  Ann's  caravan, 
either  in  its  wake,  so  as  to  be  out  of 
reach  of  the  dust,  or  more  frequently 
ahead  of  that  enormous  vehicle  and 
its  tender,  in  which  come  the  children 
and  the  governess  of  Lady  Ann  New- 
come,  guarded  by  a  huge  and  melan- 
choly London  footman,  who  beholds 
Rhine  and  Neckar,  valley  and  moun- 
tain, village  and  ruin,  with  a  like  dis- 
mal composure.    Little  Alfred  and  lit- 
tle Egbert  are  by  no  means  sorry  tO  es- 
cape from  Miss  Quigley  and  the  ten- 
der, and  ride  for  a  stage  or   two  in 
Clive's  britzska.     The  little  girls  cry 
sometimes  to  be  admitted  to  that  priv- 
ilege.   I  dare  say  Ethel  would  Ike 
'  very  well  to  quit  her  place  in  the  car- 
avan, where  she  sits  circumvented  by 
mamma's  dogs,  and  books,  bags,  dress- 
ing-bo^es,  and  gimcrack  cases,  with- 
out which  apparatus  some  Englis-h  la- 
dies of  condition  cannot  travel ;  but 
Miss  Eihel  is  grown  up,  she  is  out,  and 
has  been  presented  at  Court,  and  is  a 
person  of  too  great  dignity  now  to  sit 
anywhere  but  in  the  place  of  state  in 
the  chariot  corner^    I  like  to  think, 
for  my  part,  of  the  gallant  young  fel- 
low taking  his  pleasure  and  enjoying 
his  holidav,  and  few  sights  are  more 
pleasant  than  to  watch  a  happy,  man- 
ly English  youth,  free-handed  and  gen- 
erous-hearted, content  and  good-hu- 
mor shining  in  his  honest  face,  pleased 
and  pleasing,  eager,  active,  and  thank- 
ful for  services,  and  exercising  brave- 
ly his  noble  youthful  privilege  to  be 
happy  and  to  enjoy.     Sing,   cheery 
spirit,  whilst  the  spring  lasts ;  bloom 
whilst  the  sun  shines,  kindly  flowers 
of  youth !  You  shall  be -none  the  worse 
to-morrow  for  having  been  happy  to- 
day, if  the  day  brings  no  action  to 
shame  it.    As  for  J.  J.,  he,  too,  had 
his  share  of  enjoyment ;  the  chaYming 
scenes  around  him  did  not  escape  his 
bright  eye;  he  absorbed  pleasure  in 
his  silent  way;  he  was  up  with  the 
sunrise  always,  and  at  work  with  Ms 
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ejes  and  his '  heart,  if  not  with  his 
hands.  A  beautiful  object,  too,  is  such 
a  one  to  contemplate,  a  pure  virgin 
soul,  a  creature  gentle,  pious,  and  full 
of  love,  endowed  with  sweet  gifts,  hum- 
ble and  timid,  but  for  truth's  and 
justice's  sake  inflexible,  thankful  to 
6ud  and  man,  fond,  patient  and  faith- 
ful. Clive  was  still  his  hero  as  ever,  his 
patron,  his  splendid  young  prince  and 
chieftain.  Who  was  so  brave,  who 
was  so  handsome,  generous,  witty  as 
Clive?  To  hear  Clive  sing,  as  the 
lad  would  whilst  they  were  seated  at 
their  work,  or  driving  along  on  this 
happy  journey,  through  fair  land- 
scapes in  the  sunshine,  gave  J.  J.  the 
keenest  pleasure ;  his  wit  was  a  little 
slow,  but  he  would  laugh  with  his 
eves  at  Olive's  sallies,  or  ponder  over 
them  and  explode  with  laughter  pres- 
ently, giving  a  new  source  of  amuse- 
ment to  these  merry  travellers,  and  lit- 
tle Alfred  would  laugh  at  J.  J.'s  laugh- 
ing ;  and  so,  with  a  hundred  harmless 
jokes  to  enliven,  and  the  ever-chang- 
ing, ever-charming  smiles  of  Nature 
to  cheer  and  accompany  it ,  the  hap- 
py day's  journey  would  come  to  an 
end. 

So  they  travelled  by  the*  accus- 
tomed route  to  the  prettiest  town  of 
nil  places  where  Pleasure  has  set  up 
her  tents ;  and  where  the  gay,  the 
melancholy,  the    idle    or    occupied, 
grave  or  naughty,  come  for  amuse- 
ment,  or    business,    or   relaxation  ; 
where  London  beauties,  having  danced 
and  flirted  all  the  season,  may  dance 
and  flirt  a  little  more  ;  where  well- 
dressed  rogues  from  all  quarters  of 
the  world  assemble ;  where  I    have 
seen  severe  London    lawyers,  forget- 
ting their  wigs  and  the  Temple,  try- 
ing their  luck  against  fortune  and 
M.  Benazet ;  where  wistful  schemers 
conspire  and  prick  cards  down,  and 
deeply  meditate  the  infallible  coup  ; 
and  try  it,  and  lose  it,  and  borrow  a 
hundred   francs  to  go  home  ;  where 
even  virtuous  British  ladies  venture 
thsir  little  stakes,  and  draw  up  their 
winnint^  with  trembling  rakes,  by  the 
side  of  ladies  who  are  not  virtuous  at 


all,  no,  not  even  by  name ;  where 
young  prodigals  break  the  bank 
sometimes,  and  carry  plunder  out  of 
a  place  which  Hercules  himself  could 
scarcely  compel;  where  you  meet 
wonderful  countesses  and  princesses, 
whose  husbands  are  almost  always 
absent  on  their  vast  estates, —  in  Italy, 
Spain,  Piedmont, —  who  knows  where 
their  Lordships'  possessions  ■  are  ?  — 
while  trains  of  suitors  surround  those 
wandering  Penelones  their  noble 
wives  ;  Kussian  Boyars,  Spanish 
Grandees  of  the  Order  of  the 
Fleece,  Oounts  of  France,  and  Prin- 
ces Polish  and  Italian  innumerable, 
who  perfume  the  gilded  halls  with 
their  tobacco-smoke,  and  swear  in  all. 
languages  against  the  Black  and  the 
Red.  The  famous  English  monosyl- 
lable by  which  things,  persons,  luck, 
even  eyes,  are  devoted  to  the  infernal 
gods,  we  may  be  sure  is  not  wanting 
in  that  Babel.     Where  does  one  not 

hear  it  1  "  D the  luck,"  says  Lord 

Kew,  as  the  croupier  sweeps  off  his 

Lordship's  rouleaux.     "  D the 

luck,"  says  Brown  the  bagman,  who 
has  been  backing  his  Lonlship  with 
five-franc  pieces.  "  Ah,  body  of  Bac- 
chus I "  says  Oount  Felice,  whom  we 
all  remember  a  courier.  "  Ah,  sacre 
coup,"  cries  M.  le  Vicomte  de  Florae, 
ns  his  last  louis  parts  company  from 
him,  — each  cursing  in  his  native 
tongue.     O  sweet  chorus  ! 

That  Lord  Kew  should  be  at  Baden 
is  no  wonder.  If  you  heard  of  him 
at  the  "  Finish,"  or  at  Buckingham 
Palace  ball,  or  in  a  watch-house,  or 
at  the  "  Third  Oataract,"  or  at  a 
Newmarket  meeting,  you  would  not 
be  surprised.  He  goes  everywhere  ; 
does  everything  with  all  his  might ; 
knows  everybody.  Last  week  he  won 
who  knows  how  many  thousand  louis 
from  the  bank  (it  appears  Brown  has 
chosen  one  of  the  unlucky  days  to 
back  Ids  Lordship).  He  will  eat  his 
supper  as  gayly  after  a  great  victory 
as  after  a  signal  defeat ;  and  we  know 
that  to  win  with  magnanimity  re- 
quires much  more  constancy  than  to 
lose.    His  sleep  will  not.be  disturbec' 
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by  one  «veiit  or  the  other.  He  will 
plaj  skittles  ail  the  morning  with 
perfect  contentment,  romp  with  chil- 
dren in  the  forenoon  (he  is  the  friend 
of  half  the  children  in  the  place),  or 
he  will  cheerfully  leave  the  green- 
table  and  all  the  risk  and  excitement 
there,  to  take  a  hand  at  six-penny 
whist  with  General  Fogey,  or  to  give 
the  six  Miss  Fogeys  a  turn  each  in 
the  hall-room.  lix>m  H.  R.  H.  the 
Prince  Royal  of  — ,  who  is  the 
greatest  guest  at  Baden,  down  to 
Brown  tl^  bagman,  who  does  not 
consider  himself  the  smallest,  Lord 
Kew  is  hail  fellow  with  everybody, 
and  has  a  kind  word  from  and  for 
aU. 


CHAPTER  XXVm. 

IN  WHICH   CLIYB   BEGINS   TO   SEE 
THE   WORLD. 

In  the  company  assembled  at  Ba- 
den Clive  found  one  or  two  old  ac- 
quaintances; among  them  his  £riend 
of  Paris,  M.  de  Florae,  not  in  quite 
60  brilliant  a  condition  as  when  New- 
come  had  last  met  him  on  the  Boule- 
vard. Florae  owned  that  Fortune 
had  been  very  unkind  to  him  at 
Baden;  and,  indeed,  she  had  not 
only  emptied  his  purse,  but  his  port- 
manteaus, jewel-box,  and  linen-closet, 
— the  contents  of  all  of  which  had 
ranged  themselves  on  the  red  and 
black  against  Monsieur  B^nazet's 
crown  pieces :  whatever  ^ide  they 
took  was,  however,  the  unlucky  one. 
"  This  campaign  has  been  my  Mos- 
cow, man  cker"  Florae  owned  to 
Clive.  *'  I  am  conquered  by  B^na- 
zet ;  I  have  lost  in  annost  every  com- 
bat. I  have  lost  my  treasure,  my 
^<^gg<^^  nty  ammunition  of  war, 
everything  but  my  honor,  which  au 
reste,  Mons.  Bdnazet  will  not  accept 
as  a  stake;  if  he  would  there  are 
plenty  here,  believe  me,  who  would 
set  it  on  the  Trente  et  Quarante. 
Sometimes  I  have  had  a  mind  to  go 
home ;  my  mother,  who  is  an  angel 
all  forgiveness,  would  fecseive  herprod- 


igal,  and  kill  ihe  "fotted  real  for  me. 
Bat  what  will  you  ?  He  annoys  me, 
—  the  domestic  veal.  Besides,  my 
brother,  the  Abbe,  though  the  best 
of  (Christians,  is  a  Jew  upon  certain 
matters ;  a  B^naset  who  will  not 
troquer  absolution  except  against  re- 
pentance; and  1  have  not  a  sou  of 
repentance .  in  my  pocket !  I  ha^'e 
been  sorry,  yes,  — but  it  was  because 
odd  came  up  in  place  of  even,  or 
the  reverse.  The  aceursed  apres  has 
chased  me  Kke  a  remorse,  and  when 
black  has  >come  up  I  have  wished 
myself  converted  to  red.  Other- 
wise I  have  no  vepeiitenoe;  I  am 
jotieur, -^nedipe  has  made  me  so,  as 
she  made  my  brother  ikvat.  The 
Archbishop  of  Strasbourg  is  'Of  onr 
parentis ;  1  saw  hie  grandeur  when  I 
went  lately  to  Strasl^nrg,  on  my  last 
pilgrimage  to  the  Mcmt  de  Piet^.  I 
owned  to  Itim  that  I  would  pawn  his 
cross  and  ring  to  go  play  ;  the  good 
prelate  laughed>  and  said  bis  chaplain 
should  keep  an  eye  on  them.  Will 
you  dine  with  me  ?  The  landlord  of 
my  hotel  was  the  intendant  of  our 
cousin,  the  Due  d'^I^vry,  and  will  give 
me  credit  to  the  day  of  judgment  -I 
do  not  abuse  his  nobm  confidence. 
My  dear !  there  are  covers  of  silver 
put  on  my  table  every  day  with  which 
1  could  retrieve  my  fortune,  did  I 
listen  to  the  suggestions  of  Satanas ; 
but  i  say  to  him,  Vade  rOro.  Come 
and  dine  with  me,— Duluc's  kitchen 
is  very  good.** 

These  easy  confessions  were  uttered 
by  a  gentleman  who  was  nearl;^*  forty 
years  of  age,  and  who  had  indeed 
played  the  part  of  a  young  man  in 
Paris  and  the  great  European  world 
so  long  'that  he  knew  or  chose  to 
perform  no  other.  He  did  not  want 
for  abilities ;  had  the  best  temper  in 
the  world ;  was  well-bred  and  gentle- 
manlike always;  and  was  gay  even 
after  Moscow.  His  oonrage  was 
known,  and  his  character  for  braverv, 
and  another  kind  of  gallantry  prob- 
ably exaggerated  by  his  bad  reputa- 
tion. Had  his  motner  not  been  alive, 
perbaps  he  would  have  believed  in 
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the  virtue  of  no  womain.  Bat  this 
one  he  worshipped,  and  Bpoke  with 
tenderness  ana  enthasiasm  of  her 
constant  love  and  patience  and  good- 
ness. **  See  her  miniature ! "  he  said, 
"  I  never  separate  myself  from  it  — 
O,  never!  It  saved  my  life  in  an 
affair  about  —  about  a  woman  who 
was  not  worth  the.  powder  which 
pool:  Jules  and  I  burned  for  her. 
His  ball  struck  me  here,  upon  the 
waistcoat,  bruising  my  rib  and  send- 
ing me  to  mv  bed,  which  I  never 
should  have  left  alive  but  for  this 
picture.  O,  slie  la  an  angel,  my 
mother !  1  am  sure  that  Heaven  has 
nothing  to  deny  that  saint,  and  that 
her  tears  Wa^h  out  my  sins.'* 

Clive  smiled,  "i  think  Madame 
de  Florae  must  weep  a  good  deal/' 
he  said. 

"  Enorm^mentf  my  friend  !  My 
faith!  I  do  not  deny  it!  I  give  her 
cause  night  and  evening.  I  am 
X)ossessed  by  demons  !  This  little 
Affen thaler  wine  of  this  country  has 
a  little  smack  which  is  most  agree- 
able. The  passions  tear  me,  my 
young  friend!  Play  is  fatal,  but 
play  is  not  so  fatal  as  woman.  Paiss 
me  the  ecrdvisses,  they  at^  most 
succulent.  Take  warning  by  me,  and 
avoid  both.  I  saw  you  rddet  round 
the  green-tables,  and  marked  yotir 
eyes  las  they  glistened  over  the  heaps 
of  gold,  and  looked  at  some  of  our 
beauties  of  Baden.  Beware  of  such 
sirens,  young  man !  and  take  me  for 
your  Mentor ;  avoiding  what  I  have 
done,  —  that  understands  itself. '  You 
have  not  plaved  as  yet  ?  Do  not  do 
BO ;  above  all  avoid  a  martingale,  if 
you  do.  Play  ought  not  to  be  an  af- 
f: lir  of  calculation,  but  of  inspiration. 
I  have  calculated  infallibly,  and  what 
has  been  the  effect  ?  Gouftset  empty, 
tiroirs  empty,  n^cessaire  parted  for 
Strasbourg !  Where  is  my  fur  pelisse, 
PredericV' 

"  Parbleu !  rous  le  savez  bien,  Mon- 
sienr  le  Vicomte,"  says  Frederic,  the 
domestic,  who  was  Waiting  on  Clive 
and  his  friend. 

A  pelisse  lined  with  trne  sable. 
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and  worth  three  thousand  francs,  that 
I  won  of  a  little  Russian  at  billiards. 
That  pelisse  is  at  Strasbourg  (where 
the  infamous  worms  of  the  Mount  of 
Piety  are  actually  gnawing  her). 
Two  hundred  francs  and  this  recon- 
naissance, which  Frdd^ric  receive,  are 
all  that  now  represents  the  pelisse. 
How  many  chemises  have  1,  Fre- 
deric ?  " 

"  Efh,  parbleu.  Monsieur  le  Vicomte 
salt  bien  que  nous  avons  toujours 
vingt-quatre  chemises,"  says  Frederic, 
grumbling. 

Monsieur  le  Vicomie  springs  up 
shrieking  from  the  dinner  -  table. 
"  Twetity-fouf  shirts,"  says  he,  "  and 
I  have  been  a  week  without  a  louis  in 
my  pocket !  B^litre  I  Nigaud  I  **  He 
flings  open  one  drawer  after  another, 
but  th^-re  are  no  signs  of  that  iiuper- 
fluity  of  linen  of  which  the  domestic 
8poke,Whose  countenance  now  changes 
from  a  grim  frown  to  a  grim  smile. 

"  Ah,  my  faithful  Frederic,  I  par- 
don thee.  Mr.  Newcome  will  under- 
stand my  harmless  superckerie,  Fred- 
eric was  in  my  company  of  the  Guard, 
and  ticmains  with  me  since.  He  is 
Cal^  Balderstonc  and  I  am  Ravens- 
wood.  Yes,  I  am  Edgar.  Let  us 
have  coffee  and  a  cigar,  Balderstone." 

"  Plail-il  Monsieur  le  Vicomt<j  ?  " 
says  the  French  Caleb. 

"  Thou  comprehendest  not  English, 
Thou  readest  not  Val tare  Scott,  thou !" 
cries  the  master.  "  I  was  recounting 
to  Monsieur  NeWcome  thy  history  and 
my  misfortunes.  Go  seek  coffee  for 
us,  Nigaud."  And  as  the  two  gentle- 
men partake  of  that  exhilarating 
liquor,  the  elder  confides  gayly  to  his 
guest  the  reason  why  he  prerers  taking 
coffee  at  the  Hotel  to  the  cofibe  at  the 
great  Caf^  of  the  "  Redoute,"  with 
a  du!ris  urg^ns  in  r^bOs  ^gestdss  !  pro- 
nounced in  the  true  French  manner. 

Clive  was  greatly  amused  by  the 
gayety  of  the  Viscount  after  his  mis- 
fortunes and  his  Moscow;  and  thought 
that  one  of  Mr.  Baines's  circular  notes 
might  not  be  ill  laid  out  in  succor- 
ing this  hero.  It  may  have  been  to 
th&    fend   thJEit  Florae's    oonfcssiop« 
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tended  ;  .  though,  to  do  him  justice, 
the  incorrigible  young  fellow  would 
confide  his  adventures  to  any  one  who 
would  listen  ;  and  the  exact  state  of 
his  wardrobe,  and  the  story  of  his 
pawned  pelisse,  dressing-case,  rings 
and  watches,  were  known  to  all  Ba- 
den. 

"  You  tell  me  to  marry  and  range 
myself,"  said  Glive  (to  whom  the 
Viscount  was  expatiating  upon  the 
charms  of  the  superbe  young  Ajiglaise 
with  whom  he  had  seen  Clive  walk- 
ing on  the  promenade).  "  Why  do 
you  not  marry  and  range  yourself 
too?" 

*•  Eh,  my  dear  !  I  am  married  al- 
ready. You  do  not  know  it  ?  I  am 
married  since  the  revolution  of  July. 
Yes.  We  were  poor  in  those  days,  as 
poor  we  remain.  My  cousins  the 
J)uc  d'lvry's  sons  and  his  grandson 
were  still  alive.  Seeing  no  other  re- 
source and  pursued  by  the  Arabs,  I  es- 
poused the  Vicomtesse  de  Florae.  I 
gave  her  my  name,  you  comprehend, 
in  exchange  for  her  own  odious  one. 
She  was  Miss  Higg.  Do  you  know 
the  family  Higg  of  Manchesterre  in 
the  comte  of  Lancastre  ?  She  was 
then  a  person  of  a  ripe  age.  The 
Vicomtesse  is  now  —  ah !  it  is  fif- 
teen years  since,  and  she  dies  not. 
"Our  union  was  not  happy,  my  friend, 
—  Madame  Paul  de  1  lorac  is  of  the 
reformed  religion,  —  not  of  the  An- 
glican church,  you  understand, — but 
a  dissident,  I  know  not  of  what  sort. 
We  inhabited  the  Hotel  de  Florae  for 
a  while  after  our  union,  which  was  all 
of  convenience,  you  understand.  She 
filled  her  salon  with  ministers  to  make 
you  die.  She  assaulted  my  poor 
father  in  his  garden-chair,  whence  he 
could  not  escape  her.  She  told  my 
sainted  mother  that  she  was  an  idola- 
tress, —  she  who  only  idolatrizes  her 
children.  She  called  us  other  poor 
Catholics  who  follow  the  rites  of  our 
fathers,  des  liojnishes ;  and  Rome, 
Baljylon  ;  and  the  Holy  Father  —  a 
scarlet  —  eh  !  a  scarlet  abomination. 
She  outraged  my  mother,  that  angel ; 
"sayed   to    convert    the    antecham- 


ber and  the  office;  pat  little  books, 
in  the  Abba's  bedroom.  Eh,  my 
friend  !  what  a  good  king  was  Charles 
IX.,  and  his  mother  what  a  wise 
sovereign !  I  lament  that  Madame 
de  Florae  should  have  escaped  the  St 
Barthelemi,  when  no  doubt  she  was 
spared  on  account  of  her  tender  age. 
We  have  been  separated  for  many 
years;  her  income  was  greatly  ex- 
aggerated. Beyond  the  payment  of 
my  debts  I  owe  her  nothing.  I  wish 
I  could  say  as  much  of  all  the  rest  of 
the  world.  Shall  we  take  a  turn  of 
promenade?  Mauvais  sujet!  I  see 
you  are  longing  to  be  at  the  green- 
table." 

Clive  was  not  longing  to  be  at  the 
green-table ;  but  his  companion  was 
never  easy  at  it  or  away  from  it. 
Next  to  winning,  losing,  M.  de  Flo- 
rae said,  was  the  best  sport,  —  next  to 
losing,  looking  on.  So  he  and  Clive 
went  down  to  the  "  Redoute,"  where 
Lord  Kew  was  playing,  with  a  crowd 
of  awe-struck  amateurs  and  breath- 
less punters  admiring  his  valor  and 
fortune ;  and  Clive,  saying  that  he 
knew  nothing  about  the  game,  took 
out  five  napoleons  from  his  purse, 
and  besought  Florae  to  invest  them 
in  the  most  profitable  manner  at  rou- 
lette. The  other  made  some  faint  at« 
tempts  at  a  scruple  ;  but  the  money 
was  speedily  la,id  on  the  table,  where 
it  increased  and  multiplied  amazingly 
too  ;  so  that  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
Florae  brought  quite  a  handful  of 
gold  pieces  to  his  principal.  Then 
Clive,  I  dare  say  blushing  as  he  made 
the  proposal,  offered  half  the  handful 
of  napoleons  to  M.  de  Florae,  to  be 
repaia  when  he  thought  fit  And 
fortune  must  have  been  very  favorable 
to  the  husband  of  Miss  Higg  that 
night ;  for  in  the  course  of  an  hour 
he  insisted  on  paying  back  Clive's 
loan;  and  two  days  afterwards  ap- 
peared with  his  shirt-studs  (of  course 
with  his  shirts  also) ^  released  irom  cap- 
tivity, his  watch,  rings,  and  chains, 
on  the  parade  ;  and  was  observed  to 
wear  his  celebrated  fur  pelisse  as  lie 
drove  back  in  a  britzska  from  Stras- 
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■bourg:.  "  As  for  myself,*'  wrote  Clive, 
"  I  put  back  into  my  purse  the  five 
napoleons  with  which  I  had  begun ; 
and  laid  down  the  whole  mass  of  win- 
nings on  the  table,  where  it  was 
doubled  and  then  quadrupled,  and 
then  swept  up  by  the  croupiers,  great- 
ly to  my  ease  of  mind.  And  then 
Lord  Kew  asked  me  to  supper  and 
we  had  a  merry  night." 

This  was  Mr.  Olive's  first  and  last 
appearance  as  a  gambler.  J.  J.  looked 
very  grave  when  he  heard  of  these 
transactions.  Olive's  French  friend 
did  not  please  his  English  companion 
at  all,  nor  the  friends  of  Olive's  French 
friend,  the  Bnssians,  the  Spaniards, 
the  Italians,  of  sounding  titles  and 
glittering  decorations,  and  the  ladies 
who  belonged  to  their  society.  He 
saw  by  chance  Ethel,  escorted  by  her 
cousin  Lord  Kew,  passing  through  a 
crowd  of  this  company  one  day. 
There  was  not  one  woman  there  who 
was  not  the  heroine  of  some  discredit- 
able story.  It  was  the  Oomtesse  Oa- 
lypso  who  had  been  jilted  by  the  Due 
tJlysse.  It  w.is  the  Marquise  Ariane 
to  whom  the  Prince  This4e  had  be- 
haved so  shamefully,  and  who  had 
taken  to  Bacchus  as  a  consolation. 
It  was  Madame  M^d^,  who  had  ab- 
solutely killed  her  old  &ther  by  her 
conduct  regarding  Jason;  she  had 
done  everything  for  Jason ;  she  had 
got  him  the  toison  cTor  from  the  Queen 
Mother,  and  now  had  to  meet  him 
every  day  with  his  little  blonde  bride 
on  his  arm!  J.  J.  compared  Ethel, 
moving  in  the  midst  of  these  folks, 
to  ihe  Lady  amidst  the  rout  of  Oo- 
mus.  There  they  were,  the  Fauns  and 
Satyrs:  there  they  were,  the  merry 
Pagans :  drinking  and  dancing,  dic- 
ing and  sporting ;  laughing  out  jests 
that  never  should  be  spoken;  whisper- 
ing rendezvous  to  be  written  in  mid- 
night calcnd^i^;  jeering  at  honest 
people  who  passed  under  their  palace 
windows,  — jolly  rebels  and  repealers 
of  the  law.  Ah,  if  Mrs.  Brown,  whose 
children  are  gone  to  bed  at  the  hotel, 
knew  but  the  history  of  that  calm  dig- 
nified-looking gentleman  who  sits  un- 
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der  her,  And  over  whose  patient  back 
she  frantically  advances  and  with- 
draws her  two-franc  piece,  whilst  his 
own  columns  of  louis  d'or  are  offering 
battle  to  fortune,  —  how  she  would 
shrink  away  from  the  shoulder  which 
she  pushes !  That  man  so  calm  and 
well-bred7  with  a  string  of  orders  on 
his  breast,  so  well  dressed,  with  such 
white  hands,  has  stab!)ed  trusting 
hearts ;  severed  family  ties ;  written 
lying  vows  ;  signed  false  oaths  ;  torn 
up  pitilessly  teuder  appeals  for  re- 
dress, and  tossed  away  into  the  tire 
supplications  blistered  with  tears ; 
packed  cards  and  cogged  dice ;  or  used 
pistol  or  sword  as  calmly  and  dexter- 
ously as  he  now  ranges  his  battalions 
of  gold  pieces. 

Kidley  shrank  away  from  such 
lawless  people  with  the  delicacy  be- 
longing to  his  timid  and  retiring  jia- 
ture,  but  it  must  be  owned  that  Mr. 
Olive  was  by  no  means  so  squeamish. 
He  did  not  know,  in  the  first  place, 
the  mystery  of  their  iniquities ;  and 
his  sunny  kindly  spirit,  undimmed  by 
any  of  the  cares  which  clouded  it  8ul> 
sequently,  was  disposed  to  shine  upon 
all  people  alike.  The  world  was  wel- 
come to  him ;  the  day  a  pleasure ;  all 
nature  a  gay  feast ;  scarce  any  dispo- 
sitions discordant  with  his  own  (for 
pretension  only  made  him  laugh,  and 
hypocrisy  he  will  never  be  able  to  un- 
derstand if  he  lives  to  be  a  hundred 
years  old) ;  the  night  brought  him  a 
long  sleep,  and  the  morning  a  glad 
waking.  To  those  privileges  of  youth 
what  enjoyments  of  age  are  compara- 
ble 1  what  achievements  of  ambition  ? 
what  rewards  of  money  and  fame  ? 
Olive's  happy  friendly  nature  shone 
out  of  his  face ;  and  almost  all  who 
beheld  it  felt  kindly  towards  him. 
As  those  guileless  virgins  of  romance 
and  ballad,  who  Walk  smiling  through 
dark  forests  charming  off^  dragons  and 
confronting  lions,  the  young  man  as 
yet  went  through  the  world  harmless ; 
no  giant  waylaid  him  as  yet ;  no  ro!)- 
bi ng  ogre  fed  on  him  ;  and  (greatest 
danger  of  all  for  one  of  his  ardent  na- 
ture) no  winning  enchantress  or 
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ful  siren  coaxed  him  to  her  cave,  or 
lured  him  into  her  waters,  —  haunts 
into  which  we  know  so  many  young 
simpletons  are  drawn,  where  their 
silly  bones  are  picked  and  their  tender 
flesh  devoured. 

The  time  was  short  which  Clive 
spent  at  Baden,  for  it  has  been  said 
the  winter  was  approaching,  and  the 
destination  of  our  young  artists  was 
Rome ;  but  he  may  have  passed  some 
score  of  days  here,  to  which  he  and 
another  person  in  that  pretty  water- 
ing-place possibly  looked  back  after- 
wards, as  not  the  unhappiest  periods 
of  their  lives.  Amone  Colonel  New- 
come's  papers  to  which  the  faniily  bi- 
ographer nas  had  subsequent  access, 
there  are  a  couple  of  letters  from  Clive, 
dated  Baden,  at  this  time,  and  full 
of  happiness,  gayety,  and  affection. 
Letter  No.  1  says,  "  Ethel  is  the  pret- 
tiest girl  here.  At  the  assemblies  all 
the  Princes,  Counts,  Dukes,  Par- 
thians,  Medes,  and  Elamites  are  dy- 
ing to  dance  with  her.  She  sends 
her  dearest  love  to  her  uncle."  By 
the  side  of  the  words  "  prettiest  girl " 
was  written  in  a  frank  female  nand 
the  monosyllable  "  Stuff";  and  as  a 
note  to  the  expression  *'  dearest  love," 
-with  a  star  to  mark  the  text  and  the 
note,  are  squeezed,  in  the  same  femi- 
nine characters  at  the  bottom  of 
Clive's  page,  the  words  "  That  I  do. 

E.  n:* 

In  letter  No.  2,  the  first  two  pages 
are  closely  written  in  Clive's  nand- 
writing,  describing  his  pursuits  and 
studies,  and  giving  amusing  details 
of  the  life  at  Baden,  and  the  company 
whom  he  met  there,  —  narrating  his 
rencontre  with  their  Paris  friend,  M. 
de  Florae,  and  the  arrival  of  the 
Duchesse  d'lvry,  Florae's  cousin, 
whose  titles  the  Vicomte  will  proba- 
blv  inherit.  Not  a  word  about 
Florae's  gambling  propensities  are 
mentioned  in  the  letter;  but  Clive 
honestly  confesses  that  he  has  staked 
five  napoleons,  doubled  them,  quad- 
rupled them,  won  ever  so  much,  lost 
all  again,  and  copie  away  from  the 
table  with  his  original  five  pounds  in 


his  pocket,  —  proposing  never  to  play 
any  more.  '*£thel,"  he  concludes, 
'*  is  looking  over  my  shoulder.  SIio 
thinks  me  such  a  delightful  creature 
that  she  is  never  easy  without  me. 
She  bids  me  to  say  that  I  am  the 
best  of  sons  and  cousins,  and  am,  in 
a  word,  a  darling  du  .  .  ."  The  re>t 
of  this  important  word  is  not  given, 
but  goose  is  added  in  the  female  nand. 
In  the  faded  ink,  on  the  yellow  paper 
that  may  have  crossed  and  recrosbid 
oceans,  that  has  lain  locked  in  chests 
for  ^-ears,  and  buried  under  piles  of 
family  archives,  while  your  friends 
have  been  dying  and  your  head  has 
grown  white, — who  has  not  disin- 
terred mementos  like  these,  —  from 
which  the  past  smiles  at  you  so  sadly, 
shimmering  out  of  Hades  an  instant 
but  to  sink  back  again  into  the  cold 
shades,  perhaps  with  a  faint,  faint 
sound  as  of  a  remembered  tone,  —  a 
ghostly  echo  of  a  once  familiar  laugh- 
ter ?  I  was  looking,  of  late,  at  a  wall 
in  the  Naples'  Museum,  whereon  a 
boy  of  Herculaneum  eighteen  hundred 
years  ago  had  scratched  with  a  nail 
the  figure  of  a  soldier.  I  could  fancy 
the  child  turning  round  and  smiling 
on  me  after  having  done  his  etching. 
Which  of  us  that  is  thirty  years  old 
has  not  had  his  Pompeii  ?  I)eep  un- 
der ashes  Hes  the  Life  of  Youth,  — 
the  careless  Sport,  the  Pleasure  and 
Passion,  the  darling  Joy.  Tou  open 
an  old  letter-box  and  look  at  your 
own  childish  scrawls,  or  your  mother's 
letters  to  you  when  you  were  at  school; 
and  excavate  your  heart.  O  me  for 
the  day  when  the  whole  city  shall  bo 
bare  and  die  chambers  unroofed, — 
and  every  cranny  visible  to  the  Light 
above,  fh>m  the  Forum  to  the  Ln- 
pan^! 

Ethel  takes  np  the  pen.  "  My  dear 
uncle,"  she  says,  "while  Clive  is 
sketching  out  of  window,  let  me  write 
to  you  a  line  or  two  on  his  paper, 
though  /  know  you  like  to  hear  no  one 
speak  but  him.  I  wish  I  could  draw 
him  for  vou  as  he  stands  yonder, 
looking  the  picture  of  good  health, 
good  spirits,  and  good-humor.    Every- 
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body  likes  him.  He  is  quite  nnaf- 
fscted ;  always  gay ;  always  pleased. 
He  draws  more  and  more  beautifully 
every  day ;  and  his  affection  for  young 
Mr.  Ridley,  who  is  really  a  most  ex- 
cellent and  astonishing  young  man, 
and  actually  a  better  artist  than  Clive 
himself,  is  most  romantic,  and  does 
your  son  the  greatest  credit.  You 
will  ofder  Clive  not  to  sell  his  pic- 
tures, won't  you?  I  know  it  is  not 
wrong,  but  your  son  might  look  high- 
er than  to  be  an  artist.  .  It  is  a  nse 
for  Mr.  Ridley,  but  a  fall  for  him.  An 
artist,  an  organist,  a  pianist,  all  these 
are  very  good  people,  but  you  know 
not  4e  notre  monde,  and  Clive  ought 
to  belong  to  it. 

"  We  met  him  at  Bonn  on  oar  way 
to  a  great  family  -  gathering  here ; 
where,  I  must  tell  you,  we  are  assem- 
bled for  what  1  call  the  Congress  of 
Baden!  The  chief  of  the  house  of 
Kew  is  here,  and  what  time  he  does 
not  devote  to  skittles,  to  smoking 
cigars,  to  the  jeu  in  the  evenings, 
to  Madame  d'lvry,  to  Madame  de 
Cruchecass^,  and  the  foreign  people 
(of  whom  there  are  a  host  here  of  the 
worst  kind,  as  usual),  he  graciously 
bestows  on  me.  Lord  and  Lady  Dor- 
king are  here,  with  their  meei  little 
daughter,  Clara  Fulle3m ;  and  Barnes 
is  coming.  Uncle  Hohson  has  re- 
turned to  Lombard  Street  to  relieve 
guard.  I  think  you  will  hear  before 
very  long  of  Lady  Clara  Newcome. 
Grandmamma,  who  was  to  have  pre- 
sided at  the  Congress  of  Baden,  and 
still,  you  know,  reigns  over  the  house 
of  Kew,  has  been  stopped  at  Kissin- 
gen  with  an  attack  of  rheumatism ; 
I  pity  poor  Aunt  Julia,  who  can 
never  leave  her.  Here  are  all  our 
news.  I  declare  I  have  filled  the 
whole  page;  men  write  closer  than 
we  do.  I  wear  the  dear  brooch  you 
gave  me,  often  and  often.  I  think  of 
you  always,  dear,  kind  uncle,  as  your 
aiiectionate  Ethel." 

Besides  roulette  and  trente  et  qua- 
rante,  a  number  of  amusing  games 
hiQ  played  at  Baden,  which  are  not 


performed,  so  to  speak,  sur  tabfe. 
These  little  diversions  and  jeux  de 
soci€l€  can  go  on  anywhere ;  in  an 
alley  in  the  park ;  in  a  picnic  to  this 
•old  schloss,  or  that  pretty  hunting- 
lodge  ;  at  a  tea-table  in  a  lodging- 
house  or  hotel ;  in  a  ball  at  the  "  lie- 
doute " ;  in  the  play-rooms,  behind 
the  backs  of  the  gamblers,  whose  eyes 
are  only  cast  upon  rakes  and  rouleaux, 
and  red  and  black ;  or  on  the  broad 
walk  in  front  of  the  Conversation. 
Rooms,  where  thousands  of  people 
are  drinking  and  chattering,  loung- 
ing and  smoking,  whilst  the  Austrian 
brass  band,  in  the  little  music  pavil- 
ion, plays  the  most  delightiiil  mazur- 
kas and  waltzes.  Here  the  widow 
plays  her  black  suit,  and  sets  her 
bright  eyes  against  the  rich  bachelor, 
elderly  or  young,  as  may  be.  Here 
the  arrful  practitioner,  who  has  dealt 
in  a  thousand  such  games,  engages 
the  young  simpleton  with  more  mon- 
ey than  wit ;  and,  knowing  his  weak- 
ness and  her  skill,  we  may  safely  take 
the  odds,  and  back  rouge  et  eouleur 
to  win.  Here  mamma,  not  having 
money,  perhaps,  but  metal  more  at- 
tractive, stakes  her  virgin  daughter 
against  Count  Fettacker's  forests  and 
meadows ;  or  Lord  Lackland  plays 
his  coronet,  of  which  the  jewels  have 
long  since  been  in  pawn,  against  Miss 
Bags's  three  per  cents  And  so  two 
or  three  funny  little  games  were  go- 
ing on  at  Baden  amongst  our  imme- 
diate acquaintance ;  besides  that  vul- 
gar sport  round  the  green-table,  at 
which  the  mob,  with  whom  we  have 
little  to  do,  were  elbowing  each  other. 
A  hint  of  these  domestic  prolusions 
has  been  given  to  the  reader  in  th3 
foregoing  extract  from  Miss  PUhel 
Newcomers  letter ;  likewise  some  pas- 
sions have  been  in  play,  of  which  a 
modest  young  English  maiden  could 
not  be  aware.  Do  not,  however,  let 
us  be  too  prematurely  proud  of  our 
virtue.  That  tariff  of  British  virtue 
is  wonderfully  organized.  Heaven 
help  the  society  which  made  its  laws  ! 
Gnats  are  shut  out  of  its  ports,  or  not 
admitted  without  scrutiny  and  repugn 
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nance,  whilst  herds  of  ounels  are  let 
in.  The  law  professes  to  exclude 
some  goods  (or  bads  shall  we  call 
them  ?)  —  well,  some  articles  of  bag* 
gage,  which  art  yet  sma^led  openly 
under  the  eyes  of  winlung  officers, 
and  worn  every  day  without  shame. 
Shame !  What  is  shame  ?  Virtue  is 
very  often  shameful,  according  to  the 
English  social  constitution,  and  shame 
honorable.  Truth,  if  yours  happens 
to  differ  from  your  neis-hbor's,  pro- 
vokes your  friend's  coldness,  your 
mother  s  tears,  the  world's  persecu^ 
tion.  Love  is  not  to  be  dealt  in,  save 
under  restrictions  which  kill  its  sweet, 
healthy,  free  oommeroe.  Sin  in  man 
is  so  light  that  scarce  the  fine  of  a 
penny  is  imposed ;  while  for  woman 
It  is  so  heavy  that  no  repentance  can 
wash  it  out  Ahl  yes;  all  stories 
are  old.  You  proud  matrons  in  your 
May  Fair  markets,  have  you  never 
eeen  a  virgin  sold,  or  sold  one  9  Have 
you  never  heard  of  a  poor  wayforer, 
fallen  among  robbers,  and  not  a 
Pharisee  to  help  him  ?  of  a  poor  wo* 
man  fallen  more  sadly  yet,  abject  in 
repentance  and  tears,  and  a  crowd  to 
stone  her  ?  I  pace  this  broad  Baden 
walk  as  the  sunset  is  gilding  the  hills 
round  about,  as  the  orchestra  blows 
its  merry  tunes,  as  the  happy  chil* 
dren  laugh  and  sport  in  the  alleys,  as 
the  lamps  of  the  gambtiqg-palace  are 
lighted  up,  as  the  throngs  of  pleasure- 
hunters  stroll,  and  smoke,  and  fiirt, 
and  hum  :  and  wonder  sometimes,  is 
it  the  sinners  who  are  the  most  sin- 
ful ?  Is  it  poor  Prodigal  yonder 
amongst  the  bad  company,  calling 
black  and  red,  and  tossms  the  cham- 
pagne; or  brother  Straigntlace,  that 
grudges  his  repentance  9  Is  it  down- 
cast Hagar,  that  slinks  away  with 
poor  little  Ishmael  in  her  hand;  or 
oitter  old  virtuous  Sarah,  who  scowls 
at  her  from  my  demure  Lord  Abrar 
ham's  arm  ? 

One  day   of   the  previous    May, 

when,  of  course,  everybody  went  to 

>isit    the    Water-color    Exhibitions, 

Ethel  Newcome  was  taken  to  see  the 

Mctures    by  her  gnmdmotiker,  that 


rigorous  old  Lady  Kew,  who  still 
proposed  to  reign  over  all  her  family. 
The  girl  had  high  spirit,  and  very 
likely  hot  words  had  passed  between 
'the  elder  and  the  youngs  lady ;  such 
as,  I  am  given  to  understand,  will  be 
uttered  in  the  most  polite  families. 
They  came  to  a  piece  by  Mr.  Hunt, 
representing  one  of  tliose  figures 
which  he  knows  how  to  paint  with 
such  consummate  truth  and  pathos, 
•^  a  friendless  ^onng  girl  cowering 
in  a  doorway,  evidenUy  without  home 
or  shelter.  The  exquisite  fidelity  of 
the  details,  and  the  plaintive  beauty 
of  the  expression  of  tne  child,  attract- 
ed old  Lady  Kew's  admiration,  who 
was  an  excellent  judge  of  wcnrks  of 
art;  and  she  stood  for  some  time 
looking  at  the  drawing,  with  Ethd 
by  her  side.  Nothing,  in-  trath^  (*ould 
be  more  simile  ot  pathetic ;  Ethel 
laughed ;  and  her  gnwdmother,  look- 
ing up  from  her  stick  on  which  she 
hobbled  about*  saw  a  very  sarcastic 
expression  in  the  girl's  eyes. 

**You  have  no  taste  for  pictures, 
only  for  paintera,  I  suppose,"  said 
Laay  Kew. 

"  I  was  not  looking  at  the  picture," 
said  Ethel,  still  with  a  smile,  "  but  at 
the  little  green  ticket  in  the  comer." 

"Sold,"  said  Lady  Kew.  "Of 
course  it  is  sold ;  all  Mr.  Hunt's  pic- 
tures are  sold.  There  is  not  one  of 
thom  here  on  which  you  won't  see  the 
green  ticket.  He  is  a  most  admirable 
artist.  I  don't  know  whether  his 
comedy  or  tragedy  are  the  most  ex- 
cellent" 

"I  think,  grandmamma,"  Ethel 
said,  **  we  young  ladies  in  the  world, 
when  we  are  eczhibiting,  ought  to 
have  little  green  tickets  pinned  on 
our  backs,  with  'Sold'  written  on 
them ;  it  would  prevent  trouble  and 
Tiny  future  haggling,  you  know.  Then 
at  the  end  of  the  season  the  owner 
would  come  to  carry  us  home." 

Grandmamma  only  said,  "  Ethel, 
vou  are  a  fool,"  and  hobbled  on  to 
Mr.  Cattermole's  picture  hard  by. 
"  What  splendid  color ;  what  a  ro- 
mantic gloom ;  what  a  flowing  pencil 
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mid  dexterous  hand!"  Ladj  Kew 
couU  delight  in  pictures,  applaud 
good  poetrj,  and  squeeze  out  a  tear 
over  a  good  novel  tod.  That  after- 
noon, young  Dawkins,  the  rising 
water-color  artist,  who  used  to  come 
daily  to  the  gallery  and  stand  de- 
lighted before  his  own  piece,  was 
aghast  to  perceive  that  there  wds  no 
green  ticket  in  the  comer  of  the 
frame,  and  he  pointed  out  the  defi- 
ciency to  the  keeper  of  the  pictures. 
His  landscape,  however,  was  sold  and 
paid  for,  so  no  great  mischief  oc- 
curred. On  that  same  evening,  when 
the  Newcome  family  assembled  at 
dinner  in  Park  Lane,  Ethel  appeared 
with  a  bright  green  ticket  pinned  in 
the  front  of  heir  white  munlin  frock, 
and  when  asked  what  this  queer  fancy 
meant,  she  made  Lady  Kew  a  eour^ 
tesy,  looking  her  full  in  the  face,  and, 
taming  round  to  her  father,  said,  "  I 
am  a  tcdilecM-vivanty  papa.  I  am  Ni^m- 
ber  46  in  the  Exhibition  of  the  Gal- 
lery of  Painters  in  Water-bolors." 

"  My  love,  what  do  you  mean  1 " 
says  mamma ;  and  Lady  Kew,  jump- 
ing up  on  her  crooked  stick  with  im^ 
mense  agility,  tote  the  card  Out  of 
Ethel's  bosom,  and  v^ry  likely  would 
have  boxed  hex  ears,  but  that  her 
parents  were  present,  and  Lord  EJsW 
was  announced* 

Ethel  talked  about  pictnn^s  t&e 
whole  evening,  aAd  would  talk  of 
nothing  else.  Qrandmamma  w6nt 
away  furious.  "  She  told  Barnes, 
and  when  evwybody  was  gone  there 
was  a  pretty  row  In  the  building," 
said  Madaadi  Ethel,  with  an  arch 
look,  when  she  narrated  the  story. 
"Barnes  was  ready  to  kill  me  and 
eat  me ;  but  I  nerer  was  afraid  of 
Barnes."  And  the  biographer  gath- 
ers from  this  little  anecdote  narrated 
to  him,  never  mind  by  whom,  at  a 
long  subsequent  period,  that  there 
had  been  great  disputes  in  Sir  Brian 
Kewcome's  establishment,  fierce  draw- 
ing-room battles,  whereof  certain  pic- 
tures of  a  certain  painter  mi<2:ht  have 
furnished  the  cause,  and  in  which  Miss 
Newcome  bad  the  wb(^  of  the  family 


iorces  a^nst  her.  That  Such  battles 
take  place  in  other  domestic  estab- 
lishments, who  shall  say  or  shall  not 
say  ■?  Who,  when  he  goes  out  to  din- 
ner, and  is  received  by  a  bland  host 
with  a  gay  shake  of  the  hand,  and  a 
pretty  hostess  with  a  gracious  smile 
of  welcome,  dares  to  think  that  Mr. 
Johnson  up  stairs,  half  an  hour  be- 
fore, was  swearing  out  of  bis  dressing- 
room  at  Mrs.  Johnson,  for  having 
ordered  a  turbot  instead  of  a  salmon, 
or  that  Mrs.  Johnson,  now  talking 
to  Lady  Jones  so  nicely  about  their 
mutual  Aeurling  children,  Was  crying 
her  eyes  out  aa  her  ma*d  was  &sten- 
ing  her  gown,  as  the  carriages  were 
actually  driving  Up  %  The  servants 
know  Uiese  things,  but  not  we  in  the 
dining-room.  Hark,  with  what  a 
respectful  tone  JohnAon  begs  the  cler- 
gyman present  to  day  grace  ! 

Wliatever  these  family  quarrels  may 
have  been,  let  bygones  be  bygones, 
and  let  ns  be  perfectly  sure,  that  to 
whatever  purpose  Miss  Ethel  New- 
come,  for  good  or  evil,  might  make 
up  her  mind,  She  had  quite  spirit 
enough  to  hold  her  own.  She  chose 
to  be  Countess  of  Kew  because  she 
chose  to  ba  Countesd  of  Kew;  had 
she  set  her  heart  on  marrying  Mr. 
Kuhn,  she  would  have  had  her  way, 
and  made  th6  fiimily  adopt  it,  and 
called  him  dear  Fritz,  as  by  his  god- 
fathers and  godmothers,  tn  his  bap- 
tism, Mr^  Kohn  was  called.  Clive 
was  but  a  lancy,  if  he  had  even  been 
so  much  as  thkt^  noH  a  passion,  and 
she  fancied  ii  pret^  lour-pronged 
coronet  still  mat^* 

So  that  the  diataribe  wherein  we 
latelj  indulged,  about  the  selling  of 
virgms,  by  no  means  applies  to  Lady 
Ann  Newcome,  who  signed  the  ad- 
dress to  Mrs.  Stowe,  the  other  day, 
al&ng  with  thousands  more  virtuous 
British  matrons;  b»t  should  the 
reader  haply  say,  "Is  thy  fable,  O 
Poet,  narrated  concerning  Tanored 
Pulleyn,  Earl  of  Dorking,  and  Sigis- 
munda,  bis  wife,''  the  reluctant  mor- 
alist is  obliged  to  own  that  t^>e  cap 
doss  fit  those  noble  fieriwnages,  of 
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whose  lofty  society  you  wfll  however 
see  but  little. 

For  tliough  I  would  like  to  go  into 
an  Indian  Brahmin's  house  and  see 
the  punkahs  and  the  purdahs  and 
tattys,  and  the  pretty  brown  maidens 
with  great  eyes,  and  great  nose-rin^s, 
and  painted  foreheads,  and  slim 
waists  cased  in  Cashmere  shawls, 
Kincob  scarfs,  curly  slippers,  gilt 
trousers,  precious  anklets  and  ban- 
gles ;  and  have  the  mystery  of  Eastern 
existence  revealed  to  ine,  (as  who 
would  not  who  has  read  the  '^  Ara- 
bian Nights"  in  his  youth?)  yet  I 
would  not  choose  the  moment  when 
the  Brahmin  of  the  house  was  dead, 
his  women  howling,  his  priests  doc- 
toring the  child  of  a*  widow,  now 
frightening  her  with  sermons,  now 
drugging  her  with  bang,  so  as  to-push 
her  on  his  funeral  pile  at  last,  and  into 
the  arms  of  that  carcase,  stupefied, 
but  obedient  and  decorous.  And 
though  I  like  to  walk,  even  in  fifticy, 
in  an  earl's  house,  splendid,  well 
ordered,  where  there  are  feasts  and 
fine  pictures,  and  &ir  ladies,  and  end- 
less books,  and  good  company;  yet 
there  are  times  when  the  visit  is  not 
pleasant;  and  when  the  parents  in 
that  fine  house  are  getting  ready  their 
daughter  for  sale,  and  frightening 
away  her  tears  with  threats,  and  stu- 
pefying her  grief  with  narcotics, 
praying  her  and  imploring  her,  and 
dramming  her  and  coaxing  her,  and 
blessing  her,  and  cursing  her  perhaps, 
till  they  have  brought  .her  into  such 
a  state  as  shall  fit  the  poor  young 
thing  for  that  deadly  couch  upon 
which  they  are  about  to  thrust  her,  — 
when  my  Lord  and  Lady  are  so  en- 
gaged I  prefer  not  to  call  at  their 
mansion,  Number  1,000  in  Grosvenor 
Square,  but  to  partake  of  a  dinner  of 
herbs  rather  than  of  that  stalled 'ox 
which  their  cook  is  roasting  whole. 
There  are  some  people  who  are  not 
so  squeamish.  The  family  comes  of 
course;  the  most  reverend  the  Lord 
Arch-Brahmin  of  Benares  will  attend 
the  ceremony;  there  will  be  flowers, 
and  lights,  and  white  favors;  and 


quite  a  string  of  carriages  up  to  the 
pagoda;  and  such  a  breakfiist  after- 
wards ;  and  music  in  the  street  and 
little  parish  boys  hurrahing ;  and  no 
end  of^  speeches  within  and  tears  shed 
(no  douDt),  and  his  grace,  the  Arch- 
Brahmin  will  make  a  highly  appro-* 
priate  speech  (just  with  a  famt  scent 
of  incense  about  it  as  such  a  speech 
ought  to  have),  and  the  young  person 
will  slip  away  unperceived,  and  take 
off  her  veils,  wreaths,  orange-flowtrs, 
bangles,  and  finery,  and  will  put  on  a 
plain  dress  more  suited  for  the  occa- 
sion, and  the  house-door  will  open,  — 
and  there  comes  the  suttee  in  com- 
pany of  the  body  :  yonder  the  pile  is 
waiting  on  four  wheels  with  four 
horses,  the  crowd  hurrahs,  and  the 
deed  is  done. 

This  ceremony  amongst  us  is  so 
stale  and  common  that,  to  be  sure, 
there  is  no  need  to  describe  its  rites, 
and  as  women  sell  themselves  for 
what  you  call  an  establishment  every 
day,  to  the  applause  of  themselves, 
their  parents,  and  the  world,  why  on 
earth  should  a  man  ape  at  originality, 
and  pretend  to  pity  ihem  ?  Never 
mind  about  the  lies  at  the  altar,  the 
blasphemy  against  the  godlike  name 
of  love,  the  sordid  surrender,  the  smil- 
ing dishonor.  What  the  deuce  does  a 
niariage  de  convenance  mean  but  all 
this,  and  are  not  such  sober  Hymeneal 
torches  more  satisfactory  often  than 
the  most  brilliant  love-matches  that 
ever  flamed  and  burnt  out?  Of 
course.  l!et  us  not  weep  when  every- 
body else  is  laughing :  let  us  pity  the 
agonized  duchess  when  her  daughter. 
Lady  Atalanta,  runs  away  with  th« 
doctor,  — of  course,  that 's  respectable ; 
let  us  pity  Lady  Iphigenia  s  father 
when  tnat  venerable  chief  is  obliged 
to  offer  up  his  darling  child  ;  but  it  is 
over  her  part  of  the  business  that  a 
decorous  painter  would  throw  the 
veil  now.  Her  Ladyship's  sacrifice  is 
performed,  and  the  less  said  about  it 
the  better. 

Such  was  the  case  regarding  an 
affair  which  appeared  in  due  subse- 
quence in  the  newspapers  not  long 
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afterwards  under  tHe  fascinating  title 
of  "Marriage  in  High  Life,  and 
■which  was  in  truth  the  occasion  of 
the  little  family  Congress  of  Baden 
which  we  are  now  chronicling.  We 
all  know,  —  everybody,  at  least,  who 
has  the  slightest  acquaintance  with 
the  army  list,  —  that,  at  the  com- 
mencement of  their  life,  my  Lord 
Kew,  my  Lord  Viscount  Rooster  (the 
Earl  of  Dorking's  eldest  son),  and  the 
Honorable  Charles  Belsize,  familiarly 
call^  Jack  Belsize,  were  subaltern 
officers  in  one  of  his  Majesty's  regi- 
ments of  cuirassier  guards.  They 
heard  the  chimes  at  midnight  like 
other  young  men,  they  enjoyed  their 
fun  and  froUcs  as  gentlemen  of  spirit 
will  do ;  sowing  their  wild  oats  plenti- 
fully, and  scattering  them  with  boy- 
ish profusion.  Lord  Kew's  luck  had 
blessed  him  with  more  sacks  of  oats 
than  fell  to  the  lot  of  his  noble  young 
companions  Lord  Dorking's  house 
is  known  to  have  been  long  impover- 
ished ;  an  excellent  informant,  Major 
Pendennis,  has  entertained  me  with 
many  edifying  accounts  of  the  exploits 
of  liord  Uooster's  grandfather  "  with 
the  wild  Prince  and  Poyns,"  of  his 
feats  in  the  hunting-field,  over  the 
bottle,  over  the  dice-box.  He  played 
two  nights  and  two  days  at  a  sitting 
with  Charles  Fox,  when  they  both 
lost  sums  awful  to  reckon.  He  played 
often  with  Lord  Steyne,  and  came 
away,  as  all  men  did,  dreadful  suf- 
ferers from  those  midnight  encounters. 
His  descendants  incurred  the  pen- 
alties of  the  progenitor's  imprudence, 
and  Chanticlere,  though  one  of  the 
finest  castles  in  England,  is  splendid 
but  for  a  month  in  the  year.  The 
estate  is  mortgaged  up  to  the  very 
castle  windows.  "Dorking  cannot 
cut  a  stick  or  kill  a  buck  in  his  own 
park,"  the  good  old  Major  used  to  tell 
with  tragic  accents ;  "  he  lives  by  his 
cabbages,  grapes,  and  pine-apples,  and 
the  fees  whicn  people  give  for  seeing 
the  place  and  gardens,  which  are  still 
the  show  of  the  county,  and  among 
the  most  splendid  in  the  island. 
When  Dorking  is  at  Chanticlere,  Bal- 


lard, who  married  his  sister,  lends 
him  the  plate  and  sends  three  men 
with  it.  Four  cooks  inside,  and  four 
maids  and  six  footmen  on  the  roof, 
with  a  butler  driving,  come  down 
from  London  in  a  trap,  and  wait 
the  month.  And  as  the  last  carriage 
of  the  company  drives  away,  the 
servants*  coach  is  packed,  and  they 
all  bowl  back  to  town  again.  It 's 
pitiable,  sir,  pitiable."  . 

In  Lord  Kew's  youth,  the,4^n^cs 
of  himself  and  his  two  noble  Mends 
appeared  on  -  innumerable'  slips  of 
stamped  paper,  conveying  pecuniary 
assurances  of  a  promissory  nature  ; 
all  of  which  promises,  my  Lord  Kew 
singly  and  most  honorably  discharged. 
Neither  of  his  two  companions  in 
arms  had  the  means  of  meeting  these 
engagements.  Ballard,  Rooster's  un- 
cle, was  said  to  make  his  Lordship 
some  allowance.  As  for  Jack  Bel- 
size ;  how  he  lived ;  how  he  laughed  ; 
how  he  dressed  himself  so  well,  and 
looked  so  fat  and  handsome ;  how  he 
got  a  shilling  to  pay  for  a  cab  or  a  ci- 
gar ;  what  ravens  fed  him ;  was  a  won- 
d3r  to  all.  The  young  men  claimed 
kinsmanship  with  one  another,  which 
those  who  are  learned  in  the  peer- 
age may  unravel. 

When  Lord  Dorking's  eldest  daugh- 
ter married  the  Honorable  and  Vener- 
able Dennis  Gallowglass,  Archdeacon 
of  Ballintubber  (and  at  present  Vis- 
count Gallowglass  and  Killbrogue, 
and  Lord  Bishop  of  Ballyshannon), 
great  festivities  took  place  at  Chanti- 
clere, whither  the  relatives  of  the 
high  coiltracting  parties  were  invited. 
Among  them  came  poor  Jack  Belsize, 
and  hence  the  tears  which  are  drop- 
ping at  Baden  at  this  present  period  of 
our  history.  Clara  Fulleyn  was  then 
a  pretty  little  maiden  of  sixteen,  and 
Jack  a  handsome  guardsman  of  six 
or  seven  and  twenty.  As  she  had 
been  especially  warned  against  Jack 
as  a  wicked  young  rogue,  whose  ante'- 
c€dent8  were  wofnlly  against  him  ;  as 
she  was  never  allowed  to  sit  near  him 
at  dinner,  or  to  walk  with  him,  or  to 
play  at  billiards  with  him,  cJr  to  waltx 
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with  him  j  as  islie  was  scolded  if  he 
spoke  a  word  to  her,  or  if  he  picked 
up  her  glove,  or  touched  her  hand  in 
round  game,  or  caught  him  when  tliey 
were  playing  at  blindman*s  buff  ;  as 
they  neither  of  them  had  a  penny  in 
the  world,  and  were  both  very  good- 
looking,  of  course  Clara  was  always 
catching  Jack  at  blindman's  buff; 
constantly  lighting  upon  him  in  the 
shrubberies  or  coiTidore,  &c.,  &c.,  &c. 
She  fell  in  love  (j?he  was  not  the  first) 
with  Jack's  broad  chest  and  thin 
waist  ;  she  thought  his  whiskers,  as 
indeed  they  were,  the  handsomest 
pair  in  all  Ms  Majesty's  Brigade  of 
Cuirassiers. 

We  know  not  what  tears  were  shed 
in  the  vast  and  silent  halls  of  Chanti- 
clere  when  the  company  were  gone, 
and  the  four  cooks,  and  four  maids, 
six  footmen,  and  temporary  butler 
had  driven  back  in  their  private  trap 
to  the  metropolis,  which  is  not  forty 
miles  distant  from  that  splendid  cas- 
tle. How  can  we  tell  ?  The  guests 
departed,  the  lodge  gates  shut ;  all  is 
mystery  :  —  darkness  with  one  pair 
of* wax  candles  blinking  dismally  m  a 
solitary  chamber ;  all  the  rest  di  eary 
vistas  of  hrown  hollands,  rolled  Tur- 
key carpets,  gaunt  ancestors  on  the 
walls  scowling  out  of  thetwilipht 
blank.  The  imagination  is  at  liberty 
to  depict  his  Lordship,  with  one  can- 
dlCp  over  his  dreadful  endless  tapes 
and  papers  j  her  Ladyship  with  the 
other,  and  an  old,  old  novel,  wherein, 
perhaps,  Mrs.  Radcliffe  describes  a 
castle  as  dreary  as  her  own  ;  and  poor 
little  Clara  sighing  and  crying  in  the 
midst  of  these  funereal  splendors,  as 
lonely  and  heart-sick  as  Oriana  in  her 
moated  grange  :  —  poor  little  Clara ! 

Lord  Kew's  drag  took  the  young 
men  to  London  ;  his  Lordship  driving, 
and  the  servants  sitting  inside.  Jack 
sat  behind  with  the  two  grooms,  and 
tooted  on  a  cornet-k-piston  in  the 
most  melancholy  manner.  He  par- 
took of  no  refreshment  on  the  road. 
His  silence  at  his  clubs  was  remarked  ; 
smoking,  billiards,  military  duties, 
and  this  and  that,  roused  him  a  little. 


and  presently  Jack  was  alive  again. 
But  then  came  the  season,  Lady 
Clara  PuUeyn's  first  season  in  Lon- 
don, and  Jack  was  more  alive  than 
ever.  There  was  no  hall  he  did  not 
go  to ;  no  opera  (that  is  to  say,  no 
opera  of  certain  operas)  which  he  did 
not  frequent.  It  was  easy  to  see  by 
his  face,  two  minutes  after  entering  a 
room,  whether  the  person  he  sought 
was  there  or  absent  :  liot  difficult  for 
those  who  were  in  the  secret  to  watch 
in  another  pair  of  eyes  the  bright 
kindling  signals  which  answered 
Jack's  fiery  glances.  Ah !  how  beauti- 
ful he  looked  on  his  charger  on  the 
birihday,  all  in  a  blaze  of  scarlet, 
and  bullion  and  steel.  0  Jack ! 
tear  her  out  of  yon  carriage,  from  the 
side  of  yonder  livid,  feathered,  painted, 
bony  downger !  place  her  behmd  you 
on  the  black  charger  ;  cut  down  the 
policeman,  and  away  with  you  !  The 
carriage  rolls  in  through  St.  James's 
Park ;  Jack  sits  alone  with  his  sword 
dropped  to  the  ground,  or  only  atm 
cura  on  the  crupper  behind  him  ;  and 
Snip,  the  tailor,  m  the  crowd,  thinks 
it  IS  for  fear  of  him  Jack's  head 
droops.  Lady  Clara  Pulleyn  is  pre- 
sented by  her  mother,  the  Countess 
of  Dorking;  and  Jack  is  arrested 
that  night  as  he  i?  going  out  of 
White's  to  meet  her  at  the  opera. 

Jat  k's  little  exploits  are  known  in 
the  Insolvent  Court,  where  he  made 
his  appearance  as  Charles  Belsize, 
commonly  called  the  Honorable 
Charles  Belsize,  whose  dealings  were 
smartly  chroriicled  by  the  indignant 
moralists  of  the  press  of  those  days. 
The  Scourge  flogged  him  heartily. 
The  Whip  (of  which  the  accom- 
plished' editor  was  himself  in  White- 
cross  Street  Prison)  was  especially 
virtuous  regarding  him ;  and  the 
Penny  Voice  of  Freedom  gave  him 
an  awful  dressing.  I  am  not  here  to 
scourge  sinners ;  I  am  true  to  my 
party  ;  it  is  the  other  side  this  humble 
pen  attacks  ;  let  us  keep  to  the  virtu- 
ous and  respectable,  tor  as  ror  poor 
sinners  they  get  the  whipping-post 
every  day.    One  person  was  faithfol 


THE  NBWOOMESti 


201 


^  poor  Jack  tlurough  all  bis  blonders 
ana  follies^  and    extya>^ance    and 
misfortunes,  and  that  was  the  pi-ettj 
young    girl    of   Clianticlere,    roand 
whose  young  affections  his  luxuriant 
whiskers  had  curled.    And  the  world 
may  cry  out  at  Lord  KeW  for  sending 
his  brougham  to  the  Queen's  Bench 
prison,  and  giving  a  g^reat  feast  at  Grig* 
non's  to  Jack  on  the  day  of  his  libera- 
tion, but  I  for  one  will  not  quarrel  with 
his  Lordship.    He  and  many  other 
sinners  had  a  jolly  night.    They  said 
Eew  made  a  fitie  speech,  in  hearing 
and  ai'knowledgine  which  Jack  Bef 
size  wept  copioosTy.     Barnes   New- 
come  was  in  a  rage  at  Jack's  manu- 
mission,  and    sincerely    hoped    Mr. 
Ck>mmissioner  would  give  him  a  couple 
of  years  longer ;  and  cnrsed  and  swore 
with  a  great  liberality  on  hearing  of 
his  liberty. 

That  this  poor  prodigal  should 
marry  Clara  fulleyn,  and,  by  way  of 
a  dowry,  lay  his  schodule  at  her  feet, 
was  out  of  the  question.  His  noble 
father,  Lord  Highgate,  was  furious 
against  him  ;  his  eldest  brother  would 
not  see  him;  he  had  given  up  all 
hopes  of  winning  his  darling  prize 
long  ago ;  and  one  day  there  came  to 
him  a  great  packet  bearing  the  seal  of 
Chanticlere,  containing  a  wretched 
little  letter  signed  C.  I^,  and  a  dozen 
sheets  of  Jack's  own  clumsy  writing, 
delivered  who  knows  how,  in  what 
crush  rooms,  quadrflles,  bouqnets, 
balls,  and  in  which  were  scrawled 
Jack's  love  and  passion  and  ardor. 
How  manj  a  time  had  he  looked  into 
the  dictionary  at  White's  to  see 
whether  eternal  was  spelt  with  an  e, 
and  adore  with  one  a  or  two  !  There 
they  wero,  the  incoherent  utteranoea 
of  his  brave  longing  heart ;  aad  those 
two  wretched,  wretched  lines  signed 
C,  begging  that  C.'s  little  letters 
might,  too,  bo  returned  or  destroyed^ 
To  do  him  juAtiee,  he  burnt  them  loy- 
ally every  one  along  with  his  own 
waste  paper.  He  kept  not  one  single 
little  token  which  she  had  given  him, 
or  let  him  take.  The  rose,  the  glove, 
the  little  haadkerehief  whiieb  sIm^  had 
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dropped  to  him>  how  he  cried  ovei 
them  !  —  the  ringlet  of  goTden  hair,  — 
he  burnt  them  all,  all  in  his  own  tiro 
in  the  prison,^8tfve  a  little,  little  bit  of 
the  hair,  which  nugbt  be  any  one's^ 
which  was  the  color  of  his  sister's. 
Kew  saw  the  deed  done ;  perhaps  he 
hurried  away  when  Jack  came  to  the 
very  last  part  of  tka  sacrifice,  and 
flung  the  hair  into  the  fiie,  where  he 
would  have-  liked  to  fliag  his  heart 
and  his  li&  too. 

So  Clara  was  firee,  and  the  year 
when  Jack  came  oat  of  pris>on  and 
went  abroad,  she  passed  ^e  season  in 
London  dancing  about  nigiit  afier 
ni^ht,  and  everybody  said  she  was 
well  out  of  that  sil(y  atfair  with  Jack 
Belsize.  It  was  then  that  Barnes 
Keweome,  'Eu^,  a  partner  of  the 
wealthy  bankmg  firm  of  Hobson 
Brothers  md  Newcome,  son  and  heir 
of  Sir  Brian  Newcome^  of  Newcome, 
Bart.,  add  Mi  P.,  descended  in  right 
line  from  Bryan  de  Kewcomyn,  slain 
at  Hastings,  aitd  barber-sumeon  to 
Edward  the  Confessor,  &c.,  &c.,  cast 
the  eyes  of  regard  on  the  Lady  Clara 
Fulleyn,  who  was  a  little  pale  and 
languid  certainly,  but  had  blue  eyes, 
a  delicate  skin,  and  a  pretty  person, 
and,  knowing  her  previeus  history  as 
well  as  you  who  have  just  perused  it, 
deigned  to  entertain  matrimonial  in- 
tentions towards  her  Ladyship. 

Not  one  of  the  members  of  these 
most  respectable  families^  excepting 
poor  little  Clara  perhaps,  poor  little 
fish  (as  if  she  haa  any  call  but  to  do 
her  duty,  and  to  ask  a  quelle  sauce  elk 
aercUt  mangA),  protested  against  this 
little  affair  of  traMc;  Lady  Dorking 
had  a  brood  of  little  chickens  to  suc- 
eeed  Clara.  There  was  little  Hennie, 
who  was  sixteen,  and  Biddy,  who  was 
fourteen,,  and  Adelaide,  and  who 
kiu>ws  how  many  moi>e.  •  How  could 
she  refuse  a  young  man,  not  very 
agreeable  it  is  true,  nor  particularly 
amiable,  nor  of  cood  birth,  at  least  on 
his  father's  side,  but  otherwise  eligible, 
and  heir  to  somany  thousands  a  year  ? 
The  Newcomesj  on  their  side,  think  it 
a  desirable  match.    Barnes,  it  musl 
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be  confessed,  is  growing  rather  selfish, 
and  has  some  bachelor  ways  which  a 
wife  will  reform.  Lady  Kew  is  strong- 
ly for  the  match.  With  her  own 
family  interest,  Lord  Steyne  and  Lord 
Kew,  her  nephew's  and  Barnes's  own 
father-in-law.  Lord  Dorking,  in  the 
Peers ;  why  shall  not  the  Newcomes 
sit  there  too,  and  resnme  the  old  seat 
which  all  the  world  knows  they  had 
in  the  time  of  Richard  III.  ?  Barnes 
and  his  father  had  got  np  quite  a  be- 
lief about  a  Newcome  killed  at  Bos- 
worth,  along  with  King  Richard,  and 
hated  Henry  VII.  as  an  enemy  of 
their  noble  race.  So  all  the  parties 
were  pretty  well  agreed.  Lady  Ann 
wrote  rather  a  pretty  little  poem  about 
welcoming  the  white  Fawn  to  the 
Newcome  bowers,  and  "  Clara  "  was 
made  to  rhyme  with  "fairer,"  and 
**  timid  does  and  antlered  deer  to  dot 
the  glades  of  Chanticlere,"  quite  in  a 
picturesque  way.  Lady  Kew  pro- 
nounced that  the  poem  was  yery 
pretty  indeed. 

The  year  after  Jack  Belsize  made 
his  foreign  tour  he  returned  to  Lon- 
don for  the  season.  Lady  Clara  did 
not  happen  to  be  there ;  her  health 
was  a  little  delicate,  and  her  kind 
parents  took  her  abroad ;  so  all  things 
went  on  yery  smoothly  and  comfort- 
ably indeed. 

Yes,  but  when  things  were  so  quiet 
and  comfortable,  when  the  ladies  of 
the  two  families  had  met  at  the  Con- 
gress of  Baden,  and  liked  each  other 
so  much ;  when  Barnes  and  his  papa 
the  Baronet,  recoyered  from  his  ill- 
ness, were  actually  on  their  journey 
from  Aix-la-Chapelle,  and  Lady  Kew 
in  motion  from  Kissingen  to  the  Con- 

fress  of  Baden  ;  why  on  earth  should 
ack  Belsize,  haggard,  wild,  haying 
been  winning  great  sums,  it  was  said, 
at  Hombonrg,  forsake  his  luck  there, 
and  run  oyer  frantically  to  Baden? 
He  wore  a  great  thick  beard,  a  great 
slouched  hat, — he  looked  like  noth- 
ing more  or  less  than  a  painter  or 
an  Italian  Brigand.-  Unsuspecting 
Cliye,  remembering  the  jolly  dinner 
yhich  Jack  had  procured  for  him  at 


the  Guards'  mess  in  St.  James's, 
whithur  Jack  himself  came  frova.  the 
Horse  Guards,  —  simple  Clive,  seeing 
Jack  enter  the  town,  hailed  him 
cordially,  and  inyited  him  to  dinner, 
and  Jack  accepted,  and  Cliye  told 
him  all  the  news  he  had  of  the  place, 
how  Kew  was  there,  and  Lady  Ann 
Newcome,  and  Ethel;  and  ]Barne8 
was  coming.  "I  am  not  yery  fond 
of  him  either,"  says  Cliye,  smiling, 
when  Belsize  mentioned  his  name. 
So  Barnes  was  coming  to  marry  that 
pretty  little  Lady  Clara  Pulleyn. 
The  Knowing  youth  I  I  dare  say  he 
was  rather  pleaded  with  his  knowledp:e 
of  the  fashionable  world,  and  the 
idea  that  Jack  Belsize  would  think 
he,  too,  was  somebody. 

Jack  drank  an  immense  quantity 
of  champagne,  and  the  dinner  oyer, 
as  they  could  hear  the  band  playing 
firom  Cliye's  open  windows  in  the 
snug  clean  little  "  Hotel  de  France,** 
Jack  proposed  they  should  go  on  the 
promenade.  M.  de  Florae  was  of 
the  party ;  he  had  been  exceedingly 
jocular  when  Lord  Kew*s  name  was 
mentioned,  and  said,  "  Ce  petit  Kion  ! 
M.  le  Due  d'lyry,  mon  oncle,  rhonore 
d'une  amiti^  toute  particuli^rc." 
These  three  gentlemen  walked  out; 
the  promenade  was  crowded,  the 
band  was  playing  "  Home,  sweet 
Home  "  yery  sweetly,  and  the  very  first 
persons  they  met  on  the  walk  were 
the  Lords  of  Kew  and  Dorking,  on 
the  arm  of  which  latter  yenerable  Peer 
his  daughter  Lady  Clara  was  hanging. 

Jack  Belsize,  in  a  yelyet  coat,  with 
a  sombrero  8louched  oyer  his  face, 
with  a  beard  reaching  to  his  waist, 
was,  no  doubt,  not  recognized  at  first 
by  the  noble  Lord  of  Dorking,  for  he 
was  greeting  the  other  two  gentlemen 
with  his  usual  politeness  and  affa- 
bility :  when,  of  a  sudden.  Lady 
Clara,  looking  up,  gaye  a  little  shriek 
and  fiell  down  lifeless  on  the  grayel- 
walk.  Then  the  old  Earl  recognized 
Mr.  Belsize,  and  Cliye  heard  him  say, 
"  You  yillain,  how  dare  you  come 
here  1 " 

BeLnze  had  flung  himself  down  to 
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lift  ap  Clara,  calling  her  frantically 
by  her  name,  when  old  Dorking 
sprang  to  seize  him. 

"  Hands  off,  my  Lord,"  said  the 
other,  shaking  the  old  man  from  his 
back.  "  Confound .  yon.  Jack,  hold 
your  tongue,"  roars  out  Kew.  Clive 
runs  for  a  chair, 'and  a  dozen  were 
forthcoming.  Florae  skips  back  with 
a  glass  of  water.  Belsize  runs  to- 
wards the  awakening  girl  ,*  and  the 
father  for  an  instant,  losing  all  pa- 
tience and  self-command,  trembling 
in  every  limb,  lifts  his  stick,  and  says 
again,  "Leaye  her,  yon  soiffian." 
"  Lady  Clara  has  fsiinted  again,  sir," 
says  Captain  Belsize.  ''I  am  stay- 
ing at  the  *  Hotel  de  France.'  If  yon 
touch  me,  old  man"  (this  in  a  very 
low  Yoice),  "  by  Heaven  I  shall  kill 
you.  I  wish  you  good  morning"; 
and  taking  a  last  long  look  at  the 
lifeless  girl,  he  lifts  his  hat  and  walks 
away.  Lord  Dorking  mechanically 
takes  his  hat  off,  and  stands  stupidly 
gazing  after  him.  He  beckoned  Clive 
to  follow  him,  and.  a  crowd  of  the 
firequenters  of  the  place  are  by  this 
time  closed  round  the  fainting  young 
lady. 

Here  was  a  pretty  incident  in  the 
Congress  of  Baden ! 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

nr  WHICH  BAKNES  COMES  A  WOOmO. 

Ethel  had  all  aloQg  known  that 
her  holiday  was  to  be  a  short  one, 
and  that,  ner  papa  and  Barnes  ar- 
rived, there  was  to  be  no  more  laugh- 
ing and  fun,  and  sketching  and  wtdk- 
ing  with  Clive ;  so  she  took  the  sun- 
shine while  it  lasted,  determined 
to  bear  with  a  stout  heart  the  bad 
weather. 

Sir  Brian  Newcome  and  his  eldest 
bom  arrived  at  Baden  on  the  very 
night  of  Jack  Belsize's  performance 
npon  the  promenade;  of  course  it 
was  necessary  to  inform  the  young 
bridegroom  of  the  facts.  His  ac- 
quaintances of  the  public,   who  by 


this  time  know  his  temper,  and  are 
acquainted  with  his  language,  can 
imagine  the  explosions  of  the  one 
and  the  vehemence  of  the  other ;  it 
was  a  perfect  feu  (Tarti/ice  of  oaths 
which  he  sent  up.  Mr.  Newcome 
only  fired  off  these  volleys  of  curses 
when  he  was  in  a  passion,  but  then 
he  was  in  a  passion  very  irequently. 

As  for  Lady  Clara's  little  accident, 
he  was  disposed  to  treat  that  very 
lightly.  "  Poor  dear  Clara,  of  course, 
of  course,"  he  said,  "  she 's  been  ac- 
customed to  fainting-fits ;  no  wonder 
she  was  agitated  on  the  sight  of  that 
villain,  after  his  infernal  treatment 
of  her.  If  I  had  been  there  "  (a  vol- 
ley of  oaths  comes  here  along  the 
whole  line)  "  I  should  have  strangled 
the  scoundrel ;  I  should  have  mur- 
dered him." 

"  Mercy,  Barnes,"  cries  Lady  Ann. 

"  It  was  a  mercy  Barnes  was  not 
there,"  says  Ethel,  gravely  ;  "  a  fi^ht 
between  him  and  Captain  Belsize 
would  have  been  awful  indeed." 

"  I  am  afraid  of  no  man,  Ethel," 
says  Barnes  fiercely,  with  another 
oath. 

"  Hit  one  of  your  own  size,  Barnes," 
says  Miss  Ethel  (who  had  a  number 
of  school  -  phrases  from  her  little 
brothers,  and  used  them  on  occa- 
sions skilfully).  **  Hit  Captain  Bel- 
size, he  hns  got  no  friends. 

As  Jack  Belsize  from  his  height 
and  strength  was  fitted  to  be  not  only 
an  officer  but  actually  a  private  in  his 
former  gallant  regiment,  and  brother 
Barnes  was  but  a  puny  young  gentle- 
man, the  idea  of  a  personal  conflict, 
between  them  was  rather  ridiculous. 
Some  notion  of  this  sort  ma^  have 
passed  through  Sir  Brian's  mmd,  for 
the  Baronet  said,  with  his  usual  so- 
lemnity, "  It  is  the  cause,  Ethel,  it 
is  the  cause,  mv  dear,  which  gives 
strength ;  in  such  a  cause  as  Barnes's, 
with  a  beautiful  young  creature  to 
protect  from  a  villain,  any  man 
would  be  strong,  any  man  would  be 
strong."  "  Since  his  last  attack," 
Barnes  used  to  sa^,  "my  poor  old 
governor  is  exoeedmgly  snaky,  ^ 
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groggy  abont  the  head  "  ;  which  was 
the  fact.  Barnes  was  already  master 
at  Newcome  and  the  bank,  and  await- 
ing with  perfect  composure  the  event 
which  was  to  place  the  blood-red 
hand  of  the  Newcome  baronetcy  on 
his  own  brougham. 

Casting  his  eyes  about  the  room,  a 
heap  of  drawings,  the  work  of  a  well- 
known  hand  which  he  hated,  met  his 
eye  :  there  were  a  half-dozen  sketches 
of  Baden ;  Ethel  on  horseback  again ; 
the  children  and  the  do^  iust  in  the 

old  way.     "  J) him,  is  he  here  ?  " 

screams  out  Barnes.  **  Is  that  young 
pot-house  villain  here  1  and  has  n  t 
Aew  knocked  his  head  off?  Clive 
Newcome  is  here,  sir,"  he  cries  out  to 
his  father.  "  'I'hc  Colonel's  son.  I 
have  no  doubt  they  met  by  —  " 

"  By  what,  Barnes  ?  "  savs  Ethel. 

"  Clive  is  here,  is  he  1  says  the 
Baronet ;  "  making  caricatures,  hey  ? 
You  did  not  mention  him  in  your 
letters,  Lady  Ann." 

Sir  Brian  was  evidently  very  much 
touched  by  his  last  attack. 

Ethel  blushed;  it  was  a  curious 
fact,  but  there  had  been  no  mention  of 
Clive  in  the  ladies'  letters  to  Sir  Brian. 

"  My  dear,  we  met  him  by  the  merest 
chance,  at  Bonn,  travelling  with  a 
friend  of  his ;  and  he  speaks  a  little 
German,  and  was  very  useful  to  us, 
and  took  one  of  the  boys  in  his 
britzska  the  whole  way." 

"  Boys  always  crowd  in  a  car- 
riage," says  Sir  Brian ;  "  kick  your 
shins  ;  always  in  the  way.  I  remem- 
ber, when  we  used  to  come  in  the 
carriage  from  Clapham,  when  we 
were  boys,  I  used  to  kick  my  brother 
Tom's  shins.  Poor  Tom,  he  was 
a  devilish  wild  fellow  in  those  days. 
You  don't  recollect  Tom,  my  Lady 
Ann  ? " 

Further  anecdotes  from  Sir  Brian 
are  interrupted  by  Lord  Kew's  arrival. 
"  How  dydo,  Kew  ?  "  cries  Barnes. 
"How's  Clara?"  and  Lord  Kew, 
walking  up  with  great  respect  to  shake 
hands  with  Sir  Brian,  says,  "  I  am 
clad  to  see  you  looking  so  well,  sir," 
scarcely  takes    any  notice   of 


Barnes.  That  Mr.  Barnes  Ncwconie 
was  an  individual  not  universally  be- 
loved is  a  point  of  history  of  which 
there  can  be  no  doubt. 

"  You  have  not  told  me  how  Clara 
is,  my  good  fellow,"  continues  Barnes. 
"  I  have  heard  all  about  her  meeting 
with  that  villain.  Jack  Belsize." 

"Don't  call  names,  my  good  fel- 
low," says  Lord  Kew.  "It  stnkes 
me  you  don't  know  Belsize  well 
enough  to  call  him  by  nicknames  or 
by  other  names.  Lady  Clara  Pul- 
leyn,  1  believe,  is  very  unwell  iftdecd." 

"  Confound  the  Micrw !  How  dared 
he  to  come  here  ?  "  cries  Barnes,  back* 
ing  from  this  little  rebuff. 

^'  Dare  is  another  ugly  word.  I 
would  advise  you  not  to  use  it  to  the 
fellow  himself. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  say* 
Barnes,  looking  Very  serious  in  an. 
instant. 

"Easy,  my  good  fHend.  Not  so 
very  loud.  It  appears,  Ethel,  that 
poor  Jack  —  /  know  him  pretty  well, 
you  see,  Barnes,  and  may  call  him  by 
what  names  I  like  —  had  been  dinine 
to-day  with  Cousin  Clive ;  he  and  M. 
de  Florae ;  and  that  they  went  with 
Jack  to  the  promenade,  not  in  the 
least  aware  of  Mr.  Jack  Bel  size's  pri- 
vate affairs,  or  of  the  shindy  that 
was  going  to  happen." 

"  By  Jove,  he  snail  answer  for  it," 
cries  out  Barnes,  in  a  loud  voice. 

"I  dare  sar  he  will,  if  you  ask 
him,"  says  the  other,  dryly;  "but 
not  before  ladies.  He  'd  be  afraid  of 
frightening  th«m.  Poor  Jack  was 
always  as  gentle  as  a  lamb  before  wo- 
men. I  had  some  talk  with  the 
Frenchman  just  now,"  continued 
Lord  Kew  gayly,  as  if  wishing  to 
pass  over  this  side  of  the  sulject. 
"  *  Mi  Lord  Kiou,'  says  he,  *  we  have 
made  your  friend  Jack  to  hear  reason. 
He  is  a  little  fou,  j'our  friend  Jack. 
He  drank  champagne  at  dinner  like 
an  ogre.  How  is  the  (^rrnanfe  Miss 
Clara  ? '  Florae,  you  see,  calls  her 
Miss  Clara,  Barnes  ;  the  world  calls 
her  Lady  Clara.  You  call  her  Clara. 
You  happy  dog,  you.' 
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X  don't  vjee  why  that  infernal 
young  cub  of  a  Clive  is  always  med- 
dling in  our  affairs,"  cries  out  Barnes, 
whose  rage  was  perpetually  being 
whipped  into  new  outcries.  "Why 
has  he  been  about  |his  house  ?  Why 
is  he  here  ?  " 

"It  is  very  well  for  you  that  he 
was,  Barnes,  Lord  Kew  said.  "  The 
young  ffeUow  showed  great  temper 
and  spirit.  There  has  l^en  a  ikmous 
row,  but  don't  be  alarmed,  it  i$  all 
over.  It  is  all  over,  everybody  may 
go  to  bed  and  skep  comfortably. 
Barnes  need  not  get  up  in  the  morn- 
ing to  punch  Jack  Belsize's  head. 
1  *m  sorry  for  your  disappointment, 
you  Fenchurcn  Street  fire  -  eater. 
Come  away.  It  will  be  but  proper, 
you  know,  for  a  .bridegroom  elect  to 
go  and  ask  news  of  h  ckarmante  Miss 
Clara." 

"As  we  went  out  of  the  house," 
Lord  Kew  tald  Clive,  "I  said  to 
Barnes,  that  every  word  I  had  ut- 
tered up  stairs  with  regard  to  the  rec- 
onciliation was  a  lie.  That  Jack 
Belsize  was  determined  to.  have  his 
blood,  and  was  walking  under  the 
lime-trees  by  which  we  had  to  pass 
with  a  thundering  big  stick.  You 
should  have  seen  the  state  the  fellow 
was  in,  sir.  The  sweet  3'outh  started 
back,  and  turned  as  yellow  as  a. cream 
cheese.  Then  he  made  a  pretext  to 
go  into  his  room,  and  said  it  was  for 
his  pocket-handkerchief,  but  I  know 
it  was  for  a  pistol ;  fbr  he  dropped 
his  hand  ftom  my  arm  into  his  pock- 
et, every  time  I  said  *  Here  's  Jack,' 
as  we  walked  down  the  avenue  to 
Lord  Dorking's  apartment," 

A  great  deal  of  animated  business 
has  been  transacted  during  the  two 
hours  subsequent  to  poor  LsSy  Clara's 
mishap.  Clive  and  Belsize  had  re- 
turned to  the  former's  quarters,  while 
gentle  J.  J.  was  utilizing,  the  last  rays 
of  the  sun  to  tint  a  sketch  which  he 
had  made  during  the  morning.  He 
fled  to  his  own  apartment  on  the  arri- 
val of  the  fierce  -  looking  stranger, 
whose  glaring  eyes,  pallid  looks, 
shaggy  beard,  dutchea  hands,  and 


incessant  gasps  and  mutterings,  as  he 
strode  up  and  down,  might  well  sen  re 
a  peaceable  person.  very  terrible 
must  Jack  have  looked  as  he  trampled 
those  boards  in  the  growing  twilight, 
anon  stopping  to  dnnk  another  tum- 
bler of  champagne,  then  groaning  ex- 
pressions of  inarticulate  wrath,,  and 
again  sinking  down  on  dive's  bed 
with  a  drooping  head  and  breaking 
voice,  crying  "  Poor  little  thing,  poor 
little  devil  P' 

"  If  the  old  man  sends  me  a  mes- 
sage, you  will  stand  by  me,  won't 
you,  Newcome  ?  He  was  a  fierce  old 
fellow  in  his  time,  and.  I  have  seen 
him  shoot  straight  enough  at  Chanti- 
clere.  I  suppose  you  know  what  the 
aflair  is  about  i  " 

"  I  never  heard  of  it,  before,  but  I 
think  I  understand,"  says  Clive, 
gi'avely. 

"  I  can't  ask  Kew,  he  is  one  of  the 
family;  he  is  going  to  marry  Miss 
Newcome.    It  is  no  use  asking  him." 

All  Clive's  blood  tingled  at  the 
idea  that  any  man  was  going  to  man  y 
Miss  Newcome.  He  knew  it  before, 
—  a  fortnight  since,  and  it  was 
nothing  to  him  to  hear  it.  He  was 
glad  that  the  growing  darkness  pre- 
vented his  face  ttom  being  been.  "  I 
am  of  the  family,  too,'^  said  Clive, 
"  and  Barnes  Newcome  and  I  had  the 
same  grandfathe^L" 

"  O  yes,  old  boy,  —  old  bankor, 
the  weaver,  what  was  he  ?  I  forgot," 
says  poor  Jack,  kicking  on  Clive's 
bed,  "  in  that  family  the  Newcomos 
don't  count.  I  heg  your  pardon," 
groans  poor  Jflck. 

They  lapse  into  silence,  during 
which  Jack's  cigar  glimmers  fi-om 
the  twilight  comer  where  Clive's  bed 
is;  whilst  Clive  wafts  his  fragrance 
out  of  the  window  where  he  sits,  and 
whence  he  has  a  view  of  Lady  Ann 
Newcome's  windows  to  the  right, 
over  the  bridge  across  the  little  rush- 
ing river,  at  the  "  Hotel  de  Hol- 
lande  "  hard  by.  The  lights  twinkle 
in  the  booths  under  the  pretty  lime- 
avenues.  The  hum  of  distant  voirp^ 
is  heard  ;  the  gambling-palace 
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in  a  blaze ;  it  is  an  assembly  night, 
and  from  the  doors  of  the  con- 
versation-rooms, as  they  open  and 
close,  escape  gusts  of  harmony.  Be- 
hind on  tne  little  hill  the  darkling 
woods  lie  calm,  the  edges  of  the  fir- 
trees  cat  sharp  against  the  sky, 
which  is  clear  with '  a  crescent  moon 
and  the  lambent  lights  of  the  starry 
hosts  of  heaven.  Clivedoes  not  see 
pine-robed  hills  and  shining  stars,  nor 
think  of  pleasure  in  its  palace  yonder, 
nor  of  pain  writhing  on  his  own  bed 
within  a  few  feet  of  him,  where  poor 
Belsize  was  groaning.  His  eyes  are 
fixed  upon  a  window  whence  comes 
the  red  light  of  a  lamp,  across  which 
shadows  float  now  and  again.  So 
every  light  in  every  booth  yonder 
has  a  scheme  of  its  own ;  every  star 
above  shines  by  itself ;  and  each  in- 
dividual heart  of  ours  goes  on  bright- 
ening with  its  own  hopes,  burning 
with  its  own  desires,  and  quivering 
with  its  own  pain. 

The  revery  is  interrupted  by  the 
waiter,  who  announces  m.  le  Vicomte 
de  Florae,  and  a  third  cigar  is  add- 
ed to  the  other  two  smoky  lights. 
Belsize  is  glad  to  see  Florae,  whom 
he  has  known  in  a  thousand  haunts. 
He  will  do  my  business  for  me.  He 
has  been  out  half  a  dozen  times, 
thinks  Jack.  It  would  relieve  the 
poor  fellow's  boiling  blood  that  some 
one  would  let  a  little  out.  He  lays 
the  affair  before  Florae,  he  expects  a 
message  from  Lord  Dorking. 

"  Comment  done  ?  *'  cries  Florae ; 
''il  y  avait  done  quelque  chose! 
Cette  pauvre  petite  Miss !  Vous 
voulez  tuer  le  p^re,  apres  avoir  d^- 
laiss^  la  fille?  Cherchez  d'autres 
ti^moins.  Monsieur.  Le  Vicomte  de 
Florae  ne  se  fait  pas  complice  de 
telles  \kch4tes.** 

"  By  Heaven,"  says  Jack,  sitting 
up  on  the  bed,  with  his  eyes  glaring, 
"  I  have  a  great  mind,  Florae,  to 
wring  your  infernal  little  neck,  and 
to  fling'  you  out  of  the  window.    Is  all 

°i  world  going  to  turn  against  me  1  I 
half  mad  as  it  is.  If  any  man 
;s  to   think   anything  wrong  re- 


garding that  little  angel,  or  to  fancy 
that  she  is  not  as  pure,  and  as  good, 
and  as  gentle,  and  as  innocenj;,  by 
Heaven,  as  any  angel  there,  — if  any 
man  thinks  I  'd  be  the  villain  to  hurt 
her,  I  should  jusflike  to  see  him," 
says  Jack.  "  By  the  Lord,  sir, 
just  bring  him  to  me.  Just  tell  the 
waiter  to  send  him  up  stairs.  Hurt 
her !  I  hurt  her !  Oh !  I'm  a  fool ! 
a  fool !  a  d— d  fool  I  Who's  that?  " 

"  It 's  Kew,"  says  a  voice  put  of 
the  darj^ness,  from  behind  cigar  No. 
4,  and  Clive  now,  having  a  partv  as- 
sembled, scrapes  a  match,  and  hghts 
his  candles. 

"  I  have  heard  your  last  words, 
Jack,"  Lord  Kew  says  bluntly,  "  and 
you  never  spoke  more  truth  in  your 
life.  Why  did  you  come  here  ? 
What  right  had  you  to  stab  that 
poor  litt£e  heart  over  again,  and 
frighten  Lady  Clara  with  your  con- 
founded hairy  face  ?  You  promised 
me  you  would  never  see  her.  You 
gave  your  word  of  honor  you 
would  n't,  when  I  gave  you  the  mon* 
ey  to  go  abroad.  Hang  the  money, 
I  don't  mind  that ;  it  was  on  your 
promise  that  you  would  prowl  about 
her  no  more.  The  Dorkings  Icffc 
London  before  you  came  there ;  they 
gave  you  your  innings.  They  have 
behaved  kindly  and  fairly  enough  to 
that  poor  girl.  How  was  she  to  mar- 
ry such  a  bankrupt  beggar  as  you 
are?  What  you  have  done  is  a 
shame,  Charley  Belsize.  I  tell  you  it 
is  unmanly  and  cowardly." 

"Pst,"  says  Florae,  "  numero 
deux,  voila  le  mot  lache." 

"  Don't  bite  your  thumb  at  me," 
Kew  went  on.  "I  know  you  could 
thrash  me,  if  that 's  what  yon  mean 
by  shaking  your  fists ;  so  could  most 
men.  I  tell  you  again, — you  have 
done  a  bad  deed;  you  have  broken 
your  word  of  honor,  and  you  knock- 
ed down  Clara  Pulleyn  to  -  day  as 
cruelly  as  if  you  had  done  it  with 
your  hand." 

With  this  rush  upon  him,  and  fieiy 
assault  of  Kew,  Belsize  was  quite  be- 
wildered^  The  huge  man  flung  up  hia 
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^reat  arms,  and  let  them  drop  at  his 
side  as  a  gladiator  that  surrenders, 
and  asks  for  pity.  He  sank  dowd 
once  more  on  the  iron  bed. 

"  I  don't  know,"  says  he,  rolling 
and  rolling  round,  in  one  of  his  great 
hands,  one  of  the  brass  knobs  of  the 
bed  by  which  he  was  seated.  "  I  don't 
know,  Frank,"  says  he,  "  what  the 
world  is  coming  to,  or  me  either; 
here  is  twice  in  one  night  I  have  been 
called  a  coward  by  you,  and  by  that 
little  what-d'-you-cairm.  I  be^  your 
pardon.  Florae.  I  don't  know  whether 
It  is  very  brave  in  you  to  hit  a  chap 
when  he  is  down ;  hit  again,  I  have 
no  friends.  I  have  acted  like  a  black- 
guard, I  own  that;  I  did  break  my 
promise;  you  had  that  safe  enough, 
Frank,  my  boy ;  but  I  did  not  think 
it  would  hurt  her  to  see  me,"  says  he, 
with  a  dreadful  sob  in  his  voice.  '*  By 
— ,  I  would  have  given  ten  years  of  my 
life  to  look  at  her.  I  was  going  mad 
without  her.  I  tried  ever  vplace,  every- 
thing ;  went  to  Ems,  to  Wiesbaden,  to 
Hombonrg,  and  played  like  hell.  It 
used  to  excite  me  once,  and  now  I 
don't  care  for  it.  I  won  no  end  of 
money,  —  no  end  for  a  poor  beggar 
like  me,  that  is ;  but  I  could  n't  keep 
away.  I  could  n't,  and  if  she  had 
been  at  the  North  Pole,  by  Heavens  I 
would  have  followed  her." 

*'  And  so  just  to  look  at  her,  just  to 
give  your  confounded  stupid  eyes  two 
minutes'  pleasure,  you  must  bring 
about  all  this  pain,  you  great  baby," 
cries  Kew,  who  was  very  soft-hearted, 
and  in  truth  quite  torn  himself  by  the 
sight  of  poor  Jack's  agony. 

"  Gret  me  to  see  her  for  five  minutes, 
Kew,"  cries  the  other,  griping  his  com- 
rade's hand  in  his;  "but  for  five  min- 
utes." 

"For  shame,"  cries  Lord  Kew, 
shaking  his  hand  ;  "  be  a  man.  Jack, 
and  have  no  more  of  this  puling. 
It 's  not  a  baby,  that  must  have  its 
toy,  and  cries  because  it  can't  get  it. 
Spare  the  poor  girl  this  pain,  for  her 
own  sake,  and  balk  yourself  of  the 
pleasure  of  bullying  and  making  her 
unhappy." 


Belsize  started  np  with  looks  that 
were  by  no  means  pleasant.  **  There 's 
enough  of  this  chafi:  I  have  been 
called  names,  and  blackguarded  quite 
sufiiciently  for  one  sitting.  I  shall  act 
as  I  please.  I  choose  to  take  my  own 
way,  and  if  any  gentleman  stops  me 
he  has  full  warning."  And  he  fell  to 
tugging  his  mustachios,  which  were  of 
a  dark  tawny  hue,  and  looked  as  war- 
like as  he  had  ever  done  on  any  field- 
day. 

"  I  take  the  warning ! "  said  Lord 
Kew.  "  And  if  I  know  the  way  you 
are  going,  as  I  think  I  do,  I  will  do  my 
best  to  stop  you,  madman  as  you  are  ! 
You  can  hardly  propose  to  follow  her 
to  her  own  doorway  and  pose  yourself 
before  your  mistress  as  the  murderer 
of  her  father,  like  Rodrigue  in  the 
French  play.  If  Booster  were  here  it 
would  be  his  business  to  defend  his 
sister ;  in  his  absence  I  will  take  tho 
duty  on  myself,  and  I  say  to  yoii, 
Charles  Belsize,  in  the  presence  of 
these  gentlemen,  that  any  man  who 
insults  this  young  lady,  who  per- 
secutes her  with  his  presence,  know- 
ing it  can  but  pain  her,  who  persists 
in  following  her  when  he  has  given 
his  word  of  honor  to  avoid  her,  that 
such  a  man  is  —  " 

"What,  my  Lord  Kew?"  cries 
Belsize,  whose  chest  began  to  heave. 

"You  know  what,"  answers  the 
other.  "  You  know  what  a  man  is 
who  insults  a  poor  woman,  and 
breaks  his  word  of  honor.  Consider 
the  word  said,  and  act  upon  it  as  you 
think  fit." 

"  I  owe  you  four  thousand  pounds, 
Kew,"  says  Belsize,  "  and  I  have  got 
four  thousand  on  the  bills,  besides  four 
hundred  when  I  came  out  of  that 
place." 

"  You  insult  me  the  more,"  cries 
Kew,  flashing  out,  "  by  alluding  to 
the  money.  If  you  will  leave  this 
place  to-morrow,  well  and  good ;  if 
not,  you  will  please  to  give  me  a 
meeting.  Mr.  Kewcome,  will  you  be 
so  kind  as  to  act  as  my  friend  1  We 
are  connections,  you  know,  and  this 
i  gentleman  chooses  to  insult  a  lady 
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who  is  about  to  become  one  of  our 
family." 

"  C'est  bien,  milord.  Ma  foi !  c'est 
d'agir  en  vrai  gentilhomme/'  says 
riorac,  delighted.  "  Touchez-la,  mon 
petit  Kiou.  Tu  as'  du  coeur.  Godam ! 
you  are  a  brave  !  A  brave  fellow ! " 
and  the  Viscount  reached  out  his 
hand  cordially  to  Lord  Kew. 

His  purpose  was  evidently  pacific. 
From  Kew  he  turned  to  the  great 
guardsman,  and,  taking  him  by  the 
coat,  began  to  apostrophize  him. 
"  And  you,  mon  gros,"  says  he,  "  is 
there  no  way  of  calming  this  hot 
blood  without  a  saignee  ?  Have  you 
a  penny  to  the  world  ?  Can  you  hope 
to  carry  off  j^our  Chimene,  O  Rod- 
rigue,  and  five  by  robbing  after- 
wards on  the  great  way  ?  Sup- 
pose you  kill  ze  Fazer,  you  kill 
Kiou,  you  kill  Roostere,  your  Chi- 
m^ne  will  have  a  pretty  moon  of 
honev." 

"  What  the  devil  do  you  mean 
about  your  Chim^ne  and  your  Rod- 
rigue?  What  do  you  mean,  Vis- 
count 1  **  says  Belsize,  Jack  Belsize, 
once  more,  and  he  dashed  his  hand 
across  his  eyes.  **  Kew  has  riled  me, 
and  he  drove  me  half  wild.  I  ain't 
much  of  a  Frenchman,  but  I  know 
enough-  of  what  you  said,  to  say  it 's 
true,  by  Jove,  and  that  Frank  Kew 's 
a  trump.  That 's  what  you  m^n. 
Give  us  your  hand,  Frank.  God 
bless  you,  old  boy ;  don't  be  too  hard 
npon  me,  you  know  I  *m  d d  mis- 
erable, that  I  am.  Hullo  !  What 's 
this  1 "  Jack's  pathetic  speech  was 
interrupted  at  this  instant,  for  the 
Vicomte  de  Florae  in  his  enthusiasm 
rushed  into  his  arms,  and  jumped  up 
towards  his  face  and  proce^ed  to 
kiss  Jack.  A  roar  of  immense  laugh- 
ter, as  he  shook  the  little  Viseount 
off,  cleared  the  air  and  ended  this 
quarrel. 

Everybody  joined  in  thb  chorus, 

the  Frenchman  with  the  rest,  who 

said,  "  he  loved  to  laugh  meme  when 

he  did  not  know  why."    And  now 

ame  the  moment  of   the  evening, 

^en  Clive,  according  to  Lord  Kew's 


saying,  behaved  so  well  and  prevent- 
ed Barnes  from  Incurring  a  great  dan- 
ger. In  truth,  what  Mr.  Clive  did  or 
said  amounted  exactly  to  nothing. 
What  moments  can  we  not  all  re- 
member in  our  lives  when  it  would 
have  been  so  much  wittier  and  wiser 
to  say  and  do  nothing  ? 

Florae,  »  very  sober  drinker  lik» 
most  of  his  nation,  was  blessed  with, 
a  very  fine  appetite,  which,  as  he  said, 
renewed  itself  thrice  a  day  at  least. 
He  now  proposed  supper,  and  poor 
Jack  Was  for  supper,  too,  aud  espe- 
cially more  drink,,  champagne  and 
seltzer-water;  "  bring  champagne  and 
seltzer-water,  there  is  nouung  like 
it."  Clive  could  not  object  to  this 
entertainment,  which  was  ordered 
forthwith,  and  the  four  young  men 
sat  down  to  share  it. 

Whilst  Florae  was  partaking  of  his 
favorite  ecrevisses,  giving  not  only 
his  palate  but  his  hands,  his  beard, 
his  mustachios,  and  cheeks,  a  full  en- 
joyment of  tiie  sauce  which  he  found 
so  delicious,  he  chose  to  revert  now 
and  again  to  the  occurrences  which 
had  just  passed,  and  which  had  better, 
perhaps,  have  been  forgotten,  and 
gayly  rallied  Belsize  upon  his  war- 
like humor.  "If  ze  petit  pretendu 
was  here,  what  would  you  have  done 
wiz  him,  Jac  ?  You  would  croquer 
'im,  like  zis  ^crevisse,  hein?  lou 
would  mache  his  bones,  hein  ? " 

Jack,  who  had  forgotten  to  put  the 
seltzer-water  into  his  champagne, 
writhed  at  the  idea  of  having  Barnes 
Newcome  before  him,  and  swore, 
could  he  but  see  Barnes,  he  would 
take  the  little  villain's  life. 

And  but  for  Clive,  Jack  might  act- 
ually have  beheld  his  enemy.  Young 
Clive,'  after  the  nieal,  went  to  the 
window  with  his  eternal  cigar,  and, 
of  course,  began  to  look  aX  That  0th* 
er  window.  Here,  as  he  looked,  a 
carriage  had  at  the  nK>ment  driven 
up.  He  saw  two  servants  descend, 
then  two  gentlemen,  and  then  he 
heard  a  well-known  voire  swearing  at 
the  couriers.  To  his  credit  be  it  said, 
he  checked   the  exclamation  which 
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was  on  his  lips,  and  when  he  came 
back  to  the  table  did  not  announce  to 
Kew  or  his  right-hand  neighbor,  Bel- 
size,  that  his  uncle  and  Barnes  had 
arrived.  Belsize,  by  this  time,  bad 
hail  quite  too  much  wine  :  when  the 
Viscount  went  away,  poor  Jack's 
head  was  nodding ;  he  had  been 
awake  all  the  night  before ;  sleepless 
for  how  many  nights  previous^  He 
scarce  took  any  notice  of  the  French- 
man's departure. 

Lord  Kew  remained.  He  was  for 
taking  Jack  to  walk,  and  for  reason- 
ing with  him  further^  and  tor  enter- 
ing more  at  large  than,  perhaps,  he 
chose  to  do  before  the  two  others 
upon  this  family  dispute.  Clive  took 
a  moment  to  whisper  to  Lord  Kew  : 
"  My  uncle  and  Barnes  are  arrived, 
don  t  let  Belsize  go  out;  for  good- 
ness' sake  let  us  get  him  to  bed. ' 

And,  lest  the  poor  fbllow  should 
take  a  fancy  to  y^it  his  mistress  by 
moonlight,  when  he  was  safe  in  his 
room,  Lord  Kew  softly  tnraed  the 
key  in  Mr.  Jink's  door. 


CHAPTER  XX?. 

A  BETBBAT. 

Aa  Clive  lay  awake  revolving  the 
strange  incidents  of  the  day,  and  spec- 
ulating iipon  the  tragedy  in  which  he 
had  been  suddenly  called  to  take  a 
certain  part,  a  sure  presentiment  told 
him  that  his  own  happy  holiday  was 
come  to  an  end,  and  that  the  clouds 
and  storm  which  he  had  always  some- 
how foreboded,  were  about  to  break 
and  obscure  this  brief  pleasant  period 
of  sunshine.  He  rose  at  a  very  early 
hour,  flung  his  windows  open»  looked 
out,  no  doubt,  towards  those  other 
windows  in  the  neighboring  hotel, 
where  he  may  have  fancied  he  saw  a 
curtain  stirring,  drawn  by  a  hand  that 
every  hour  now  he  longed  more  to 
press.  He  turned  back  into  his  cham- 
ber with  a  sort  of  gi'oan,  and  surveyed 
some  of  the  relics  of  tlie.  last  night's 
]^^^e  foast,  which  stUl  L'emaine^  on  the 


table.  There  were  the  champagne 
flasks  which  poor  Jack  Belsize  hud 
emptied ;  the  tall  seltzer-water  bottle, 
from  which  the  gases  had  issued  and 
mingled  with  the  hot  air  of  the  pre- 
vious night's  talk ;  glasses  with  dregs 
of  liquor,  ashes  of  cigars,  or  their 
black  stumps,  strewing  the  cloth ;  the 
dead  men,  the  burst  guns  of  yester- 
day's battle.  Early  as  it  was,  his 
neighbor  J.  J.  had  been  up  before  him. 
Olive  could  hear  him  singing  as  was 
his  wont  when  the  pencil  went  well, 
and  the  colors  arranged  themselves  to 
his  satisfaction  over  nls  peaceful  and 
happy  work. 

lie  pulled  his  own  drawing-table  to 
the  window,  set  out  his  board  and  col- 
or-box, filled  a  great  glass  from  the 
seltzer-water  bottle,  drank  some  of  the 
vapid  liquor,  and  plunged  his  brushes 
in  the  rest,  with  which  he  began  to 
paint.  The  work  all  went  wrong. 
There  was  no  song  for  him  over  his 
labor;  he  dashed  brush  and  board 
aside  after  a  while,  opened  his  drawers, 
pulled  out  his  portmanteaus  from  un- 
der the  bed,  and  fell  to  packing  me- 
chanically. J.  J.  heard  the  noise 
from  the  next  room,  and  came  in 
smiling,  with  a  great  painting-brush 
in  his  mouth. 

"Have  the  bills  in,"  says  Clive. 
"  Leave  your  cards  on  your  friends, 
old  boy  J  say  good  by  to  that  pretty 
little  strawberry-girl  whose  picture 
you  have  been  doing;  polish  it  off  to- 
day, and  dry  the  little  thing's  tears. 
I  read  PPC.  in  the  stars  last  night, 
and  my  familiar  spirit  came  to  me  in 
a  vision,  and  said,  *  Clive,  son  of 
Thomas,    put    thy   travelling    boots 


>  » 


on. 

Lest  any  premature  moralist  should 
prepare  to  cry  fie  against  the  good, 
pure-minded  little  J.  J.,  I  hereby 
state  that  his  strawberry-girl  was  a 
little  village  maiden  of  seven  years 
old,  whose  sweet  little  picture  a  bish- 
op purchased  at  the  next  year's  Exhi- 
bition. 

"  Are  you  going  already  ?  "  cries 
J.  J.,  removing  the  brush  but  of  his 
mouth*      "  I  thought   you  had  ar- 
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ranged  parties  for  a  week  to  come,  and 
that  the  princesses  and  the  duchesses 
had  positively  forbidden  the  departure 
of  your  Lordship  !  " 

"  We  have  dallied  at  Capua  long 
enough,"  says  Clive;  "and  the  le- 
gions have  the  route  for  Home.  So 
wills  Hannibal,  the  son  of  Hasdru- 
bal." 

"  The  son  of  Hasdrubal  is  quite 
right,"  his  companion  answered ; 
**  the  sooner  we  march  the  better.  I 
have  always  said  it ;  I  will  get  all  the 
accounts  in.  Hannibal  has  been  liv- 
ing like  a  voluptuous  Carthaginian 
prince.  One,  two,  three  champagne 
bottles  !  There  wUl  be  a  deuce  of  a 
bill  to  pay." 

"  Ah  !  there  wiU  be  a  deuce  of  a  bill 
to  pay,"  says  Clive,  with  a  groan 
whereof  J.  J.  knew  the  portent ;  for 
the  young  men  had  the  confidence  of 
youth  one  in  another.  Clive  was  ac- 
customed to  pour  out  his  fiill  heart  to 
any  cronv  who  was  near  him ;  and  in- 
deed, had  he  spoken  never  a  word,  his 
growing  attachment  to  his  cousin  was 
not  hard  to  see.  A  hundred  times, 
and  with  the  glowing  language  and 
feelings  of  youth,  with  the  fire  of  his 
twenty  years,  with  the  ardor  of  a 
painter,  he  had  spoken  of  her  and  de- 
scribed her.  Her  magnanimous  sim- 
plicity, her  courage  and  lofty  scorn, 
ner  kindness  towards  her  little  family, 
her  form,  •  her  glorious  color  of  rich 
carnation  and  dazzling  white,  her 
queenly  ffrace  when  quiescent  and  in 
motion,  liad  constantly  formed  the 
subjects  of  this  young  gentleman's  ar- 
dent eulogies.  As  he  looked  at  a 
great  picture  or  statue,  as  the  "Venus  " 
of  Milo,  calm  and  deep,  unfathomably 
beautiful  as  the  sea  from  which  she 
sprung;  as  he  looked  at  the  rush- 
ing "  Aurora  "  of  the  Rospigliosi,  or 
the  "Assumption"  of  Titian,  more 
bright  and  glorious  than  sunshine,  or 
that  divine  "  Madonna  and  divine  In- 
fant," of  Dresden,  whose  sweet  faces 
must  have  shone  upon  Raphael  out  of 
heaven ;  Clive's  heart  sang  hymns, 
as  it  were,  before  these  gracious  al- 
tars :  and,  somewhat  as  he  worshipped 


these  masterpieces  of  his  art,  he  ad- 
mired the  beauty  of  Ethel. 

J.  J.  felt  these  things  exquisitely 
after  his  manner,  and  enjoyed  honest 
Clive's  mode  of  celebration  and  rap- 
turous fioriture  of  song ;  but  Ridley  s 
natural  note  was  much  gentler,  and 
he  sang  his  hymns  in  plaintive  mi- 
nors. Ethel  was  all  that  was  bright  and 
beautiful,  but — but  she  was  engaged 
to  Lord  Kew.  The  shrewd  kind 
confidant  used  gently  to  hint  the  sad 
fact  to  the  impetuous  hero  of  this 
piece.  The  impetuous  hero  knew  this 
quite  well.  As  he  was  sitting  over 
his  painting-board  he  would  break 
forth  frequently,  after  his  manner,  in 
which  laughter  and  sentiment  were 
mingled,  and  roar  out  with  all  the 
force  of  his  healthy  young  lungs,  — 

"  Bat  her  heart  it  is  another's,  she  never  -^ 
can  —  be  —  mine  "  ; 

and  then  hero  and  confidant  would 
laugh  each  at  his  drawing  -  table. 
Miss  Ethel  went  between  the  two  gen- 
tlemen by  the  name  of  Alice  Grey. 

Very  likely  Night,  the  Gray  Men- 
tor, had  given  Clive  Newcome  the 
benefit  of  his  sad  counsel.  Poor  Bel- 
size's  agony,  and  the  wretchedness  of 
the  young  lady  who  shared  in  the 
desperate  passion,  may  have  set  our 
young  man  a  thinking;  and  Lord 
Kew's  frankness  and  courage  and 
honor,  whereof  Clive  had  been  a  wit- 
ness during  the  night,  touched  his 
heart  with  a  generous  admiration,  and 
manned  him  for  a  trial  which  he  felt 
was  indeed  severe.  He  thought  of  the 
dear  old  father  ploughing  the  seas  on 
the  way  to  his  duty,  and  was  deter- 
mined, by  Heaven's  help,  to  do  his 
own.  Only  three  weeks  since,  when 
strolling  careless  about  Bonn,  he  had 
lighted  upon  Ethel  and  the  laughing 
group  of  little  cousins,  he  was  a  boy 
as  they  were,  thinking  but  of  the  en- 
joyment of  the  day  and  the  sunshine, 
as  careless  as  those  children.  And 
now  the  thoughts  and  passions  which 
bad  sprung  up  in  a  week  or  two  had 
given  him  an  experience  such  as  years 
do  not  always  furnish ;  and  our  nicnd 
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was  to  show,  not  only  that  he  could 
feel  love  in  his  heart,  but  that  he  could 
'give  proof  of  courage,  and  selMenial, 
and  honor. 

"Do  you  remember,  J.  J.,"  says 
he,  as  boots  and  breeches  went  plung- 
ing into  the  portmanteau,  and  with 
immens^ie  energy  he  pummels  down 
one  upon  the  other,  "  do  you  remem- 
ber (a  dig  into  the  snowy  bosom  of  a 
dress  cambric  shirt)  my  dear  old  fa- 
ther's only  campaign  story  of  his  run- 
ning away  (a  frightful  blow  into  the 
ribs  of  a  waistcoat),  running  away  at 
Asseer-Ghur  ?  " 

"  Asseer-What  1 "  says  J.  J.,  won- 
dering. 

"  The  siege  of  Asseer-Ghur !  *'  says 
Clive,  "fought  in  the  eventful  year 
1803:  Lieutenant  Newco me,  who  has 
very  neat  legs,  let  me  tell  you,  which 
also  he  has  imparted  to  his  descend- 
ants, had  put  on  a  new  pair  of  leather 
breeches,  for  he  likes  to  go  handsome- 
ly dressed  into  action.  His  horse 
was  shot,  the  enemy  were  upon  him, 
and  the  governor  had  to  choose  be- 
tween death  and  retreat.  I  have 
heard  his  brother  officers  say  that  my 
dear  old  father  was  the  bravest  man 
they  ever  knew,  the  coolest  hand,  sir. 
What  do  vou  think  it  was  Lieutenant 
Newcomes  duty  to  do  under  these 
circumstances  ?  To  remain  alone  as 
he  was,  his  troop  having  turned  a1)out, 
and  to  be  cut  down  by  the  Mahratta 
horsemen,  —  to  perish  or  to  run, 
sirl" 

"I  know  which  I  should  have 
done,"  says  Ridley. 

"Exactly.  Lieutenant  Newcome 
adopted  that  course.  His  bran  new 
leather  breeches  were  exceedingly 
tight,  and  greatly  incommoded  the 
rapidity  of  his  retreating  movement, 
but  he  ran  away,  sir,  and  afterwards 
begot  your  obedient  servant.  That  is 
the  history  of  the  battle  of  Asseer- 
Ghur." 

"And  now  for  the  moral,**  says 
J.  J.,  not  a  little  amused. 

"J.  J.,  old  boy,  this  is  my  battle  of 
Asseer-Ghur.  I  am  off.  'Dip  into 
the  money-bag;  pay  the  people;  be 


generous,  J.  J.,  but  not  too  prodigal. 
The  chambermaid  is  ugly,  yet  let 
her  not  want  for  a  crown  to  console 
her  at  our  departure.  The  waiters 
have  been  brisk  and  servile,  reward 
the  slaves  for  their  labors.  Forget 
not  the  humble  boots,  so  shall  he 
bless  us  when  we  depart.  For  artists 
are  gentlemen,  though  Ethel  does  not 
think  so.  De  —  No  —  God  bless  her, 
Grod  bless  her,"  groans  out  Clive, 
cramming  his  two  fists  into  his  eyes. 
If  Kidley  admired  him  before,  ho 
thought  none  the  worse  of  him  now. 
And  if  any  generous  young  fellow  in 
life  reads  the  Fable,  which  may  pos- 
sibly concern  him,  let  him  take  a 
senior's  counsel,  and  remember  that 
there  are  perils  in  our  battle,  God 
help  us,  from  which  the  bravest  had 
best  run  away. 

Early  as  the  morning  yet  was, 
Clive  had  a  visitor,  and  the  door 
opened  to  let  in  Lord  Kew's  honest 
face.  Ridley  retreated  before  it  into 
his  own  den ;  the  appearance  of  earls 
scared  the  modest  painter,  though  ho 
was  proud  and  pleased  that  his  Clive 
should  have  their  company.  Lord 
Kew,  indeed,  lived  in  more  splendid  * 
apartments  on  the  first  floor  of  the 
hotel,  Clive  and  his  friend  occupying 
a  couple  of  spacions  chambers  on  tlM 
second  story.  "You  are  an  early 
bird,"  says  Kew.  "  I  got  up  myself 
in, a  panic  before  daylight  almost; 
Jack  was  making  a  deuce  of  a  row  in 
his  room,  and  fit  to  blow  the  dr>or 
out.  I  have  been  coaxing  him  lor 
this  hour ;  I  wish  we  had  thought  of 
giving  him  a  dose  of  laudanum  last 
night;  if  it  finished  him,  poor  old 
boy,  it  would  do  him  no  harm." 
And  then,  laughing,  he  gave  Clive  an 
account  of  his  interview  with  Barnes 
on  the  previous  night.  "  You  seem 
to  be  packing  up  to  go,  too,"  says 
Lord  Kew,  with  a  momentary  glance 
of  humor  darting  from  his  keen  eyes. 
"  The  weather  is  breakinj;  up  here, 
nnd  if  you  are  going  to  cross  the  St. 
Gothard,  as  the  Newcomes  told  me 
the  sooner  the  better.  It  *s  bittei 
cold  over  the  mountains  in  Oct--'    '"^ 
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"^/"ery  cold,"  says  Clive,  bitmg  his 
nails. 

"  Post  or  Vett.  1 "  asks  my  Lord- 

"  I  bought  a  carriage  at  Frankfort," 
says  Clive,  in  an  oif-hand  manner. 

"  Hullo  1  "  cries  the  other,  who  was 
perfectly  kind,  and  entirely  frank  and 
pleasant,  and  showed  no  diiferenc«  in 
his  conversation  with  men  of  any  de- 
gree, except,  perhaps,  that  to  his  in- 
teriors in  station  he  was  a  little  more 
polite  than  to  his  equals;  but  who 
would  as  soon  have  thought  of  a 
young  artist  leaving  Baden  in  a  car- 
riage of  his  own  as  of  his  riding  away 
on  a  dragon. 

"I  only  gave  twenty  pounds  for 
the  carriage,  it 's  a  little  light  thing, 
we  are  two,  a  couple  of  horses  carry 
us  and  our  traps,  you  know,  and  we 
can  stop  where  we  like.  I  don't  de- 
pend upon  my  profession,"  Clive  add- 
ed, with  a  blush.  "I  made  three 
guineas  ooce,  and  that  is  the  only 
money  I  ever  gained  in  my  life." 

*•  Of  course,  my  dear  fellow,  have 
not  I  been  to  your  father's  house? 
At  that  pretty  ball,  and  seen  no  end 
of  fine  people  there  ?  W©  are  young 
swells.  I  know  that  very  well.  We 
only  paint  for  pleasure." 

"  We  are  artists,  and  we  intend  to 
paint  for  money,  my  Lord,"  says  Clive. 
**  Will  your  Lordship  give  me  an  or- 
der ? " 

"  My  Lordship  serves  roe  right,"  the 
other  said.  **  1  think,  Newcome,  as 
you  are  going,  I  think  you  might  do 
some  folks  here  a  good  turn,  though 
the  service  is  rather  a  disagreeable 
one.  Jack  Belsize  is  not  fit  to  be  left 
alone.  I  can't  go  away  from  here 
just  now  for  reasons  of  state.  Do  be 
a  good  fellow  and  take  him  with  you. 
Put  the  Alps  between  him  and  this 
confounded  business,  and  if  I  can 
serve  you  in  any  way  I  shall  be  de- 
lighted, if  you  will  Ornish  me  with 
the  occasion.  Jack  does  not  know 
yet  that  our  amiable  Barnes  is  here. 
1  know  how  fond  you  are  of  him.  I 
have  heard  the  story,  —  glass  of  claret 
and  all.  We  all  love  Barnes.  How 
that  poor  Lady  Clara  can  have  accept- 


ed him  th«  Lord  knows.  We  are 
fearfully  and  wonderfully  made,  es- 
pecially women." 

*'  Good  Heavens,"  Clive  broke  out, 
"can  it  be  possible  that  a  young 
creature  can  have  been  brought  to 
like  such  a  selfish,  insolent  coxcomb 
as  that,  such  a  cocktail  as  Bai-nes 
Newcome?  You  know  veiy  well, 
Lord  Kew,  what  his  life  is.  There 
was  a  poor  girl  whom  he.  brought 
out  of  a  Newcome  fectory  when  he 
was  a  boy  himself>  and  might  have 
had  a  heart  one  would  have  thought, 
whom  he  ill-treated,  whom  he  deserted, 
and  fltuig  outof  doors  without  a  penny, 
upon  some  pretence  of  her  infidelity 
towards  him ;  who  came  and  «ctually 
sat  down  on  the  steps  of  Park  Lane 
with  a  child  on  each  side  of  her,  and 
not  their  cries  and  their  hunger,  but 
the  fear  of  his  own  shame  and  a  dread 
of  a  police  court  forced  him  to  give  her 
a  maintenance.  I  nevcir  see  the  felh  w 
but  I  loathe  him,  and  long  to  kick  him 
out  of  window :  and  this  man  is  to 
marry  a  noble  young  lady  because, 
forsooth,  he  is  a  partner  in  a  bank, 
and  heir  to  seven  or  eight  thousand  a 
year.  O,  it  is  a  shame,  it  is  a^ha  me ! 
It  makes  me  sick  when  I  think  of  the 
lot  which  the  poor  thing  is  to  endure." 

"  It  is  not  a  nice  story,"  said  Lord 
Kew,  rolling  a  cignrette ;  *'  Barnes  is 
not  a  nice  man.  1  give  you  that  in. 
Yon  have  not  heard  it  talked  about  in 
the  family,  have  you  ?  " 

"  Good  Heavens !  you  don't  suppose 
that  I  would  dpeak  to  Elhd,  to  Miss 
Newcome,  about  such  afoul  subject  as 
that  ?  "  cries  CliVe.  "  I  never  men- 
tioned it  to  my  own  father.  He  would 
have  turned  Barnes  out  of  his  doors  if 
he  had  known  it." 

"It  was  the  talk  about  town,  I 
know,"  Kew  said  dryly.  "Kveiy- 
thing  is  told  in  those  confounded 
clubs.  I  told  you  I  give  up  Barnes. 
I  like  him  no  more  than  you  do. 
He  may  have  trdated  the  woman  ill,  I 
suspect  he  has  not  an  angelical  temper ; 
but  in  this  matter  he  has  not  been  so 
bad,  so  very  bad  as  it  would  sccni. 
The  first  st^  is  wrong  of  GOuri>c.  —* 
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those  factory  towns,  —  that  sort  of 
thing,  you  know,  —  well,  well,  the 
commencement  of  the  business  is  a 
bad  one.  But  he  is  not  the  only 
siniier  in  London.  He  has  declared 
on  his  honor  to  me  when  the  matter 
was  talked  about,  and  he  was  coming 
on  for  election  at  Bays's,  and  was  as 
nearly  pilled  as  any  man  I  ever  knew 
in  my  life,  —  he  declared  on  his  word 
that  he  only  parted  from  Mrs.  Delacy 
(Mrs.  Delacy  the  poor  devil  used  to 
call  herself)  because  he  found  that 
she  had  served  him-— as  such  wo- 
man will  serve  men.  He  offered  to 
send  his  children  to  school  in  York- 
shire, —  rather  a  cheap  school,  —  but 
she  would  not  part  with  them.  She 
made  a  scandal  in  order  to  get  good 
terms,  and  she  succeeded.  He  was 
anxijus  to  break  the  connection ;  he 
owned  it  had  hung  like  a  millstone 
round  his  neck,  and  caused  him  a 
great  deal  of  remorse, -^  annoyance 
yon  may  call  it.  He  was  immensely 
cut  up  about  it.  I  remember,  when 
that  fellow  was  hanged  for  murdering 
a  woman,  Barnes  said  he  did  not  n^on- 
der  at  hU  having  done  it.  Young  men 
make  those  connections  in  their  early 
lives,  and  rue  them  all  then*  days  after. 
He  was  heartily  sorry,  that  we  may 
take  for  granted.  He  wished  to  lead 
a  proper  life.  My  grandmother  man- 
aged this  business  with  the  Dorkings. 
Lady  Kew  still  pulls  strokeoar  in  our 
boat,  yon  know,  and  the  old  woman 
will  not  give  up  her  place.  They 
know  everything  the  elders  do.  He 
is  a  clever  fellow.  He  is  witty  in  his 
way.  When  he  Hkes  he  can  muke 
himself  quite  agreeable  to  some  people. 
Tbere  has  been  no  sort  of  force.  Yon 
don't  suppose  young  ladies  are  con- 
fined in  dnngeons  and  subject  to  tor- 
turer, do  you  1  Bat  there  is  a  brood 
of  PuUeyns  at  Chanticlere,  and  old 
Dorking  has  nothing  to  give  them. 
His  daughter  accepted  Barnes  of  her 
own  free  will,  he  knowing  perfectly 
well  of  that  previous  affair  with  Ja^. 
The  poor  devil  bursts  into  the  place 
yesterday,  and  the  girl  drops  down  in 
a  faint.  She  will  see  Belsize  this  very 


day  if  he  likes.  I  took  a  note  from 
Lady  Dofking  to  him  at  five  o'clock 
this  morning.  If  he  fancies  that 
there  is  any  constraint  put  upon 
Lady  Clara's  actions,  she  will  tell 
him  with  her  own  lips  that  she  has 
acted  of  her  own  free  will.  She  will 
marry  the  husband  she  has  chosen, 
and  do  her  duty  by  him.  You  are 
quite  a  young  un  who  boil  and  froth 
up  with  indignation  at  the  idea  that  a 
girl  hardly  off  with  an  old  love  should 
take  on  with  a  new —  " 

"  I  am  not  indignant  with  her," 
says  Clivo,  "  for  breaking  with  Bel- 
size,  but  for  marrying  Barnes." 

"  You  hate  him,  and  you  know  he 
is  your  enemy ;  and  indeed,  young 
fellow,  he  does  not  compliment  you 
in  talking  about  you.  A  pretty 
young  scapegrace  he  has  made  ^ou 
out  to  be,  and  very  likely  thinks 
yon  to  be.  It  depends  on  the  colot-s 
in  which  a  lellow  is  painted.  Our 
friends  and  our  enemies  draw  us,  ^ 
and  I  often  think  both  pictures  are 
like,"  continued  the  easy  world-phi- 
losoplier.  "  You  hate  Barnes,  and 
cannot  see  any  gond  in  him.  He 
sees  none  in  you.  There  have  been 
tremendous  shindies  in  Park  Lane 
apropos  of  your  worship,  and  of  a 
subject  which  I  don't  care  to  men- 
tion," said  Lord  Kew,  with  some 
dignity ;  "  and  what  is  the  upshot 
of  all  this  malevolence  ?  I  like  you  ; 
I  like  your  father,  I  think  he  is  a  noble 
old  boy ;  there  are  those  who  repre- 
sented him  as  a  sordid  schemer. 
Give  Mr.  B  imes  the  benefit  of  common 
charity  at  any  rate;  and  let  others 
like  him,  if  you  do  not. 

"  And  as  for  this  romance  of  love," 
the  young  nobleman  went  on,  kindling 
as  he  spoke,  and  forgetting  the  slang 
and  colloquialisms  with  which  we 
garnish  all  our  conversation,  —  "  this 
fine  picture  of  Jenny  and  Jessamy 
falling  in  love  at  first  sight,  billing 
and  cck)ing  in  an  arbor,  and  retiring 
to  a  cottaare  afterwards  to  go  on  coo- 
ing and  billing — Pshaw!  what  folly 
is  this  !  It  is  good  for  romances, 
and  for  Misses  to  sigh  about ;  ^ 
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any  man  who  walks  through  the 
world  with  his  eves'open  kirows  how 
senseless  is  all  this  rubbish.  I  don't 
say  that  a  young  man  and  woman  are 
not  to  meet,  and  to  fall  in  love  that 
instant,  and  to  marry  that  day  year, 
and  love  each  other  till  they'  are  a 
hundred  ;  that  is  the  supreme  lot,  — 
but  that  is  the  lot  which  the  gods 
only  grant  to  Baucis  and  Philemon, 
and  a  very,  very  few  besides.  As  for 
the  rest,  they  must  compromise ; 
make  themselves  as  comfortable  as 
thev  can^  and  take  the  good  and  the 
bad  together.  And  as  ror  Jenny  and 
Jessamy,  by  Jove !  look  round  among 
your  mends,  count  up  the  love- 
matches,  and  see  what  nas  been  the 
end  of  most  of  them  1  Love  in  a  cot- 
tage !  Who  is  to  pay  the  landlord 
for  the  cottage  ?  Who  is  to  pay  for 
Jenny's  tea  and  cream,  and  Jessamy's 
mutton-chops  ?  If  he  has  cold  mut- 
ton, he  will  quarrel  with  her.  If 
there  is  nothing  in  the  cupboard,  a 
pretty  meal  they  make.  No,  you 
cry  out  against  people  in  our  world 
making  money  marriages.  Why, 
kings  and  queens  marry  on  the  same 
understanding.  My  butcher  has  saved 
a  stocking  full  of  money,  and  marries 
his  daughter  to  a  young  salesman ; 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Salesman  prosper  in 
life,  and  get  an  alderman's  daughter 
for  their  son.  My  attorney  looks  out 
amongst  his*  clients  for  an  eligible 
husband  for  Miss  Deeds;  sends  his 
son  to  the  bar,  into  Parliament,  where 
he  cats  a  figure  and  becomes  attorney- 
general,  makes  a  fortune,  has  a  house 
in  Bclgrave  Square,  and  marries 
Miss  Deeds  of  the  second  generation 
wo  a  peer.  Do  not  accuse  us  of  being 
raoTQ  sordid  than  our  neighbors.  We 
do  but  as  the  world  does  ;  and  a  girl 
in  our  society  accepts  the  best  party 
which  offers  itself,  just  as  Miss  Cnnm- 
mey,  when  entreated  by  two  young 
gentlemen  of  the  order  of  costermong- 
ers,  inclines  to  the  one  who  rides 
from  market  on  a  moke,  rather  than 
to  the  gentleman  who  sells  his  greens 
from  a  hand-basket." 
This  tirade,  which  his-Lordship  de- 


livered with  considerable  spirit,  was 
intended  no  doubt  to  cany  a  moral 
for  Clive's  private  hearing ;  aiid 
which,  to  do  him  justice,  the  youth 
was  not  slow  to  comprehend.  The 
point  was,  "  Young  man,  if  certain 
persons  of  rank  choose  to  receive  you 
very  kindly,  who  have  but  a  comely 
face,  good  manners,  and  three  or  four 
hundred  pounds  a  year,  do  not  pre- 
sume upon  their  good-nature,  or  in- 
dulge in  certain  ambitious  hopes  which 
your  vanity  may  induce  you  to  form. 
Sail  down  the  stream  with  the  brass- 
pots.  Master  £arthen-pot,  but  beware 
of  coming  too  near !  You  are  a  nice 
young  man,  but  there  are  some  prizes 
which  are  too  good  for  you,  and  are 
meant  for  your  betters.  And  you 
might  as  well  ask  the  prime  minister 
for  the  next  vacant  Garter  as  expect 
to  wear  on  your  breast  such  a  star  as 
Ethel  Newcome." 

nI  Before  Clive  made  his  accustomed 
visit  to  his  friends  at  the  hotel  oppo- 
site, the  last  great  potentiary  had  ar- 
rived who  was  to  take  part  in  the  fam- 
ily Congress  of  Baden.  In  place  of 
Ethel's  flushing  cheeks  and  bripht 
eyes,  Clive  found,  on  entering  Lady 
Ann  Newcome's  sitting-room,  the 
parchment-covered  features,  and  the 
well-known  hooked  beak  of  the  old 
Countess  of  Kew.  To  support  the 
glances  from  beneath  the  hushy  blnck 
eyebrows  on  each  side  of  that  prom- 
ontory was  no  pleasant  matter.  The 
whole  family  cowered  under  Lady 
Kew's  eyes  and  nose,  and  she  ruled 
by  force  of  them.  It  was  only  Ethel 
whom  these  awful  features  did  not 
utterly  subdue  and  dismay. 

Besides  Lady  Kew,  Clive  had  the 
pleasure  of  finding  his  Lordship  her 
grandson.  Lady  Ann  and  children  of 
various  sizes,  and  Mr.  Barnes ;  not 
one  of  whom  was  the  person  whom 
Clive  desired  to  behold. 

The  queer  glance  in  Kew's  eye  di- 
rected towards  Clive,  who  was  him- 
self not  by  any  means  deficient  in  per- 
ception, informed  him  that  there  nr.d 
just  been  a  conversation  in  which 
his  own  name  had  figured.    Havi:.^ 
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been  nbusing  Clire  extravagantly,  as 
he  did  whenever  he  mentioned  his 
cousin's  name,  Barnes  must  needs 
hang  liis  head  when  the  young  fellow 
en  me  in.  His  hand  was  yet  on  the 
chamber  door,  and  Barnes  was  call- 
ing him  miscreant  and  scoundrel 
within  ;  so  no  wonder  Barnes  had  a 
hangdog  look.  But  as  for  Lady  Kew, 
that  veteran  diplomatist  allowed  no 
signs  of  discomfiture,  or  any  other 
emotion,  to  display  themselves  on  her 
ancient  countenance.  Her  bushy  eye- 
briiws  were  groves  of  mystery,  her 
unfathomable  eyes  were  weUs  of 
gloom. 

She  gratified  Clive  by  a  momentarv 
]&an  of  two  knucklv  old  fingers,  which 
howasatlibertytoholdortodrop;  and 
then  he  went  on  to  enjoy  the  lelicity 
of  shaking  hands  with  Mr.  Barnes, 
who,  observing  and  enjoying  his  con- 
fusion over  Lady  Kew  s  reception,  de- 
termined to  try  Clive  in  the  same  way, 
and  he  gave  Ulive  at  the  same  time 
a  supercilious  "  How  de  dab,''  which 
the  other  would  have  liked  to  drive 
down  his  throat.  A  constant  desire 
to  throttle  Mr.  Barnes,  —  to  beat  him 
on  the  nose,  —  to  send  him  flying  out 
of  window,  was  a  sentiment  with 
which  this  singular  young  man  in- 
spired many  persons  whom  he  accost- 
ed. A  biographer  ought  to  be  im- 
partial, yet  I  own,  in  a  modified 
degree,  to  have  partaken  of  this  sen- 
timent. He  looked  very  much 
younger  than  his  actual  time  of  life, 
and  was  not  of  commanding  stature ; 
but  patronized  his  equals,  nay,  let  us 
say  his  betters,  so  insufferably  that  a 
common  wish  for  his  suppression  ex- 
isted amongst  many  persons  in  soci- 
ety. 

Clive  told  me  of  this  little  circum- 
stance, and  I  am  sorry  to  say  of  his 
own  subsequent  ill-behavior.  "  We 
were  standing  apart  from  the  ladies," 
so  Clive  narrated,  "  when  Barnes  and 
I  had  our  little  pa<%sage  of  arms.  He 
had  tried  the  finger  business  upon  me 
before,  and  I  hnd  before  told  him, 
either  to  shake  hands  or  to  leave  it 
alone.     You  know  the  way  in  which 


the  impudent  little  beggar  standb 
astride,  and  sticks  his  little  feet  out.  I 
brought  my  heel  well  down  on  his  con- 
founded little  varnished  toe,  and  gave 
it  a  scrunch  which  made  Mr.  Barnes 
shriek  out  one  of  his  loudest  oaths.'' 

"D clumsy  ,"  screamed 

out  Barnes. 

Clive  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I 
thought  you  only  swore  at  women, 
Barnes." 

"It  is  you  that  say  things  before 
women,  Clive,"  cries  his  cousin,  look- 
ing very  furious. 

Mr.  Clive  lost  all  patience.  "  In 
what  company,  Barnes,  would  you 
like  me  to  say  that  I  think  you  are  a 
snob  ?  Will  you  have  it  on  the  Pa- 
rade ?  Come  out  and  I  will  speak  to 
you." 

"  Barnes  can't  go  out  on  the  pa- 
rade," cries  Lord  Kew,  bursting  out 
laughing,  "  there 's  another  gentle- 
man there  wanting  him."  And  two 
of  the  three  young  men  enjoyed  this 
joke  exceedingly.  I  doubt  whether 
Barnes  Newcome  Newcome,  Esq.,  of 
Newcome,  was  one  of  the  persons 
amused. 

"  What  wickedifess  are  you  three 
boys  laughing  at  ?  "  cries  Lady  Ann, 
perfectly  innocent  and  good-natured  ; 
"no  good  I  will  be  ^und.  Come 
here,  Clive."  Our  young  friend,  it 
must  be  premised,  had  no  sooner  re- 
ceived the  thrust  of  Lady  Kew's  two 
fingers  on  entering  than  it  had  been 
intimated  to  him  that  his  interview 
with  that  gracious  lady  wns  at  an  end. 
For  she  had  instantly  called  her 
daughter  to  her,  with  whom  her  Lady- 
ship fell  a  whispering;  and  then  it 
was  that  Clive  retreated  from  Lady 
Kew's  hand  to  fall  into  Barnes's. 

*'  Clive  trod  on  Barnes's  toe,"  cries 
out  cheery  Lord  Kew,  "  and  has  hurt 
Barnes's  favorite  corn  so  that  he  can-  • 
not  go  out,  and  is  actually  obliged  to 
keep  the  room.  That's  what  we 
were  laughing  at." 

"  Hem  ! "  growled  Lady  Kew.   She 
knew  to  what  her  grandson  alluded. 
Lord  Kew  had  represented  Jack  RaL — 
size,  and  his  thundering  big  st' 
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the  most  terrific  colors  to  the  family 
council.  The  joke  was  too  good  a 
one  not  to  serve  twice. 

Lady  Ann,  in  her  whispered  con- 
versation with  the  old  Countess,  had 
possibly  deprecated  her  mother's  an- 
ger towards  poor  CJive,  for  when  he 
came  up  to  the  two  ladies,  the  young- 
er took  his  hand  with  great  kindness, 
and  said,  "  My  dear  Clive,  we  are 
very  sorry  you  are  going.  You  were 
of  the  greatest  use  to  us  on  the  jour- 
ney. I  am  sure  you  have  been  un- 
commonly good-natured  and  obhging, 
and  we  shau  all  miss  you  very  much." 
Her  gentleness  smote  the  generous 
young  fellow,  and  an  emotion  of  grat- 
itude towards  her  for  being  so  com- 
Eassionate  to  htm  in  his  misery  claused 
is  cheeks  to  blush  and  his  eyes  per- 
haps to  moisten.  "  Thank  you,  dear 
aunt,"  says  he,  "  you  have  been  very 
good  and  kind  to  me.  It  is  I  that 
shall  feel  lonely ;  bat  —  but  it  is  quite 
time  that  I  should  go  to  my  work." 

"  Quite  time !  "  said  the  severe  pos- 
sessor of  the  eagle  beak.  "  Baden  is 
a  bad  place  for  young  men.  They 
make  acquaintances  here  of  which 
very  little  good  can  come.  They 
frequent  the  gambling-tables,  and  live 
with  tlie  most  disreputable  French 
Viscounts.  We  have  heard  of  your 
goings  on,  sir.  It  is  a  great  pity  that 
Colonel  Newcome  did  not  take  you 
with  him  to  India." 

"My  dear  mamma,"  cries  Lady 
Ann,  "  I  am  sure  Olive  has  been  a 
very  good  boy  indeed."  The  old 
lady's  morality  put  a  stop  to  Clive's 
pathetic  mood,  and  he  replied  with  a 
great  deal  of  spirit,  "  Dear  Lady  Ann, 
you  have  been  always  very  good,  and 
kindness  is  nothing  surprising  from 
you ;  but  Lady  Kew's  advice,  which 
I  should,  not  have  ventured  to  ask, 
is  an  unexpected  favor ;  my  father 
knows  the  extent  of  the  gambling 
transactions  to  which  your  Ladyship 
was  pleased  to  allude,  and  introduced 
me  to  the  gentleman  whose  acquaint- 
ance you  don't  seem  to  think  eligi- 
ble." 
"  My  good  young  man,  I  think  it 


is  time  you  were  off,"  Lady  Kcw  said 
this  time  with  great  good  humor ;  she 
liked  Clive's  spirit,  and  as  long  as  he 
interfered  with  none  of  her  plans,  was 
quite  disposed  to  be  friendly  with 
him.  "  Go  to  Rome,  go  to  Florence, 
go  wherever  you  like,  and  study  very 
hard,  and  make  very  good  pictures, 
and  come  back  again,  and  we  shall 
all  be  very  glad  to  see  you.  You 
have  very  great  talents ;  these  sketches 
are  really  capital." 

"  Is  he  not  very  clever,  mamma  ?  " 
said  kind  Lady  Ann,  eagerly.  Clive 
felt  the  pathetic  mood  coming  on 
again,  and  an  immense  desire  to  hug 
Lady  Ann  in  his  arms,  and  to  kiss  her. 
How  grateful  are  we,  —  how  touched 
a  frank  and  generous  heart  is  for  a 
kind  word  extended  to  us  in  our  pain  I 
The  pressure  of  a  tender  hand  nerv'es 
a  man  for  an  operation,  and  cheers 
him  for  the  dreads  interview  with 
the  surgeon. 

That  cool  old  operator  who  had 
taken  Mr.  Clive's  case  in  hand  now 
produced  her  shining  knife,  and  exe- 
cuted the  first  cut  with  perfect  neatness 
and  precision.  "  We  are  come  here,  as 
I  suppose  you  know,  Mr  Newcome, 
upon  family  matters,  and  I  frankly 
tell  you  that  I  think,  for  your  own 
sake,  you  would  be  much  better 
away.  I  wrote  ray  daughter  a  great 
scolding  when  I  heard  that  you  were 
in  this  place." 

•*  But  it  was  by  the  merest  chance, 
mamma,  indeed  it  was,"  cries  Lady 
Ann. 

"  Of  course,  by  the  mercKt  chance, 
and  by  the  merest  chance  I  heard  of 
it  too.  A  little  bird  came  and  told 
me  at  Kissengen.  ^6u  have  no  more 
sense,  Ann,  than  a  goose.  1  have 
told  you  so  a  hundred  times.  Lady 
Ann  requested  you  to'stay,  and  I,  my 
good  voung  friend,  request  you  to  go 
away. 

*'  I  needed  no  request,"  said  Clive. 
"My  going.  Lady  Kew,  is  my  own 
act.  I  was  going  without  requiring 
any  guide  to  show  me  to  the  door." 

"  No  doubt  you  were,  and  my  ar- 
rival is  the  signal  for  Mr.  Newcome's 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


217 


bonftrir.  I  am  Bogey,  and  I  frighten 
everybody  away.  By  the  scene  which 
you  witnessed  yesterday,  my  good 
young  friend,  and  all  that  painful  es- 
clandre.  on  the  promenade,  you  must 
see  how  absurd  and  dangerous  and 
wicked,  —  yes,  wicked  it  is  for  parents 
to  allow  intimacies  to  spring  up  be- 
tween young  people  which  can  only 
lead  to  disgrace  and  unhappiness. 
Lady  Dorking  was  another  good- 
natured  goose.  I  had  not  arrived 
yesterday  ten  minutes,  when  my 
maid  came  running  in  to  tell  me  of 
what  had  occurred  on  the  promenade ; 
and,  tired  as  I  was,  I  went  that  in- 
stant to  Jane  Dorking  and  passed  the 
evening  with  her,  and  that  poor  little 
creature  to  whom  Captain  Belsize 
behaved  so  cruelly.  She  does  not 
care  a  fig  for  him,  —  not  one  fig. 
Her  childish  inclination  is  passed 
away  these  two  years,  whilst  Mr. 
Jack  was  performing  his  feats  in  pris- 
on ;  and  if  the  wretch  flatters  mm- 
self  that  it  was  on  his  account  she 
was  agitated  yesterday,  he  is  perfectly 
mistaken,  and  you  may  tell  him  Lady 
Kew  said  so.  She  is  subject  to  faint- 
ing-fits. Dr.  Finck  has  been  attend- 
ing her  ever  since  she  has  been  here. 
She  fainted  only  last  Tuesday  at  the 
sight  of  a  rat  walking  about  their 
lodgings  (they  have  dreadful  lodg- 
ings, the  Dorkings),  and  no  wonder 
she  was  frightened  at  the  sight  of  that 
great  coarse  tipsy  wretch !  She  is 
engaged,  as  you  know,  to  your  con-, 
nection,  my  grandson,  Barnes,  —  in 
all  respects  a  most  eligible  union. 
The  rank  of  life  of  the  parties  suits 
them  to  one  another.  She  is  a  good 
young  woman,  and  Barnes  has  ex- 
perienced from  persons  of  another 
sort  such  horrors  that  he  will  know 
the  blessing  of  domestic  virtue.  It 
was  high  time  he  should.  I  say  all 
this  in  perfect  frankness  to  you. 

"  Go  back  again  and  play  in  the 
garden,  little  biats  "  (this  to  the  inno- 
cents who  came  frisking  in  from  the 
lawn  in  front  of  the  windows).  *'  You 
li  ive  been  ?  And  Barnes  sent  you  in 
hare  'i     Go  up  to  Miss  Quigley.    No, 

10 


stop.  Go  and  tell  Ethel  to  come 
down  ;  bring  her  down  with  you.  Do 
you  understand  1  " 

The  unconscious  infants  toddle  up 
stairs  to  their  sister ;  and  Lady  Kew 
blandly  says,  "  Ethers  engagement 
to  my  grandson.  Lord  Kew,  has  long 
been  settled  in  our  family,  though 
these  things  are  best  not  talked  about 
until  they  are  quite  determined,  you 
know,  my  dear  Mr.  Newcome.  When 
we  saw  you  and  your  father  in  Lon- 
don, we  heard  that  you  too  —  that 
vou  too  were  engaged  to  a  young  lady 
in  your  own  rank  of  life,  a  Miss  — 
what  was  her  name  ?  —  Miss  Mac- 
Pherson,  Miss  Mackenzie.  Your 
aunt,  Mrs.  Hobson  Newcome,  who  I 
must  say  is  a  most  blundering  silly 
person,  had  set  about  this  story.  It 
appears  there  is  no  truth  in  it.  Do 
not  look  surprised  that  I  know  about 
your  affairs.  I  am  an  old  witch,  and 
know  numbers  of  things." 

And  indeed,  how  Lady  Kew  came 
to  know  this  fact,  whether  her  maid 
corresponded  with  Lady  Ann's  maid, 
what  her  Ladyship's  means  of  infor- 
mation were,  avowed  or  occult,  this 
biographer  has  never  been  able  to  as- 
certain. Very  likely  Ethel,  who  in 
these  last  three  weeks  had  been  made 
aware  of  that  interesting  circum- 
stance, had  announced  it  to  Lady 
Kew  in  the  course  of  a  cross-exam  ina- 
tioA,  and  there  may  have  been  a  bat- 
tle between  the  granddaughter  and 
the  grandmother,  of  which  the  family 
chronicler  of  the  Newcomes  has  had 
no  precise  knowledge.  That  there 
were  many  such  I  know, —  skirmish- 
es, sieges,  and  general  engagements. 
When  we  hear  the  guns,  and  see  the 
wounded,  we  Vnow  there  has  been  a 
fight.  Who  knows  had  there  been 
a  battle  royal,  and  was  Miss  New- 
come  having  her  wounds  dressed  up 
stairs  ? 

"  You  will  like  to  say  good  by  to 
your  cousin,  I  know,"  Lady  Kew  con- 
tinued, with  imperturbable  placidity. 
"  Ethel,  my  dear,  here  is  Mr.  Clive 
Newcome,  who  has  come  to  bid  us  all 
good    by."    The  little   girls    c»' 
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trott'iBg  down  at  this  moiiilent,  each 
holding  a  skirt  of  their  elder  sister. 
She  looked  rather  pale^  but  her  ex- 
pression was  hanghtj — almost  fierce. 

Ciive  rose  up  as  she  entered,  from 
the  sofa  by  the  old  Countess's  side, 
which  place  she  had  pointed  him  to 
take  during  the  amputation.  He 
rose  up  and  put  his  hair  bat.'k  off  his 
face,  and  said  very  ealmly,  "  Yes,  I 
am  come  to  say  good  by.  My  h^i- 
days  are  over,  and  Ridley  and  I  are 
otf  for  Rome;  good  by,  and  God 
bless  you,  Ethel.'" 

She  gave  him  her  hand,  and  saicl, 
"  Good  by,  Clive,"  but  her  hand  did 
not  return  his  pressure,  and  dn^tped 
to  her  side  when  he  let  it  go. 

Hearing  the  words  "good  by/  litde 
Alice  burst  into  a  howl,  and  litlie 
Maude,  who  was  an  impetnoui  little 
thing,  stamped  her  little  red  shoes, 
and  said,  ''It  san't  be  good  by. 
Tlive  san't  go."  Alice^  roaring,  clung 
hold  of  CUve'b  trousers.  He  took 
them  up  gayly,  each  on  an  arm,  as  he 
had  done  a  hundred  times,  and  tossed 
the  children  on  to  his  shoulders,  where 
they  used  to  like  to  pull  his  yellow 
mustachios.  He  kissed  the  little 
hands  and  faces,  and  a  moment  after 
was  gone. 

"  Qu'as  tu,"  says  M.  de  Florae, 
meeting  him  going  over  the  bridge  to 
his  own  hotel.  "  Qu'as  tu,  mon  ^tit 
Glaive.  EslrCe  qn'on  vient  de  t'ar- 
racher  une  dent  ?  " 

**  C'est  9a,"  says  Clive,  and  walked 
into  the  "  Hotd  de  France."  "  Hul- 
lo 1  J.  J.  1  Ridley  I "  he  sang  out. 
**  Order  the  trap  out  and  let 's  be 
off."  "I  thought  we  were  not  to 
march  till  to-morrow,"  says  J.  J.,  di- 
vining perhaps  that  some  catastrophe 
had  occurred.  Indeed,  Mr.  Clive  was 
going  a  day  sooaer  than  he  had  in- 
tended. He  woke  at  Fribourg  the 
next  morning.  It  was  the  grand  old 
cathedral  he  looked  at,  not  Baden  of 
the  pine-clad  hills,  of  the  pretty  walks 
and  the  lime-tree  avenues.  Not  Ba- 
den, the  prettiest  booth  of  all  Vanity 
Fair.  Tne  crowds  and  the  music, 
the  gambling-tabliDs  and  the  cadaver- 


ous croupiers  and  chinking  gold,  were 
far  out  of  sight  and  hearing.  There 
was  one  window  in  the  "  Hotel  de 
HoUande  "  that  he  thought  of,  how  a 
lair  arm  used  to  open  it  in  the  early 
morning,  how  the  muslin  curtain  in 
the  morning  air  swayed  to  and  fro. 
He  would  have  given  how  much  to 
see  it  once  more  1  Walking  about  at 
Friboui^  in  the  night,  away  from  his 
companions,  he  had  thought  of  order- 
ing tiorses^  galloping  back  to  Baden, 
and  once  again  under  that  window, 
calling  ''  Ethel,  Ethel."  But  he  came 
back  to  his  room  and  the  quiet  J.  J., 
and  to  poor  Jack  Beisice,  who  had  had 
his  tooth  taksn  out,  too. 

We  had  almost  forsotteh  Jad^who 
took  a  back  seat  in  Clive's  carriage, 
as  befits  a  secondaiy  personage  in  this 
history,  and  Clive,  in  truths  had  al- 
most forgotten  him  too.  But  Jack 
having  hks  own  cares  and  business, 
and  having  rammed  his  own  carpel- 
bag,  brought  it  down  without  a  word, 
and  CHve  found  him  enviroiled  in 
smoke  when  he  came  down  to  take 
his  place  in  the  little  britEska.  I 
wonder  whether  the  window  at  the 
"Hotel  de  HoUande"  saw  him  go? 
There  are  some  cnrtains  behind  which 
no  historian,  howeVer  piling,  is  al- 
lowed to  peep. 

"  Tiens,  le  petit  part,"  says  Florae 
of  the  cigar,  who  was  always  saunter- 
ing. "Yes,  we  |go,"  says  Clive. 
"  Th&re  is  a  fourth  places  Viscoant; 
will  you  come  too  1 

"I  would  love  it  well,"  replies 
Florae,  "  but  I  am  here  in  faction. 
My  coudn  and  Seignear  M.  de  Due 
d'lvry  is  coming  all  the  way  from 
Bagn^es  de  Bigorre.  He  aays  he 
counts  on  me: --affaires  d'4tal,  mon 
cher,  affaires  d'etat." 

"  How  pleased  the  duchess  will  be! 
Easy  with  that  bag! "shouts  Clive. 
"  How  pleased  the  mincess  will  be! " 
In  truth  he  hardly  knew  what  he  was 
saying. 

"  Vous  croyez ;  vous  croyez,"  says 
M.  de  Florae.  "  As  you  have  a 
fourth  place  I  know  who  had  best 
take  it.** 
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"And  who  ib  thatt"  asked  the 
young  trareller. 

Lord  Kew  and  Barnes  Newcome, 
Esq.,  came  oat  of  the  "  Hotel  de 
HoUande''  at  this  moment  Barnes 
slunk  back,  seeing  Jack  Belsize's 
hairy  face.  Kew  ran  over  the  bridge. 
«  Good  by,  Cli\'e.  Good  by,  Jack.'* 
"Good  by,  Kew."  It  was  a  great 
handshaking.  Awar  goes  the  pos- 
tilion blowing  hia  horn,  and  young 
Hannibal  has  left  CafMia  behind  him. 


CHAPTBR  XXXL 

MADAME  LA  DTTCHEBSE. 

Lff  one  of  Clive  Newoome't  letten 
from  Baden,  the  yooBff  man  described 
to  me,  with  considerwle  hnmor  and 
nnmeions  illnsurations  as  his  wont 
was,  a  gveat  lady  to  whom  he  was 
present^  at  that  watering*plaoe  by 
nis  friend  Lord  Kew.  Lord  Kew 
had  trav€dled  in  the  East  with  Mon- 
Bienr  le  Due  and  liadame  la  Dnchesse 
d'lvry, —  the  prince  being  an  old 
friend  of  his  Lordship's  family.  He 
is  the  " Q"  of  Madame  d'lvi/s  book 
of  travels,  ^Footprints  of  the  G«r 
voiles,  by  a  daughter  of  the  Crnsa* 
ders,"  in  which  she  piays  so  fervent- 
ly for  Lord  Kew's  conversion.  He  is 
the  '*  Q  "  who  rescued  the  princess 
from  the  Arabs,  and  performed  many 
a  fssLi  which  lives  m  hor  glowing 
pages.  He  persists  in  snying  that  m 
never  rescued  Madame  la  Prinoesse 
from  any  Arabs  at  all,  except  from 
one  beggar  who  was  bawling  ont  for 
backsheesh,  uad  whom  Kew  drove 
Rwayjrith  a  stick.  The/ made  pil- 
grim^fe^  to  all  the  holy  piao6s>  and  a 
piteous  sight  it  was,  saia  Lord  Kew, 
to  see  the  old  prince  in  the  Jerusalem 
processions  at  Easter  pacing  with 
bare  feet  and  a  candle.  Here  Lord 
Kew  separated  from  the  prince's 
party.  Hts  name  does  not  occur  in 
the  last  part  of  the  "  Footprints  " ; 
which,  in  truth,  are  filled  with  strange 
thapsodies,  adventares  which  nobody 
«v«r  saw  hut  Iba  pifaiGeai,  and  mystic 


disquisitions.  8he  hesitates  at  noth* 
ing,  like  other  poets  of  her  nation  : 
not  profoundly  learned,  she  invents 
where  she  has  not  acquired ;  mingles 
together  religion  and  the  opera ;  and 
performs  Parisian  paa^-bcdUt  before 
the  gates  of  monasteries  and  the  culls 
of  anchorites.  She  describes,  as  if 
she  had  herself  witnessed  the  catas- 
trophe, the  passage  of  the  Red  Sea ; 
ana,  as  if  there  were  no  doubt  of  the 
transaction,  an  unhappv  love-affair  b'> 
tween  Pharaoh's  eldest  son  and 
Moses's  daughter.  At  Cairo,  aprojjog 
of  Joseph's  granaries,  she  enters  into 
a  furioas  tirade  against  Pbtiphar, 
whom  she  paints  as  an  old  savage, 
suspicious  and  a  tyrant.  They  gene- 
rally have  a  oopv  of  the  '*  Footprints 
of  the  Gaaelies  at  the  Circulating 
library  at  Baden,  as  Madame  dlvry 
constantly  visits  that  watering-place. 
M.  le  Due  was  not  pleased  with  the 
book,  which  waa  puolished  entirely 
without  his  ooncurmnoe,  and  wiiich 
he  describe  as  one  of  the  ten  thou- 
sand follies  of  Madame  la  Duchesse. 

This  nobleman  was  five-and-forty 
jrears  older  than  his  duchess.  France 
IS  the  country  where  that  sweet  Chris- 
tian institution  of  mariofjfet  de  convB- 
nance  ( which  so  many  folks  of  tlie  fami- 
ly about  which  this  story  treats  are  en- 
^ged  in  arranging)  is  most  in  vogue. 
TiMre  the  newspapers  daily  announce 
that  M.  de  Foy  has  a  bureau  de  confi- 
once,  where  families  may  arrungc  mar- 
riages for  their  sons  and  daughters  iu 
peribct  comfort  and  security.  It  is 
out  a  question  of  money  on  one  side 
and  the  other.  Mademoiselle  has  so 
many  francs  of  dot;  Monsieur  has 
such  and  such  rentes  or  lands  in  pos- 
session or  reversion,  an  ^uded*mrou^, 
a  shop  with  a  cerUtiu  cJifntele  brinji^ing 
him  such  and  such  an  income,  which 
may  be  doubled  by  the  judicious  ad- 
dition of  so  much  oipital,  and  the  pret- 
ty little  matrimonial  arrangement  is 
concluded  (the  agent  touching  his  per- 
centage), or  broken  off,  and  nobody 
unhappy,  and  the  world  none  the  wis- 
er. Tl^  conseauences  of  the  system.^ 
I  do  not  pietend  personally  to  k 
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bnt  if  the  light  literatnre  of  a  conntrr 
is  a  reflex  of  its  manners,  and  French 
novels  are  a  picture  of  French  life,  a 
pretty  society  must  that  be  into  the 
midst  of  which  the  London  reader 
may  walk  in  twelve  hours  from  this 
time  of  perusal,  and  from  which  only 
twenty  miles  of  sea  separate  us. 

When  the  old  Duke  d'lvry,  of  the 
ancient  nobility  of  France,  an  emi- 
grant with  Artois,  a  warrior  with 
Cond^,  an  exile  during  the  reign  of  the 
Corsican  usurper,  a  grand  prince,  a 
great  nobleman  afterwards,  though 
shorn  of  nineteen  twentieths  of  his 
wealth  by  the  Revolution,  —  when  the 
Duke  d'lvry  lost  his  two  sons,  and 
his  son's  son  likewise  died,  as  if  fate 
had  determined  to  end  the  direct  line  of 
that  noble  house,  which  had  furnished 
queens  to  Europe,  and  renowned  chiefs 
to  the  Crusaders,  —  beinj^  of  an  intrep- 
id spirit,  the  Duke  was  ill  disposed  to 
yield  to  his  redoubtable  enemy,  in  spite 
of  the  cruel  blows  which  the  latter 
had  inflicted  upon  him ;  and  when  he 
was  more  than  sixty  years  of  age,  three 
months  before  the  July  Revolution 
broke  out,  a  young  lady  of  a  sufficient 
nobility,  a  virgin  of  sixteen,  was 
brought  out  of  the  convent  of  the  Sa- 
cr^  Coeur  at  Paris,  and  married  with 
immense  splendor  and.  ceremony  to 
this  princely  widower.  The  most  au- 
gust names  signed  the  book  of  the  civil 
marriage.  Miodame  la  Dauphine  and 
Madame  la  Duchesse  de  Berrt  compli- 
mented the  young  bride  with  royal 
favors.  Her  portrait  by  Dubufe  was 
in  the  Exhibition  next  year :  a  charm- 
ing young  duchess  indeed,  with  black 
eyes,  and  black  ringlets,  pearls  on  her 
neck,  and  diamonds  in  her  hair,  as 
beautiful  as  a  princess  of  a  fairy  tale. 
M.  d'lvry,  whose  early  life  may  have 
been  rather  oragions,  was  yet  a  gen- 
tleman perfectly  well  conserved.  Res- 
olute against  fate  his  enemy  (one 
would  fancy  fate  was  of  an  aristocrat- 
ic turn,  and  took  especial  delight  in 
combats  with  princely  houses  ;  the 
Atridse,  the  Borbonidse,  the  Ivrys,  — 
the  Browns  and  Joneses  being  of  no 
account, )  the  prince  seemed  to  bedeter- 


mined  not  only  to  secure  a  progeny, 
but  to  defy  age.  At  sixty  he  was  still 
young,  or  seemed  to  be  so.  Uis  hair 
was  as  black  as  the  princess's  own,  his 
teeth  as  white.  If  you  saw  him  on  the 
Boulevard  de  Gand,  sunning  among 
theyouthfnl  exquisites  there,  or  riding 
au  Bois,  with  a  grace  worthy  of  old 
Franconi  himself,  you  would  take  him 
for  one  of  the  young  men,  of  whom  in- 
deed, up  to  his  marriage,  he  retained 
a  number  of  the  graceful  follies  and 
amusements,  though  his  manners  had 
a  dignity  acquired  in  the  old  days  of 
Versailles  and  the  Trianon,  which  the 
modems  cannot  hope  to  imitate.  He 
was  assiduous  behind  the  scenes  of  the 
opera  as  any  journalist,  or  any  young 
dandy  of  twenty  years.  He  "  ranged 
himself,''  as  the  French  phrase  is, 
shortly  before  his  marriage,  just  like 
any  other  young  bachelor :  took  leave 
of  Fhryne  and  Aspasie  in  the  coulisses, 
and  proposed  to  devote  himself  hence- 
forth to  nis  charming  young  wife. 

The  affreux  catastrophe  of  July  ar- 
rived. The  ancient  Bourbons  were 
once  more  on  the  road  to  exile.  M. 
le  Due  d'lvry,  who  lost  his  pHace  at 
court,  his  appointments  which  helped 
his  income  very  much,  and  his  peer- 
age, would  no  more  acknowledge  the 
usurper  of  Neuilly  than  him  of  Elba. 
The  ex-peer  retired  to  his  terres.  He 
barricaded  his  house  in  Paris  against 
all  supporters  of  the  citizen  King; 
his  nearest  kinsman,  M.  de  Florae, 
among  the  rest,  who  for  his  part  cheer- 
fully took  his  oath  of  fidelity,  and  his 
seat  in  Louis  Philippe's  house  of 
peers,  having  indeed  been  accustomed 
to  swear  to  all  dynasties  for  some 
years  past: 

In  due  time  Madame  la  Puchesse 
d'lvry  gave  birth  to  a  child,  a  daugh- 
ter, whom  her  noble  father  received 
with  but  small  pleasure.  What  the 
Duke  desired  was  an  heir  to  his 
name,  a  Prince  de  Montcontour,  to 
fill  the  place  of  the  sops'and  grand- 
sons gone  before  him  to  join  'their 
ancestors  in  the  tomb.  No  more 
children,  however,  blessed*  the  old 
Duke's  union.    Madame  d'lvry  went 
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the  vonnd  of  all  the  watering-places  ; 
pilgrimages  were  tried ;  vows  and 
gifts  to  all  saints  sapposed  to  be  fa- 
vorable to  the  d'lvry  family,  or  to 
families  in  general ;  but  the  saiiits 
tamed  a  deaf  ear, —  they  were  inex- 
orable since  the  true  religion  and  the 
elder  Bourbons  were  banished  from 
France. 

Living  by  themselves  in  their  an- 
cient castles,  or  their  dreary  mansion 
of  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain,  I  sup- 
pose the  Duke  and  Duchess  grew 
tired  of  one  another,  as  persons  who 
enter  into  a  mcariaae  de  convenance 
sometimes,  nay,  as  those  who  light  a 
flaming  love-match  and  run  away  with 
one  another,  will  be  found  to  do.  A 
lady  of  one-and-twenty  and  a  gentle- 
man of  sixty-six,  alone  in  a  great 
castle,  have  not  unireqnently  a  third 
guest  at  their  table,  who  comes  with- 
out a  oird,  and  whom  they  cannot 
shut  out,  though  they  keep  their 
doors  closed  ever  so.  His  name  is 
Ennui,  and  manv  a  long  hour  and 
weary,  weary  night  must  such  folks 
pass  in  the  unbidden  society  of  this 
Old  Man  of  the  Sea ;  this  daily 
guest  at  the  board  ;  this  watchful 
attendant  at  the  fireside ;  this  as- 
siduous companion  who  will  walk 
out  with  yon ;  this  sleepless,  restless 
bedfellow. 

At  first,  M.  d'lvry,  that  well-con- 
served nobleman  wno  never  would 
allow  that  he  was  not  young,  exhibit- 
ed no  sign  of  doubt  regarding  his 
own  youth  except  an  extreme  jeal- 
ousy and  avoidance  of  all  other 
young  fellows.  Very  likely,  Madame 
la  Duchesse  may  have  thought  men 
in  general  dyed  tneir  hair,  wore  stays, 
and  haid  the  rheumatism.  Coming 
out  of  the  convent  of  the  Sacr^  Coeur, 
how  was  the  innocent  young  lady  to 
know  better  ?  You  see,  in  these 
marioffes  de  convenance,  though  a  cor- 
onet may  be  convenient  to  a  beautiful 
you§g  creature,  and  a  beautiful 
young  creature  may  be  convenient  to 
an  old  gentleman,  there  are  articles 
which  the  marriage-monger  cannot 
make   to   conYene  at  all ;    tempers 


over  which  M.  de .  Foy  and  his  like 
have  no  control,  and  tastes  which 
cannot  be  put  into  the  marriage  settle- 
ments. So'  this  couple  were  unhap- 
py, and  the  Duke  and  Duchess  quar- 
relled with  one  another  like  the  most 
vulgar  pair  who  ever  fought  across 
a  table. 

In  this  unhappy  state  of  home 
affairs,  Madame  took  to  literature, 
Monsieur  to  politics.  She  discovered 
that  she  was  a  great  unappreciated 
soul,  and  when  a  woman  finds  thftt 
treasure  in  her  bosom,  of  course  she 
sets  her  own  price  on  the  article. 
Did  you  ever  see  the  first  poems  of 
Madame  la  Duchesse  d'lvry,  '^Lcs 
Cris  de  TAme?  "  She  used  to  read 
them  to  her  very  intimate  friends,  in 
white,  with  her  hair  a  good  deal 
down  her  back.  They  had  some  suc- 
cess. Dubufe  having  painted  her  as 
a  Duchess,  Scheffer  depicted  her  as  a 
Muse.  That  was  in  the  third  year 
of  her  marriage,  when  she  rebelled 
against  the  Duke  her  husband,  in- 
sisted on  opening  her  salons  to  art 
and  literature,  and,  a  fervent  devotee 
still,  proposed  to  unite  genius  and  re- 
li^on.  Poets  had  interviews  with 
her.  Musicians  came  and  twanged 
guitars  to  her.  Her  husband,  enter- 
ing her  room,  would  fall  over  the 
sabre  and  spurs  of  Count  Almaviva 
from  the  boulevard,  or  Don  Basjlio 
with  his  great  sombrero  and  shoe- 
buckles.  The  old  gentleman  was 
breathless  and  bewildered  in  fol- 
lowing her  through  all  her  vagaries. 
He  was  of  old  France,  she  of  new. 
What  did  he  know  oif  the  Ecole  Ro- 
mantique,  and  these  jeunea  gens  with 
their  Marie  Tudors  and  Tours  de 
Nesle,  and  sanguineous  histories  of 
queens  who  sewed  their  lovers  into 
sacks,  emperors  who  had  interviews 
with  roboer  captains  in  Charle- 
magne's tomb,  Buridans  and  Her- 
nanis,  and  stuff?  Monsieur  le  Vi- 
comte  de  Chateaubriand  was  a  man 
of  genius  as  a  writer,  certainly  im- 
mortal; and  M.  de  Lamartine  was 
a  young  man  extremely  bien  penr 
but,  ma  Jbi,  gfire  him  Chr€biUonf 
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a  bonne  farce  of  M.  Yad^  to  make 
langh ;  for  the  great  sentiments, 
for  the  beantiful  style,  give  him  M.  de 
Lormian  (although  Bonapartist)  or 
the  Abb^  de  Lille.  And  for  the  new 
school  I  bah  1  these  little  Dumas, 
and  Hugos,  and  Mussets,  what  is  all 
that  ?  **  M.  de  Lormian  shall  be  im- 
mortal, Monsieur,''  he  would  say, 
**  when  all  these  JrduquetM  are  forgot- 
ten/' After  his  marriage  he  fre- 
quented the  coulisses  of  the  opera  no 
lAore  ;  but  he  was  a  pretty  constant 
attendant  at  the  The&tre  Fran^ais, 
where  yon  might  hear  him  snoring  over 
the  chefs  d'ceuvreg  of  French  tragedy. 

For  some  little  time  after  1830,  the 
Dnchesse  was  as  great  a  Carlist  as 
her  husband  could  wish ;  and  they 
conspired  together  very  comfortably 
at  first.  Of  an  adventuous  turn,  eager 
for  excitement  of  all  kinds,  nothing 
would  have  better  pleased  the  Du- 
chesse  than  to  follow  Madame  in  her 
adventurous  courses  in  La  Yend^, 
disguised  as  a  boy  aboA'e  all.  She  was 
persuaded  to  stay  at  home,  however, 
and  aid  the  good  cause  at  Paris ; 
whilst  Monsieur  le  Due  went  off  to 
Brittany  to  ofSsr  his  old  swbrd 
to  the*  mother  of  his  king.  But 
Madamb  was  discovered  up  the 
chimney  at  Rennes,  and  all  sorts  of 
things  were  discovered  afterwards. 
The  world  said  that  our  silly  little 
Dnchesse  of  Paris  was  partly  the 
cause  of  the  discovery.  Spies  were 
put  upon  her,  and  to  some  people 
she  would  tell  anything.  M.  le  Due, 
on  paying  his  annual  visit  to  august 
exiles  at  Oorits,  was  very  badly  re- 
ceived; Madame  la  Dauphine  gave 
him  a  sermon.  He  had  an  awful 
quarrel  with  Madame  la  Dnchesse 
on  returning  to  Paris.  He  provoked 
Monsieur  le  Comte  Tiercelin,  le  beau 
Tiercelin,  an  officer  of  ordonnance 
of  the  Duke  of  Orleans,  into  a  duel, 
apropos  of  a  cup  of  cofiee  in  a  salon  ; 
he  actually  wounded  the  beau  Tierce- 
lin,—  he  sixty-five  years  of  age ! 
His  nephew,  M.  de  Florae,  was  loud 
in  praise  of  his  kinsman's  bravery. 

That  pretty  figafe  and  complexion 


which  still  appear  so  captivating  fa 
M.  Dubufe's  portrait  of  Madame  la 
Duchcsse  d'lvry,  have  long  existed, 
—  it  must  be  owned  only  in  paint. 
"  Je  /a  prtfere  a  I'huile,'*  the  Vicomte 
de  Florae  said  of  his  cousin.  **  She 
should  get  her  blushes  from  Monsieur 
Dubufo,  —  those  of  her  present  fur- 
nishers are  not  near  so  natural." 
Sometimes  the  Dnchesse  appeared 
with  these  postiches  roses,  sometimes 
of  a  mortal  paleness.  Sometimes 
she  looked  plump,  on  other  occasions 
woftiUy  thin.  "  When  she  goes  into 
the  world,"  said  the  snme  chronicler, 
"  ma  cousine  surrounds  herself  with 
jvpons,  -^  c'cst  pour  defendre  sa  vertu : 
when  she  is  in  a  devotional  mood,  she 
gives  up  ronge,  roast  meat,  and  crino- 
line, and /^uY  mmgre  absoiument"  To 
spite  the  Duke  her  husband  she  took 
up  with  the  Vicomte  de  Florae,  and 
to  please  herself  she  cast  him  away. 
She  took  his  brother,  the  Abbd  de 
Florae,  for  a  director,  and  presently- 
parted  from  him.  <'Mon  frcre,  ce 
saint  homme  ne  parle  jamais  de  Ma- 
dame la  Dnchesse,  maintenant,"  said 
the  Vicomte.  **  She  must  have  con- 
fessed  to  him  des  choses  affreuses,  -*- 
0  oui ! — afireuses,  ma  parole  d'hon- 
neur ! " 

The  Duke  d'lvry  being  archiroyal- 
iste,  Madame  la  Dnchesse  must  make 
herself  ultra-Philippiste.  *'0  ouil 
tout  ce  qu'il  y  a  de  pins  Madame  Ad^ 
laidt  an  monde  1 "  cried  Florae.  '*  She 
raffoles  of  M.  le  R^nt.  She  used  to 
keen  a  fast  of  the  day  of  the  supplice 
of  jPhilippe  Egalite,  Samt  and  Mar- 
tyr. I  say  n  sed ,  for  to  make  to  enrage 
lier  hnsband,  and  to  recall  the  Abb^ 
my  brother,  did  she  not  advise  her- 
self to  consult  M.  le  Pasteur  Grigou, 
and  to  attend  the  preach  at  his 
Temple  ?  When  this  sliecp  had 
brought  her  shepherd  back,  she  dis- 
missed the  Pasteur  Grigou.  Then 
she  tired  of  M.  TAbb^  flg&in,  and  my 
brother  is  come  out  from  her,  sh^iing 
his  good  head.  Ah  1  she  mtiPt  nrtvo 
put  things  into  it  which  astonished  the 
good  Abb^  I  Yon  know  he  has  sinco 
taken    the  Dominican   robel     M^ 
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word  of  honor  1  I  belieye  it  was  ter- 
ror of  her  that  drove  him  into  a  con- 
vent.  Ton  shall  see  him  at  Rome, 
Ciive.  Give  him  news  of  his  elder, 
and  tell  him  this  gross  prodigal  is 
repenting  amons^st  the  swine.  Mr 
word  of  honor!  I  desire  but  the  death 
of  Madame  la  Vicomtesse  de  Fiorac, 
to  marry  and  ransre  myself ! 

"After  being  Royalist,  Philippist, 
Catholic,  Hagnenot,  Madame  d'lvry 
must  take  to  Pantheism,  to  bearded 
philosophers  who  believe  in  nothing, 
jiot  oven  in  clean  linen,  eclecticism,  re- 
publicanism, wbat  know  I  ?  All  her 
changes  have  been  chronicled  bv 
books  of  her  composition.  '  Les  De- 
mons,' poem  Catholic ;  Charles  IX.  is 
the  hero,  and  the  demons  are  shot  for 
the  most  part  at  the  catastrophe  of 
St.  Bartholomew.  My  good  mother, 
all  good  Catholic  as  she  is,  was 
startled  by  the  boldness  of  this  doc- 
trine. 'Then  there  came  'Une  Dra- 
gonnade,  par  Mme.  la  Duchesse 
d'lvry,'  wpich  i9  all  on  your  side. 
T  lat  was  of  the  time  of  the  Pasteur 
Grigou,  that  one.  The  la^t  was  *  Les 
Dieux  d^hus,  poeme  en  20  chants, 
par  Idme.  la  D d'l.'  Guard  your- 
self well  from  this  Muse!  If  she 
takes  a  fancy  to  yon  she  will  never 
leave  ;fou  alone.  If  yon  see  her  often 
she  will  fancy  you  are  in  love  with 
her,  and  tell  her  husband.  She  al- 
ways tells  my  nqcle  —  afterwards,  — 
after  she  has  quarrelled  with  yon  and 

frown  tired  of  you  1  Eh !  being  in 
ondon  once,  she  had  the  idea  to  make 
herself  a  Quakre;  wore  the  costume, 
consulted  a  minister  of  thatculte,  and 
quarrelled  with  him  as  o^  rule.  It 
appears  the  Quakers  do  not  beat  them- 
selves, otherwise  my  poor  uncle  must 
havepayed  of  his  person. 

"  The  turn  of  the  philosophers  then 
came,  the  chemists,  the  natural  his- 
torians, what  know  I  ?  She  made  a 
laboratory  in  her  hotel,  and  rehearsed 
]^nsons  like  Madame  de  Brinvilliers, 
—  she  spent  hours  in  the  Jardin  des 
Plantes.  Sinoeehe  has  grown  a^r<?ttfe- 
meni.  maigre  and  wears  mounting 
robes,  she  ha^  taken  moF9  than  ever 


to  the  idea  that  sl^e  resembles  Mary 
Queen  of  Scots.  She  wears  a  littte 
frill  and  a  little  cap.  Every  man  she 
loves,  she  says,  has  come  to  misfor- 
tune. She  calls  her  lodgings  Loch- 
leven.  £h  1  I  pity  the  landlord  of 
Lochleven  !  She  calls  ce  gros  Black- 
ball, that  pillar  of  estaminets,  that 
Erince  of  mauvaif  ton,  her  Bothwell ; 
ttle  Mijaud,  the  poor  little  pianist, 
she  named  her  Rizzio;  young  Lord 
Greenhorn,  who  was  here  with  his 
Governor,  a  Monsieur  of  Oxfort,  she 
christened  her  Damlev,  and  the  Mfh* 
ister  Anglican,  her  John  Knox !  The 
poor  man  was  quite  enchanted !  Be- 
ware of  this  haggard  Siren,  my  little 
Clive !  —  mistrust  her  dimgerous  songi 
Her  cave  is  jonch^  with  the  bones  of 
her  victims.    Be  you  not  one !  " 

Far  from  causmg  Clive  to  avoid 
Madame  la  Duchesse,  these  cautions 
very  likely  would  have  made  him 
only  the  more  eaeer  to  make  her  ac- 
quaintance! but  that  a  much  nobler 
attraction  drew  him  elsewhere.  At 
first,  being  intro'luced  to  Madame 
d'lvry's  salon,  he  Wi\a  pleased  and 
flattered,  and  behaved  himself  there 
merrily  and  agreeably  enough.  He 
had. not  studi^  Horace  Vcrnet  for 
nothing;  he  drew  a  fine  picture  of 
Kew  rescuing  her  from  the  Arabs, 
with  a  plenty  of  sabres,  pistols,  bur- 
nouses, and  dromedaries.  He  made 
a  pretty  sketch  of  her  little  girl  An- 
toinette, and  a  wonderful  likeness  of 
Miss  O'Grady,  the  little  girl's  gov- 
erness, the  mother's  dame  de  com- 
pagnie ;  —  Miss  O'Grady,  with  the 
richest  Milesian  b^gue,  who  had 
been  enga<2:e4  to  give  Antoinette  the 

{>ure  English  accent.  But  the  French 
ady's  great  eyes  and  painted  smiles 
would  not  bear  comparison  with 
Ethel's  natural  brightness  and  beau- 
ty. Clive,  who  mA  been  appointed 
painter  in  ordinary  to  the  Queen  of 
Scots,  neglected  his  business,  and 
went  over  to  the  English  faction; 
so  did  one  or  two  more  of  the  Prin« 
cess's  followers,  leaving  her  Majesty 
by  nq  means  wall  pleaw4  at  their  de* 
sertioii. 
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There  had  been  many  quarrels  be- 
tween M.  d'lvry  and  his  next  of  kin. 
Political  differences,  private  diiferen- 
ces,  —  a  long  story.  Tiie  Duke,  who 
had  been  wild  himself,  could  not  par- 
don the  Vicomte  de  Florae  for  being 
wild.  Efforts  at  reconciliation  had 
been  made  which  ended  unsuccess- 
fully. The  Vicomte  de  I'lorac  had 
been  allowed  for  a  brief  space  to  be 
intimate  with  the  chief  of  his  family, 
.and  then  had  been  dismissed  for  being 
t<io  intimate.  Right  or  wrong,  the 
Duke  was  jealous  of  all  young  men 
who  approached  the  Duchesse.  "  He 
is  suspicious,*'  Madame  de  Florae  in- 
dignantly said,  "  because  he  remem- 
bers ;  and  he  thinks  other  men  are 
like  himself."  The  Vicomte  discreet- 
l}"^  said,  "  My  cousin  has  paid  me  the 
compliment  to  be  jealous  of  me,"  and 
acquiesced  in  his  banishment  with  a 
shrug. 

During  the  emigration  the  old  Lord 
Kew  had  been  very  kind  to  exiles,  M. 
d'lvry  amongst  the  number ;  and  that 
nobleman  was  anxious  to  return  to  all 
Lord  Kew's  family,  when  they  came 
to  France,  the  hospitality  which  he 
had  "received  himself  in  England. 
He  still  remembered  or  professed  to 
remembiT  Lady  Kew's  beauty.  How 
many  women  are  there,  awful  of  as- 
pect, at  present,  of  whom  the  same 
pleasing  legend  is  not  narrated  ?  It 
must  be  true,  for  do  not  they  them- 
selves confess  it  ?  I  know  of  few  things 
more  remarkable  or  suggestive  of 
philosophic  contemplation  than  those 
physical-  changes. 

When  the  old  Duke  and  the  old 
Countess  met  together  and  talked 
confidentially,  their  conversation 
bloomed  into  a  jargon  wonderful  to 
hear.  Old  scandals  woke  up,  old 
naughtinesses  rose  oat  of  their  graves, 
and  danced',  and  smirked,  and  gib- 
bered again,  like  those  wicked  nuns 
whom  Bertram  and  Robert  de  Diable 
evoke  from  their  sepulchres  whilst 
the  bassoon  performs  a  diabolical  in- 
cantation. The  Brighton  Pavilion 
was  tenanted :  Ranelagh  and  the 
''antheon  swarmed  with  dancers  and 


masks ;  Perdita  was  found  again,  and 
walked  a  minuet  with  the  Prince  of 
Wales.  Mrs.  Clarke  and  the  Duke 
of  York  danced  together  —  a  pretty 
dance.  The  old  Duke  wore  a  jalot 
and  ailes-de-pigeon,  the  old  Countess  a 
hoop,  and  a  cushion  on  her  head.  If 
haply  the  young  folks  came  in,  tho 
elders  modified  their  recollections,  and 
Lady  Kew  brought  honest  old  ICing 
George  and  good  old  ugly  Queen 
Charlotte  to  the  rescue.  Her  Lady- 
ship was  sister  of  the  Marquis  of 
Steyne,  and  in  some  respects  resem- 
bled that  lamented  nobleman.  Their 
family  had  relations  in  France  (Lady 
Kew  had  always  a  pied  -  k  -  terre  at 
Paris,  a  bitter  little  scandal  -  shop, 
where  les  bien-pensants  assembled  and 
retailed  the  most  awful  stories  against 
the  reigning  dynasty).  It  was  she 
who  handed  over  le  petit  Kiou,  when 
quite  a  boy,  to  Monsieur  and  Madame 
d'lvry,  to  be  hnc^  into  Parisian  so- 
ciety. He  was  treated  as  a  son  of  tho 
family  by  the  Duke,  one  of  whose 
many  Christian  names  his  Lordship 
Francis  George  Xavier  Earl  of  Ktw 
and  Viscount  Walham  bears.  If 
Lady  Kew  hated  any  one  (and  she 
could  hate  very  considerably)  she 
hated  her  daughter-in-law,  Walham *a 
widow,  and  the  Methodists  who  sur- 
rounded her.  Kew  remain  among  a 
pack  of  psalm-singing  old  women  and 
parsons  with  his  mother !  !Fi  done  1 
Frank  was  Lady  Kew's  boy,  she 
would  form  him,  marry  him,  leave 
him  her  monev  if  he  married  to  het 
liking,  and  show  him  life.  And  so 
she  showed  it  to  him. 

Have  you  taken  your  children  to 
the  National  Gallery  in  London,  and 
shown  them  the  "Marriage  k  la 
Mode  ?  "  Was  the  artist  exceeding 
the  privilege  of  his  calling  in  pain  tin  j» 
the  catastrophe  in  which  those  guilty 
people  all  suffer?  If  this  fable  were 
not  true,  if  many  and  many  of  your 
young:  men  of  pleasure  had  not  acti^ 
it,  and  rued  the  moral,  I  would  tear  the 
page.  You  know  that  in  our  Nur- 
sery Tales  there  is  commonly  a  good 
fairy  to  counHi,  and  a  bad  one  to 
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mislead  the  young  Prince.  You  per- 
haps feel  that  in  your  own  life  there 
is  a  Good  Principle  imploring  you  to 
come  into  its  kind  bosom,  and  a  Bad 
Passion  which  tempts  you  into  its 
arms.  Be  of  easy  mind,  good-natured 
people  I  Let  us  disdain  surprises  and 
coups-de-th^dtre  for  once ;  and  tell  those 
good  soals  who  are  interested  about 
Eim,  that  there  is  a  Crood  Spirif  com- 
ing to  the  rescue  of  our  young  Lord^ 
Kew. 

Surrounded  by  her  court  and  royal 
attendants,  La  Reine  Marie  used  gra- 
ciously to  attend  the  play-table,  where 
luck  occasionally  declared  itself  for 
and  against  her  Majesty.  Her  ap- 
pearance used  to  create  not  a  little 
excitement  in  the  Saloon  of  Roulette, 
the  game  which  she  patronized,  it 
being  more  "  fertile  of  emotions " 
than  the  slower  Trente  et  Qaarante. 
She  dreamed  of  numbers,  had  favor- 
ite incantations  by  which  to  conjure 
them ;  noted  the  figures  made  by  peels 
of  peaches  and  so  forth,  the  numbers 
of  nouses,  on  hackney-coaches,  —  was 
superstitious  comme  ioutes  lea  dmes 
pcitiques.  She  commonly  brought  a 
beautiful  agate  bonbonni^re  fiiTl  of 
gold  pieces  when  she  played.  It  was 
wonderful  to  see  her  grimaces ;  to 
witch  her  behavior;  her  appeals  to 
Heaven,  her  delight  and  despair. 
Madame  la  Baronne  de  la  Cruche- 
cassee  played  on  one  side  of  her, 
Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Schlangen- 
bad  on  the  other.  When  she  had 
lost  all  her  money  her  Majesty  would 
condescend  to  borrow,  —  not  from 
those  ladies :  —  knowing  the  royal 
peculiarity,  they  never  had  any 
money ;  they  always  lost ;  they 
swiftly  pocketed  their  winnings  and 
never  left  a  mass  on  the  table,  or 
quitted  it,  as  courtiers  will,  when 
they  saw  luck  was  going  against 
their  sovereign.  The  officers  of  her 
household  were  Count  Punter,  a 
Hanoverian,  the  Cavaliere  Spada, 
Captain  Blackball  of  a  mysterious 
English  i«giment,  which  might  be 
any  one  of  ther  hundred  and  twenty 
in  the  Army  List,  and  other  noble- 
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men  and  gentlemen,  Greeks,  Rijssians, 
and  Spaniards.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jones 
(of  England) — who  had  made  the 
princess's  acquaintance  at  Bagn^res 
( whera  her  lord  still  remained  in  the 
gout),  and  perseveringly  followed  her 
all  the  way  to  Baden  —  were  dazzled 
by  the  splendor  of  the  compaiiv  in 
which  they  found  themselves.  Miss 
Jones  wrote  such  letters  to  her  dearest 
friend  Miss  Thompson,  Cambridge 
Square,  London,  as  caused  that  young 
person  to  creoer  with  envy.  Bob  Jones, 
who  had  grown  a  pair  of  mustachios 
since  he  left  home,  began  to  think 
slightingly  of  poor  little  Fanny 
Thomson,  now  he  had  got  into  "  the 
best  Continental  society.*'  Might 
not  he  quarter  a  countess's  coat  on 
his  brougham  along  with  the  Jones' 
arms,  or  more  slap-up  still,  have  the 
two  shields  paintea  on  the  panels  with 
the  coronet  over?  "Do  you  know 
the  princess  calls  herself  the  Queen 
of  Scots  and  she  calls  me  Julian 
Avenel  ?  "  says  Jones,  delighted,  to 
Clive,  who  wrote  me  about  the  trans- 
mogrification of  our  school-fellow,  an 
attorney's  son,  whom  1  reooUeeted  a 
snivelling  little  bov  at  Greyfriars. 
"  I  say,  Newoome,  ttie  prinoess  is  go- 
ing to  establish  an  order,"  cried  Bob 
in  ecstasy.  Every  one  of  her  aide-- 
de-camp had  a  bunch  of  orders  at 
his  button,  excepting,  of  course,  poor 
Jones. 

Like  all  persons  who  beheld  her, 
when  Miss  Newcome  and  her  party 
made  their  appearance  at  Baden, 
Monsieur  de  Florae  was  enraptured 
with  her  beauty.  "  I  speak  of  it  con- 
stantly before  the  Duchesse.  I  know 
it  pleases  her,"  so-the  Vicomte  said. 
"  I  ou  should  have  seen  her  looks 
when  your  friend  M.  Jones  praised 
Miss  Newcome!  She  ground  her 
teeth  with  fury.  Tiens,  ce  petit  sour- 
nois  de  Kiou !  He  always  spoke  of 
her  ns  a  mere  sac  d'argent  that  he  was 
%bout  to  marry,  —  an  ingot  of  the 
cite,  —  une  fiUe  de  Lord  Maire.  Have 
all  English  bankers  such  pearls  of 
daughters  ?  If  the  Vicora  esse  da 
Florae  had  but  quitted  the  eartlx.  dout 
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ello  fait  romement,  —I  would  pre- 
sent myself  to  the  charroante  Meess 
and  ride  a  steeple-chase  with  Kiou  !  " 
That  he  should  win  it  the  Viscount 
never  doubted. 

When  Lady  Ann  Newcome  first 
appeal  in  the  ball^toom  at  Baden, 
Madame  la  Dnchesse  d'lviy  begged 
the  Earl  of  Kew  {notrejiileul  she  called 
him)  to  present  her  to  his  aunt  Miladl 
and  her  charming  daughter.  ''My 
JUleul  had  not  prepared  me  for  so 
much  grace/'  she  said,  turning  a  look 
towards  Lord  Kew,  which  caused  his 
Lordship  some  embarrassment  Her 
kindness  and  graciousness  were  ex- 
treme. Her  caresses  and  compli- 
ments never  ceased  all  the  evening. 
She  told  the  mother,  and  the  daughter 
too,  that  she  had  never  seen  any  on^ 
so  lovely  as  Ethel.  Whenever  she 
saw  Lady  Ann's  children  in  the  walks 
she  ran  to  them  (so  that  Captain 
Blackball  and  Count  Pnnter,  A.  D.  C, 
were  amazed  at  hel*  tenderness,  she 
^toufflfd  them  with  kisses.  What 
lilies  and  roses !  What  lovely  little 
creatures!  What  com^nions  for 
her  own  Antoinette !  "  This  is  your 
governess.  Miss  Quigli;  Mademoi- 
selle, yon  must  let  me  present  you  to 
Miss  O'Gr^,  your  compatriot,  and 
I  hope  your  children  will  be  always 
together."  The  Irish  Protestant  gov- 
erness scowled  at  the  Irish  Catholic, 
—  there  was  a  Boyne  Water  between 
tiliem. 

Little  Antoinette,  a  lonely  little 
girl,  was  glad  to  find  any  compan- 
ions. "Mamma  kisses  me  on  the 
promenade,"  she  told  them  in  her  art- 
less way.  "  She  never  kisses  me  at 
home."  One  day  when  Lord  Kew 
with  Flotac  and  Clive  was  playing 
with  the  children,  Antoinette  said, 
"Ponrquoi  ne  venez-vous  plus  chez 
nous,  M.  de  Kew  ?  And  why  does 
mamma  say  you  are  a  lache  f  She 
said  so  yesteraay  to  ces  Messieurs. 
And  why  does  mamina  say  thou  art 
only  a  vaurien,  mon  cousin  '^  Thou 
art  always  very  good  for  me.  I  love 
thee  better  than  all  those  Messieurs. 
Ma  tante  Florae  a€t^  bonne  pour  moi  I 


k  Paris  ausf'  ^Ahl  qu'elle  a  4ti 
bonne ! " 

"  C'est  que  1"^  anges  aiment  bien 
les  petits  cherubins,  and  my  mother  is 
an  angel,  secst  thou,"  cries  Florae, 
kissing  her. 

''  Thv  mother  is  not  dead,"  said 
little  Antoinette,  *'  then  why  dost 
thou  cry,  my  cousin  1 "  And  the 
three  spectators  were  touched  by  this 
little  scene  and  speech. 

Lady  Ann  Newcome  received  the 
caresses  and  compliments  of  Madame 
la  Dnchesse  with  marked  coldness  on 
the  part  of  one  commonly  so  very 
good-natured.  Ethel's  instinct  told 
her  that  there  was  something  wrong 
in  this  woman,  and  she  shrank  from 
her  with  haughty  reserve.  The  girl's 
conduct  was  not  likely  to  please  the 
French  lady,  but  she  never  relaxed  in 
her  smiles  and  her  compliments,  hir 
caresses,  and  her  professions  of  admi- 
ration. She  was  present  when  Clara 
Pulleynfell;  and,  prodigal  ofcdliw' 
ties  and  consolation,  and  shawls  and 
scent-bottles,  to  the  unhappy  young 
lady,  she  would  accompany  her  home. 
She  inquired  perpetually  after  the 
\i»aXi\i  oi  cette  pauvre  petite  Mws  Clara, 
O,  how  she  railed  against  ces  Au" 
Raises  and  their  prudery !  Can  you 
£sncy  her  and  her  circle,  the  tea-table 
set  in  the  twilight  that  evening,  the 
conrt  assembly,  Madame  de  la 
Cmchecass^  and  Madame  de  Schlan- 
genbad ;  and  tlieir  whiskered  hamUe 
Servants,  Baron  Punter,  and  Connt 
Bpada,  and  Marquis  lago,  and  Prince 
lachimo,  and  worthy  Captain  Black- 
ball ?  Can  you  fancy  a  moonlight 
conclave,  and  ghouls  feasting  on  the 
firesh  corpse  of  a  reputation  :  —  the 
Jibes  Mid  sarcasms,  the  laughing  and 
the  gnashing  of  teeth  ?  How  they 
tear  the  dainty  limbs,  and  relish  thiie 
tender  morsels ! 

"  The  air  of  this  place  is  not  good 
for  you,  believe  me,  my  little  Kew; 
it  is  dangerous.  Have  pressing  af- 
fairs in  England;  let  your  ch&tean 
burn  down;  or  your  intendant  run 
away,  and  pursue  him.  Partez,  mon 
petit  Kiou ;  partez,  or  evil  will  coma 
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of  ft."  Such  was  the  advice  which  a 
friend  of  Lord  Kew  gave  the  young 
nobleman. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

BABKES'S  C0UBT8HIP. 

Ethel  had  made  various  attempts 
to  become  intimate  with  her  future 
sistei^in-law ;  had  walked,  and  rid- 
den, and  talked  with  Ladj  Clara  be- 
fore Barnes's  arrival.  She  had  com^ 
away  not  very  much  imfressed  with 
respect  for  hmy  Clafa's  meQtal  pow- 
ers ;  indeed  we  have  said  that  Miss 
Ethel  was  rather  more  prone  to  attack 
women  than  to  admire  them,  and  was 
a  little  hard  upon  the  fashionable 
young  persons  of  her  acquaintance 
and  sex.  In  aiter  life,  oare  and 
thought  suhdued  her  pride,  and  she 
learned  to  look  at  society  more  good- 
naturedly  ;  but  4t  this  time  and  for 
some  years  after,  she  was  impatient 
of  commonplace  people,  and  did  not 
choose  to  conceal  her  scorn.  Lady 
Clara  was  very  much  afraid  of  her. 
Those  timid  little  thoughts,  which 
would  come  out,  and  frisk  and  gam- 
bol with  pretty,  graceful  antics,  and 
advance  c(ftiti4in^ly  At  the  sound 
of  Jack  Belsise's  jolly  voice,  and  nib- 
ble crumbs  out  of  his  hand,  shrank 
away  before  Ethel,  severe  nymph  with 
^e  bright  eyes,  and  hid  themselves 
under  the  thickets  and  in  the  shade. 
Who  has  not  overheard  a  simple 
eouple  of  girls,  or  of  lovers  possibly, 
pouring  out  their  little  hearts,  laugh- 
ing at  their  own  little  jokes,  prattling 
and  prattling  away  unceasingly,  until 
mamma  appears  with  her  awful  di- 
dactic countenance,  or  the  governess 
with  her  dry  moralities,  and  the  collo- 
quy straightway  ceases,  the  laughter 
itops,  the  chirp  of  the  harmless  little 
birds  is  hushed.  Lady  Clara,  being 
of  a  timid  nature,  stood  in  as  much 
awe  of  Ethel  as  of  her  father  and 
mother ;  whereas  her  next  sister,  a 
brisk  young  creature  of  seventeen,  who 
was  of  the  order  of  romps  or  tomboys, 
was  by  no  means  afraid  of  Miss  New- 


come,  and  indeed  a  much  greater  fa* 
vorite  with  her  than  her  placid  elder 
sister^ 

Young  Jadies  may  h^ve  been  crossed 
in  love,  and  have  had  their  sufferings, 
their  frantic  moments  of  grief  and 
tears,  their  wakeful  nights,  and  so 
forth ;  but  it  is  only  in  very  sentimen- 
tal novels  that  people  occupy  t]^em- 
selves  perpetually  with  that  passion ; 
and,  I  believe,  what  are  called  broken 
hearts  are  y&cy  rare  articles  indeed. 
Tom  is  jilted,  —  is  for  a  while  in  a 
dreadful  state,  —  bores  all  his  male 
acquaintance  with  his  groans  and  his 
frenzy,  —  rallies  from  the  con)pIeunt, 

—  eats  his  dinqer  very  kindly,  -re- 
takes an  interest  in  the  next  turf 
eyent^  and  is  found  at  Newmarket,  as 
usual,  bawling  out  the  odds  which  he 
will  give  or  take.  Miss  has  her  par- 
oxysm and  recovery, —  Madaine  Crin- 
oline's new  importations  from  Fans 
interest  the  young  creature,  —  she 
deigns  to  consider  whether  pink  or 
blue  will  become  her  most,  —  she  pon- 
spires  with  her  maid  to  make  the 
spring  morning  dresses  answer  for  the 
autumn,  —  she  resumes  her  books, 
piano,  and  music  (giving  up  certain 
songs  perhaps  that  she  used  to  sing), 

—  she  waltzes  with  the  Captain,  — gets 
a  color,  -s-  waltzes  loi^ger,  better,  and 
ten  times  Quicker  than  Lucy,  who  is 
dancing  with  the  Major,  —  replies  in 
an  animated  manner  to  the  Captain's 
delightful  remarks,  —  takes  a  little 
supper,  —  and  looks  quite  kindly  at 
him  before  she  pulls  up  the  carriage 
windows. 

Clive  may  pot  like  his  cousin 
Barnes  Newcome,  and  many  other 
men  share  in  that  antipathy,  but  all 
ladies  do  not.  It  is  a  fact,  that 
Barnes,  when  he  likes,  can  make  him- 
self a  very  pleasant  fellow.  He  is 
dreadfully  satirical,  that  is  certain; 
but  many  persons  are  amused  by  those 
dreadful  satirical  young  men  ;  and  to 
hear  fun  inade  of  our  neighbors,  even 
pf  some  of  our  friends,  does  not  make 
us  very  angry.  Barnes  is  one  of  the 
very  best  waltzers  in  all  society,  that 
is  the  truth ;  whereas  it  must  be  c^ 
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fessed  Some  One  Else  was  very  heavy 
and  slow,  his  great  toot  always  crush- 
ing you,  and  he  always  begging  ygur 
pardon.  Barnes  whirls  a  partner 
round  the  room  ages  after  she  is  ready 
to  faint.  What  wicked  fun  he  makes 
of  other  people  when  he  stops  !  He  is 
not  handsome,  but  in  his  face  there  is 
something  odd -looking  and  distin- 
p^uished.  It  is  certain  he  has  beauti- 
ful small  feet  and  hands. 

He  comes  every  day  from  the  City, 
drops  in,  in  his  quiet,  unobtrusive  way, 
and  drinks  tea  at  five  o'clock  ;  always 
brings  a  budget  of  the  funniest  stories 
with  him,  makes  mamma  laugh, 
Clara  laugh,  Henrietta,  who  is  in  the 
school-room  still,  die  of  laughing. 
Papa  has  the  highest  opinion  of  Mr. 
Newcome  as  a  man  of  business  ;  if  he 
had  had  such  a  friend  in  early  life  his 
affairs  would  not  be  where  they  now 
are,  poor  dear  kind  papa !  Do  tliey 
want  to  go  anywhere,  is  not  Mr.  New- 
come  always  ready  1  Did  he  not  pro- 
cure that  delightful  room  for  them  to 
witness  the  Lord  Mavor*s  show  :  and 
make  Clara  die  of  laughing  at  those 
odd  City  people  at  the  Mansion-House 
ball  ?  He  is  at  every  party,  and  never 
tired  though  he  gets  up  so  early ;  he 
waltzes  with  nobody  else ;  he  is  al- 
ways there  to  put  Lady  jClara  in  the 
carriage;  at  the  drawing-room  he 
looked  quite  handsome  in  his  uniform 
of  the  Newcome  Hussars,  bettle-green 
and  silver-lace;  he  speaks  politics  so 
exceedingly  well  with  papa  and  gentle- 
men after  dinner  ;  he  is  a  sound  Con- 
servative, ftiU  of  practical  good  sense 
and  information,  with  no  dangerous 
neW-fangled  ideas,  such  as  young  men 
have.  When  poor  dear  Sir  Brian 
Newoome's  health  gives  way  quite, 
Mr.  Newcome  will  go  into  P.ariiament, 
and  then  he  will  resume  the  old 
barony  which  has  been  in  abeyance  in 
the  family  since  the  reign  of  Kichard 
the  Third.  They  had  fallen  quite, 
quite  low.  Mr.  Newcome's  grand- 
father came  to  London  with  a  satchel 
on  his  back,  like  Whittington.  Is  n't 
it  romantic  ? 

This  process  has-  been  going  on  for 


months.  It  is  not  in  one  day  that 
poor  Lady  Clara  has  been  made  to 
forget  the  past,  and  to  lay  aside  her 
mourning.  Day  after  day,  very  like- 
ly, the  undeniable  faults  and  many 
peccadilloes  of  that  other  person  have 
been  exposed  to  her.  People  around 
the  young  lady  may  desire  to  spare 
her  feelings,  but  can  have  no- inter- 
est in  screening  poor  Jack  from  con- 
dign reprobation.  A  wild  prodigal, 
—  a  disgrace  to  his  order,  —  a  son  of 
old  Highgate's  leading  such  a  life,  and 
making  such  a  scandal !  Lord  Dork- 
ing believes  Mr.  Bel  size  to  be  an  aban- 
doned monster  and  fiend  in  human 
shape;  gathers  and  relates  all  the 
stories  that  ever  have  been  told  to 
the  young  man's  disadvantage,  and 
of  these  be  sure  there  are  enough, 
and  speaks  of  him  with  transports  of 
indignation.  At  the  end  of  months 
of  unwearied  courtship,  Mr.  Barnes 
Newcome  is  honestly  accepted,  and 
Lady  Clara  is  waiting  for  him  at 
Baden,  not  unhappy  to  receive  him ; 
when  walking  on  the  promenade  with 
her  father,  the  ghost  of  her  dead  love 
suddenly  rises  before  her,  and  the 
young  lady  faints  to  the  ground. 

When  Barnes  Newcome  thinks  fit 
he  can  be  perfectly  pla<?Sable  in  his 
demeanor  and  delicate  in  his  conduct. 
What  he  said  upon  this  painful  sub- 
ject was  delivered  with  the  greatest 
propriety.  He  did  not  for  one  mo- 
ment consider  that  Lady  Clara's  agi- 
tation arose  from  any  present  feel- 
ing in  Mr.  Belsize's  favor,  but  that 
she  was  naturally  moved  ly  the  re- 
membrance of  the  past,  ana  the  sud- 
den appearance  which  recalled  it. 
"  And  but  that  a  lady's  name  should 
never  be  made  the  subject  of  dis- 
pute between  men,"  Newcome  said 
to  Lord  Dorking,  with  great  dig- 
nity, "  and  that  Captain  Belsize  has 
opportunely  quitted  the  place,  I 
should  certainly  have  chastised  him. 
He  and  another  adventurer  against 
whom  I  have  had  to  warn  my  own 
family  have  quitted  Baden  this  after- 
noon. I  am  glad  that  both  are  j'one. 
Captain  Belsize  especjally  ;    for  my 
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temper,  my  Lonl,  is  hot,  and  I  do  not 
think  I  8hould  have  commanded  it." 

Lord  Kew,  when  the  elder  Lord  in- 
formed him  of  this  admirable  speech 
of  Barnes  Newcome'8>  npon  whose 
character,  prudence,  and  dignity  the 
Earl  of  Dorking  pronounced  a  fer- 
vent eulogium,  shook  his  head  gravely, 
and  said,  "  Yes,  Barnes  was  a  dead 
shot.and  a  most  determined  fellow  "  ; 
and  did  not  burst  out  laughing  until 
he  and  Lord  Dorking  had  parted. 
Then  to  be  sure  he  took  his  fill  of 
laughter,  he  told  the  story  to  Ethel, 
he  complimented  Barnes  on  his  heroic 
self-denial ;  the  joke  of  the  thunder- 
ing big  stick  was  nothing  to  it. 
Barnes  Newcome  laughed  too  ;  he 
had  plenty  of  humor,  Barnes.  "  I 
think  you  might  have  whopped  Jack 
when  he  came  out  from  his  in- 
terview with  the  Dorkings,"  Kew 
said;  "the  poor  devil  was  so  bewil- 
dered and  weak  that  Alfred  might 
have  thrashed  him.  At  other  times 
you  would  find  it  more  difficult, 
Barnes,  my  man."  Mr.  B.  New- 
come  resumed  his  dignity ;  said  a 
joke  was  a  joke,  and  there  was  quite 
enough  of  this  one ;  which  assertion 
we  may  be  sure  he  conscientiously 
made. 

That  meeting  and  parting  be- 
tween the  old  lovers  passed  with  a 
great  deal  of  calm  and  propriety  on 
both  sides.  Miss's  parents  of  course 
were  present  when  Jack  at  their 
summons  waited  upon  them  and 
their  daughter,  and  n\ade  his  hang- 
dog bow.  My  Lord  Dorking  said 
(poor  Jack,  in  the  anguish  of  his 
heart,  had  poured  out  the  story  to 
Clive  Newcome  afterwards),  "  Mr. 
Belsize,  I  have  to  apologize  for  words 
which  I  recall  and  regret,  as  I  am 
sure  you  do  that  there  should  have 
been  any  occasion  for  them." 

Mr.  Belsize,  looking  at  the  carpet, 
said  he  was  very  sorry. 

Lady  Dorking  here  remarked,  that 
as  Captain  Belsize  was  now  at 
Baden,  he  might  wish  to  hear  from 
Lady  Clara  Pnlleyn's  own  lips  that 
the  engagement  into  which  slie  had 
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entered  was  formed  by  herself,  cer- 
tainly with  the  consent  and  advice  of 
her  family.  "  Is  it  not  so,  my  dear  ? 

Lady  Clara  said,  "  Yes,  mamma, 
with  a  low  courtesy. 

"  We  have  now  to  wish  you  good 
by,  Charles  Belsize,"  said  my  Lonl, 
with  some  feeling.  "  As  your  rela- 
tive, and  your  father's  old  friend,  I 
wish  you  well.  I  hope  your  future 
course  in  life  may  not  be  so  unfortu- 
nate as  the  past  year.  I  request  th.tt 
we  may  part  friends.  Good  by, 
Charles.  Clara,  shake  hands  w^ith 
Captain  Belsize.  My  Lady  Dorking, 
you  will  please  to  give  Charles  your 
hand.  You  have  known  hirh  since 
he  was  a  child  ;  and  —  and  —  we  are 
sorry  to  be  obliged  to  part  in  this 
way."  In  this  wise  Mr.  Jack  Bel- 
size's  tooth  was  finally  extracted; 
and  for  the  moment  we  wish  him  and 
his  brother  patient  a  good  journey. 

Little  lynx-eyed  Dr.  Von  Fmck, 
who  attends  most  of  the  polite  com- 
pany at  Baden,  drove  ceaselessly  about 
the  place  that  day,  with  the  real  ver- 
sion of  the  fainting-fit  story,  about 
which  we  may  be  sure  the  wicked 
and  malicious  and  the  uninitiated 
had  a  hundred  absurd  details.  Lady 
Clara  ever  engaged  to  Captain  Bel- 
size ?  Fiddle-dee-dee !  Everybody 
knew  the  Captain's  affairs,  and  that 
he  could  no  more  think  of  marrying 
than  flying.  Lady  Clara  faint  at  see- 
ing him !  she  fainted  before  he  came 
up  ;  she  was  always  fainting,  and 
has  done  so  thrice  in  the  last  week  to 
his  knowledge.  Lord  Dorking  had 
a  nervous  affection  of  his  right  arm, 
and  was  always  shaking  his  stN'k. 
He  did  not  say  Villain,  he  said  Wil- 
liam ;  Captain  Belsize's  name  is  Wil- 
liam. It  is  not  so  in  the  Peerage? 
Is  he  called  Charles  in  the  Peerage  ? 
Those  Peerages  are  always  wrong. 
These  candid  explanations  of  course 
had  their  effect.  Wicked  tongues  were 
of  course  instantaneously  silent.  Peo- 
ple were  entirely  satisfied ;  they  al 
ways  are.  The  next  night  being  As- 
sembly night.  Lady  Clara  appeared 
at  the  rooms  and  danced  with  ' 
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Eew  and  Mr.  Barnes  Newoome.  All 
the  society  was  as  gracious  and  good- 
humored  as  possible,  and  there  was 
no  more  qu^tion  of  fainting^  than  of 
burning  down  the  Conversation  house. 
But  Madame  de  Crueheciisseey  and 
Madame  de  Schlangenbad,  and  tjiose 
horrid  people  whom  the  men  speak 
to,  but  whom  the  women  salute  with 
silent  courtesies,  persisted  in  deolar^ 
ing  that  there  was  no  prude  like  an 
English  prude ;  and  to  Dr.  Fipck's 
oaths,  assertions,  explanations,  only 
replied,  with  a  shrug  of  their  bold 
shoulders,  ^"  Taisez-vous,  Dooteur, 
vous  n'etes  qu'une  vieille  bete." 

Lady  Kew  was  at  the  rooms,  un- 
commonly   gracious.     Miss    'Ethel 
took  a  few  turns  of  the  walte  with 
Lord  Kew,  but  this  nymph  looked 
more  forouche  than    upon   ordinary 
days.    Bob  Jones,  who  admired  her 
hugely,  asked  leaye  to  waits   with 
her,  and  entertained  her  with  recol- 
lections of  Clive  Newcome  at  f chool. 
He  remembered  a  fight  in  which  Clive 
had   been    engaged,  and   recounted 
that  action  to  Miss  Newcome,  who 
seemed  to  be  interested.     He  was 
pleased  to  deplore  Clive's  fancy  for 
turning  artist,  and  Miss   Kewcome 
recommended  him  to  have  his  like- 
ness taken,  for  she  said  his  appear- 
ance was  e3(ceeding]y  picturesque.  He 
was  going  on  with  further  prattle, 
but  she  suddenly  out  Mr.  Jones  short, 
making  him  a  now,  and  going  to  sit 
down  by  Lady  Kew.    "  And  the  next 
day,  sir,"  said  Bob,  with  whom  the 
present  writer  had  the  happiness  of 
dining  at  a  mess  dinner  at  the  Upper 
Temple,  "when  I  met  her  on  the 
walk,  sir,  she  cut  me  as  dead  as  a 
stone.    The  airs    those  swells  give 
themselves  is  enough  to  make  any 
man  turn  republican." 

Miss  Eth^  indeed  was  haughty, 
very  haughty,  and  of  a  difficult  tem- 
per. She  spared  none  of  her  party 
except  her  kind  mother,  to  whom 
Ethel  always  was  kind,  and  her 
father,  whom,  since  his  illnesses,  she 
tended  with  much  benevolence  and 
care.    But  sh^  did  battle  with  Lady 


Kew  repeatedly,  eoming  to  her  Avnt 
Julia's  rescue,  on  whom  the  Countess, 
as  usual,  exercised  her  powers  of  tor- 
turing. She  made  Barnes  quail  le^ 
fore  the  shafts  of  contempt  which 
she  fiaahed  at  him :  and  she  did  not 
spare  Lord  Kew,  whose  good-^nature 
was  BO  shield  against  her  scorn.  The 
old  queen-mother  was  fairly  Ajfraid  of 
her ;  she  even  left  off  beating  Lady 
Julia  when  Ethel  came  in^f  course 
taking  her  revenue  in  the  yonng  girl's 
absence,  Ijut  trying,  in  her  presence, 
to  soothe  and  please  her.  Against 
Lord  Kew  the  young  girl's  anger  was 
most  unjust,  and  the  more  oruel,  V^ 
catise  the  kindly  young  noblemeui 
never  spoke  a  hard  word  of  any  one 
mortal  soul,  and,  carrying  no  arms, 
should  have  been  assaulted  by  none. 
But  hi0  very  good-nature  seemed  to 
make  his  young  opponent  only  tl^e 
more  wrathful ;  she  shot  because  his 
honest  breast  was  bare ;  it  bled  at 
the  wounds  which  she  inflicted,  Her 
relatives  looked  surprised  Ht  her 
cruelty,  imd  the  voung  mai^  himself 
was  shocked  in  his  dignity  and  best 
feelings  by  Im  oonein's  wanton  iU< 
humor. 

Lady  Kew  (iincied  she  iiDderstood 
the  cause  of  this  peevishness,  and  re- 
monstrated with  Miss  Kthd,  '*  Bhall 
we  write  a  letter  to  Lnc^me,  and 
order  Dick  Tiqto  back  again  ?  **  said 
her  Ladyship.  **  Are  you  such  a  fool, 
Ethel,  ae  to  be  hankering  after  that 
voung  scapegrace,  find  his  yellow 
peard  ?  His  drawings  are  very  pret- 
ty. Why,  I  think  he  might  earn  a 
couple  of  hundred  a  year  as  a  teach- 
er, and  nothing  would  be  eqsjer  than 
to  break  your  enga^^cmont  with  Kiw, 
and  whistle  the  drawing-^master  back 
again.'' 

Ethel  took  up  the  whole  heap  of 
Clive's  drawings,  lighted  a  ^pcr,  car- 
ried the  drawings  to  the  fireplace, 
and  set  them  in  a  blase.  "A  very 
pretty  piece  of  work,"  says  Lady 
Kew,  **  and  which  proves  satisfr.c* 
torily  that  you  don  t  care  for  tl;o 
yonng  Clive  at  all.  Have  t.c  r"- 
Tanged  a  correspondence  ?     Wc  r:  ^ 
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cottsiiiri,  yon  kilow  >  W*  tn»y  writo 
pretty,  cousinly  letters  to  one  anoth* 
cr."  '  A  month  beibre  the  old  lady 
would  have  attacked  her  with  other 
arms  than  sarcasm,  but  she  was 
scared  now,  and  dared  to  use  no 
coarser  weapons.  "  Oh  ! "  cried  Kthel, 
in  a  transport,  **  what  a  Ule  ours  is, 
and  how  you  buy  and  sell  and  haggle 
over  your  children !  It  is  not  Olive 
I  care  about,  poor  boy.  Our  ways  of 
life  are  supar^te.  t  cannot  break 
from  my  own  family^  and  I  know 
very  well  how  yon  would  receive  him 
in  it'  Had  he  money,  it  would  be 
different.  You  would  receive  him^  and 
welcome  him^  and  hold  out  your  hands 
to  him  ;  he  is  only  a  poor  painter,  and 
we,  forsooth,  are  bankers  in  the  City ; 
and  he  comes  among  n9  on  suf- 
fcranee,  like  those  concert -fingers 
whom  mamma  treats  with  so  mnch 

Eoliteness,  and  who  go  down  and 
ave  supper  by  thera$elve$.  Why 
should  they  not  be  as  good  as  we 
aKJI" 

"  M.  de  C-^— ,  my  dear,  is  of  a 
ttoble  family,"  interposed  Lady  Kew  ; 
**  when  he  has  given  up  singing  and 
made  his  fortune,  no  doubt  he  can 
go  back  into  the  world  again." 

"Made  his  fortune?  yes,"  Ethel 
eontinned,  "  that  is  the  cry.  There 
never  were,  since  the  world  began, 
people  so  unblushing|y  sordid !  We 
own  it,  and  are  prond  of  it.  We 
barter  rank  agamst  money,  and 
money  i^^ainst  rank,  day  after  day. 
Why  did  yon  marry  my  fisiber  to  my 
mother  ?  Was  it  for  his  wit  ?  You 
know  he  might  have  been  an  angel, 
and  yon  would  have  scorned  him. 
Your  daughter  was  bought  with 
papa's  money  as  surely  as  ever  New- 
come  was.  Will  there  be  no  day 
when  this  mammon  -  worship  wiU 
eease  among  us  1  ** 

"  Not  in  my  time  or  yours,  Ethel," 
the  elder  said  not  Unkindly ;  perhaps 
she  thought  of  a  day  long  ago,  before 
she  was  old  herself. 

"We  are  sold,"  the  young  girl 
went  on ;  "we  are  as  much  sold  as 
Turkish  women  ;  the  only  difference 


being  that  our  masters  may  have  but 
one  Circassian  at  a  time.  No,  there  is 
no  freedom  for  us.  I  wear  my  green 
ticket  and  wait  till  my  master  comes. 
But  e^Gty  day  as  I  think  of  our 
slavery,  X  revolt  against  it  more. 
That  poor  wretch,  that  poor  girl 
whom  my  brother  is  to  marry,  why 
did  she  not  revolt  and  fly  ?  I  woulq, 
if  I  loved  a  man  sufficiently,  loved  him 
better  than  the  world,  than  wealth, 
than  rank,  than  fine  houses  and  titles, 
—  and  I  feel  I  love  these  best,  —  I 
would  give  up  all  to  follow  him.  But 
what  can  I  be  with  my  name  and  my 
parents  %  I  belong  to  the  world  like 
all  the  rest  of  my  family.  It  is  you 
who  have  bred  us  up ;  you  who  ar»j 
answerable  for  us.  Why  are  there 
no  convents  to  which  we  can  fly? 
You  make  a  fine  marriage  for  me; 
you  provide  me  with  a  good  husband, 
a  kind  soul,  not  very  wise,  but  venr 
kind ;  you  make  me  what  you  call 
happy,  and  I  would  rather  be  at  the 
plough  like  the  women  here." 

"  No,  you  would  n't,  Ethel,"  repUea 
the  grandmother,  dryly.  "  These 
are  the  fine  speeches  of  school-girls. 
The  showers  of  rain  would  spoil  your 
complexion,  —  you  would  be  perfectly 
tired  in  an  hour,  and  come  back  to 
luncheon, -^  you  belong  to  your  be- 
longings, my  dear,  and  are  not  better 
than  3je  rest  of  the  world :  — very 
good-looking,  as  you  know  perfectly 
well,  and  not  very  good-tempered.  It 
is  lucky  that  itew  is.  Calm  your 
temper,  at  least  before  marriage ; 
such  a  prize  does  not  fall  to  a  pretty 
girl's  lot  every  day.  Why,  you  sent 
him  away  quite  scared  by  your  cruel- 
ty ;  and  if  he  is  not  playing  at  rou- 
lette, or  at  billiards,  I  dare  say  he  is 
thinking  what  a  little  termagant  you 
are,  and  that  he  had  best  pause  while 
it  is  yet  time.  Before  I  was  married, 
your  poor  grandfather  never  knew  I 
had  a  temper  ;  of  after  days  I  say 
nothing ;  but  trials  are  good  for  all 
of  ub,  and  he  bore  his  like  an  ani^^cl." 

Iiady  Kew,  too,  on  this  occasion  at 
least,  was  admirably  good-humorcri. 
She  also,  when  it  was  neces.^ary,  could 
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put  a  restraint  on  her  temper,  and, 
naving  this  match  very  much  to  heart, 
chose  to  coax  and  to  soothe  ber  grand- 
daughter rather  than  to  endeavor  to 
scold  and  frighten  her. 

**  Why  do  you  desire  this  marriage 
so  much,  grandmamma?"  the  girl 
asked.  **  My  cousin  is  not  yery  much 
in  love,  —  at  least  I  should  fancy 
not,"  she  added,  blushing.  "I  am 
bound  to  own  Lord  Eew  is  not  in  the 
least  eager,  and  I  think  if  you  vrere 
to  tell  him  to  wait  for  five  years,  he 
would  be  quite  willing.  Why  should 
you  be  so  very  anxious  1 " 

"  Why,  my  dear  ?  Because  I  think 
young  ladies  who  want  to  go  and 
work  in  the  fields  should  make  hay 
while  the  sun  shines  ;  because  I  think 
it  is  high  time  that  Kew  should 
ranger  himself  ,*  because  I  am  sure  he 
will  make  the  best  husband,  and  Ethel 
the*prettiest  countess  in  England." 
And  the  old  laily,  seldom  exhibiting 
any  signs  of  afi^tion,  looked  at  her 
granddaughter  very  fondly.  From 
her  Ethel  looked  up  into  the  glass, 
which  veiT  likely  repeated  on  its  shin- 
ing face  tne  truth  her  elder  had  just 
uttered.  Shall  we  quarrel  with  the 
girl  for  that  dazzling  reflection;  for 
owning  that  charming  truth,  and  sub- 
mitting to  the  conscious  triumph  ? 
Give  her  her  part  of  vanity,  of  youth, 
of  desire  to  rule  and  be  admired. 
Meanwhile  Mr.  dive's  drawings  have 
been  crackling  in  the  fireplace  at  her 
feet,  and  the  last  spark  of  that  com- 
bustion is  twinkling  out  imheeded. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

LADY  KEW  AT  THE  CONGRESS. 

When  Lady  Kew  heard  that  Ma- 
dame d'lvry  was  at  Baden,  and  was 
informed  at  once  of  the  French  lady's 
craciousness  towards  the    Newcome 
family,  and  of  her  fury  against  Lord 
Kew,  the  old  Countess  gave  a  loose  to 
♦;  energetic  temper  with  which  na- 
had  gifted  her  ;  a  temper  which 
iedmp  sometimes  and  kept  ircm 


barking  and  biting ;  btit  which,  when 
unmuzzled,  was  an  animal  of  whom 
all  her  Ladyship's  family  had  a  just 
apprehension.  Not  one  or  them  but  in 
his  or  her  time  had  been  wounded,  lacr 
erated,  tumbled  over,  otherwise  fright- 
ened or  injured  by  this  unruly  brute. 
The  cowards  brought  it  sops  and  pat- 
ted it;  the  prudent  gave  it  a  clear 
berth,  and  walked  round  so  as  not  to 
meet  it ;  but  woe  be  to  those  of  the 
family  who  had  to  bring  the  meal,  and 
prepare  the  litter,  and  (to  speak  re- 
spectfully) share  the  kennel  with  Lady 
Kew's  "  Black  Dog  "  !  Surely  a  fine 
furious  temper,  if  accompanied  with 
a  certain  magnanimity  and  bravery 
which  often  go  together  with  it,  is  one 
of  the  most  precious  and  fortunate  gifts 
with  which  a  gentleman  or  lady  can 
be  endowed.  A  person  always  ready 
to  fight  is  certain  of  the  greatest  con- 
sideration amongst  his  or  her  family 
circle.  The  lazjr  grow  tired  of  con- 
tending with  him;  the  timid  coax 
and  flatter  him  ;  and  as  almost  every 
one  is  timid  or  lazy,  a  bad-tempered 
man  is  sure  to  have  his  own  way.  It 
is  he  who  commands,  and  all  the  oth- 
ers obey.  If  he  is  a  gormand,  he  has 
what  he  likes  for  dinner;  and  the 
tastes  of  all  the  rest  are  subservient  to 
him.  She  (we  playfully  transfer  the 
gender,  as  a  bad  temper  is  of  both 
sexes)  has  the  nlace  which  she  likes 
best  in  the  drawing-room ;  nor  do  her 
parents,  nor  her  brothers  and  sisters, 
venture  to  take  her  favorite  chair. 
If  she  wants  to  go  to  a  party,  mamma 
will  dress  herself  in  spite  of  her  head- 
ache ;  and  papa,  who  hates  those 
dreadfiil  soirees,  will  go  up  stairs  after 
dinner  and  put  on  his  poor  old 
white  neckcloth,  though  he  has  been 
toiling  at  chambers  all  day,  and  must 
be  there  early  in  the  morning,  —  he 
will  go  out  with  her,  we  say,  and  stay 
for  the  cotillon.  If  the  family  are 
taking  their  tour  in  the  summer,  it  is 
she  who  ordains  whither  they  shall 
go,  and  when  they  shall  stop.  If  he 
comes  home  late,  the  dinner  is  kept 
for  him,  and  not  one  dares  to  say  a 
word  though  ever  so  hungry.     If  h6 
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is  la  a  good  humor,  how  every  one 
frijks  about  and  is  happy !  How  the 
servants  jump  up  at  his  bell  and  run 
to  wait  upon  him  !  How  they  sit  up 
patiently,  and  how  eagerly  they  rush 
out  to  fetch  cabs  in  the  rain  !  Where- 
as for  you  and  me,  who  have  the  tem- 
pers of  angels,  and  never  were  known 
to  be  angry  or  to  complain,  nobody 
cares  whether  we  are  pleased  or  not. 
Our  wives  go  to  the  milliners  and 
send  us  the  bill,  and  we  pay  it ;  our 
John  finishes  reading  the  newspaper 
before  he  answers  our  bell,  and  brings 
it  to  us  ;  our  sons  loll  in  the  arm-chair 
which  we  should  like ;  fill  the  house 
with  their  young  men,  and  smoke  in 
the  dining-room ;  our  tailors  fit  us 
badly ;  oar  butchers  give  us  the 
youngest  mutton  ;  our  tradesmen  dun 
us  much  more  quickly  than  other  peo- 
ple's, because  they  know  we  are  good- 
natured;  and  our  servants  go  out 
whenever  they  like,  and  openly  have 
their  friends  to  supper  in  the  kitchen. 
When  Lady  Kew  said  Sic  voloy  sic 
jubeOf  I  promise  you  few  persons  of 
her  Ladyship's  belon.'^ings  stopped, 
before  they  did  her  biddings,  to  ask 
hnr  reasons. 

If,  which  very  seldom  happens, 
there  are  two  such  imperious  and 
domineering  spirits  in  a  family,  un- 
pleasantries  of  course  will  arise  from 
-th-sir  contentions ;  or  if,  out  of  doors, 
the  family  Bajazet  meets  mth  some 
otiier  violent  Turk,  dreadful  battles 
ensue,  all  the  allies  on  either  side  are 
brought  Iq,  and  the  surrounding 
neighbors  perforce  engaged  in  the 
quarrel.  Tliis  was  unluckily  the 
caso  in  the  present  instance.  Lady 
Kew,  unaccustomed  to  have  her  will 
questioned  at  hom3,  liked  to  impose 
it  abroad.  She  judged  the  persons 
around  her  with  great  fi^edom  of 
speech.  He  opinions  were  quoted,  as 
people's  sayings  will  be ;  and  if  she 
made  bitter  speeches,  depend  on  it 
they  lost  nothing  in  the  carrying. 
She  was  furious  against  Madame 
la  Duchesse  d'lvry,  and  exploded  in 
various  companies  whenever  that  la- 
dy's name  was  mentioned.     "Why 


was   she    not    with    her   husband  ? 
Why  was  the  poor  old  Duke  left  to 
his   gout,   and    this   woman  trailing 
through  the  country  with  her  vaga- 
bond court  of  billiard-mai'kers  at  her 
heels  ?      She  to  call    herself   Mary 
Queen  of  Scots,   forsooth !  —  well, 
she  merited  the  title  in  some  respects, 
though   she  had   not  murdered  her 
husband  as  .yet.     Ah !  I  should  like 
to  be  Queen  Elizabeth  if  the  Duchess 
is   Queen  of   Scots ! "  said  the  old 
lady,  shaking  her  old  fist.     And  these 
sentiments  being  uttered  in   public, 
upon    the    Promenade,    to    mutual 
friends,  of  course  the  Duchess  had 
the  benefit  of  Lady  Kew's  remarks 
a    few  minutes  after  they  were  ut- 
tered ;  and   her    Grace,   and  the  dis- 
tinguished princes,  counts,  and  noble- 
men in  her  court,  designated  as  bil- 
liard-markers  bv   the  old   Countess, 
returned    the     latter's    compliments 
with  pretty  speeches  of  their  own. 
Scandals  were  dug  up  respecting  her 
Ladyship,    so   old    that    one   would 
have  thought   them  forgotten   these 
forty  years,  —  so  old  that  they  hap- 
pened before  most  of  the  Newcomes 
now  extant  were   born,  and  surely, 
therefore,  are  out  of  the  province  of 
this  contemporary  biography.    Lady 
Kew  was  indignant  with  her  daughter 
(there  were  some  moments  when  any 
conduct  of  her  friends  did  not  meet 
her  Ladyship's  approbation )  even  for 
the  scant  civility  with  which  Lady 
Ann  had  received  the  Duchess's  ad- 
vances.    "  Leave  a  card  upon  her !  — 
yes,  send  a  card  by  one  of  your  foot- 
men ;  but  go  in  to  see  her,  because 
she  was  at  the  window  and  saw  you 
drive    up !    Are    you    mad,    Ann  ?* 
That  was  the  very  reason  you  should 
not  have  come  out  of  your  carriage. 
But  you  are  so  weak  and  good-na- 
tured til  at  if  a  highwayman  stopped 
you,  you  would   say,  '  Thank  you. 
sir,'  as   you  gave  him  your  purse; 
yes,  and  if  Mrs.  Macheath  called  on 
you  afterwards,  you  would  return  the 
visit  !  " 

Even  had  these  speeches  been  mal^i 
about  the  Duchess,  and  som<i  oi  them 
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not  addressed  to  her,  things  might 
have  gone  on  pretty  well.  If  we 
quarrelled  with  all  the  people  who 
abuse  us  behind  our  backs,  and  began 
to  tear  their  eyes  out  as  soon  as  we 
set  ours  on  them,  what  a  life  it  would 
be,  and  when  should  we  have  any 
quiet  ?  Backbiting  is  all  fair  in  so- 
ciety. Abuse  me,  and  I  will  abuse 
you ;  but  let  us  be  Iriends  when  we 
meet.  IJave  not  we  all  entered  a 
dozen  rooms,  and  been  sure,  from  the 
countenances  of  the  amiable  persons 
present,  that  (hey  had  heen  discussing 
our  little  peculiarities,  perhaps  as  we 
were  on  the  stairs '?  Was  our  visit, 
therefore,  the  less  agreeable  t  Did 
we  quarrel  and  fay  hard  words  to  one 
another's  faces  1  No,  —  we  wait  un- 
til some  of  our  dear  friends  take  their 
leave,  and  then  comes  our  turn.  My 
back  is  at  my  neighbor's  service ;  and 
as  soon  as  that  is  turned  let  him 
make  what  faces  he  thinks  proper ; 
but  when  we  meet  we  grin  and  shake 
hands  like  well-bred  folk,  to  whom 
clean  linen  is  not  more  necessary  than 
a  clean  sweet-looking  countenance, 
and  a'  nicely  got-up  smile,  for  com- 
pany. 

Here  was  Lady  Kew's  mistake. 
She  wanted,  for  some  reason,  to  drive 
Madame  d'lvry  out  of  Baden,  and 
thought  there  ^ere  no  better  means 
of  efiScting  this  object  than  by  using 
the  high  hand,  and  practising  those 
frowns  upon  the  Duchess  which  had 
scared  away  so  many  other  persons. 
But  the  Queen  of  Scots  was  resolute, 
too,  and  her  band  of  courtiers  fought 
stoutly  round  about  her.  Some  of 
them  could  not  pay  their  bills,  and 
could  not  retreat ;  others  had  courage, 
and  did  not  choose  to  fly.  Instead 
of  coaxing  and  soothing  Madame 
d*Ivrf ,  Madame  de  Kew  thought  by 
a  brisk  attack  to  rout  and  dislodge 
her.  She  began  on  almost  the  very 
first  occasion  when  the  ladies  met. 
"  I  was  so  sorry  to  hear  that  Mon- 
sieur le  Due  was  ill  at  Bagneres,  Ma- 
dame la  Duchesse,"  the  old  lady  be- 
gan on  their  very  first  meeting,  after 
the  usual  salutations  had  taken  place. 


"  Madame  la  Comtesse  is  very  kin4 
to  interest  herself  in  Monsieur  d'lvry's 
health.  Monsieur  le  Due  at  his  age 
ii  not  disposed  to  travel.  You,  dear 
Miladi,  are  more  happy  in  being  al- 
ways able  to  retain  the  gout  des  rcy- 
ages  !  " 

"  I  come  to  my  family,  my  dear 
Duchess ! " 

"  How  charmed  they  must  be  to 
possess  you  !  Miladi  Ann,  you  must 
be  inexpressibly  consoled  by  the  pres- 
ence of  a  mother  so  tender !  Permit 
me  to  present  Madame  la  Comtesse 
de  la  Cruchecass^  to  Madame  la 
Comtesse  de  Kew.  Miladi  is  sister 
to  that  amiable  Marquis  of  Steyne, 
whom  you  have  known,  Ajnbrosme ! 
Madame  la  Baronne  do  Schlangenbad, 
Miladi  Kew.  Do  you  not  see  the  re- 
semblance to  Milor?  These  ladies 
have  enjoyed  the  hospitalities,  —  the 
splendors  of  Gaunt  House.  They 
were  of  those  famous  routs  of  which  the 
charming  Mistress  Crawley,  /«  seniil' 
lant^  Beaci,  made  part !  Bow  sad  the 
Hotel  de  Gaunt  must  be  under  the 
present  circumstances !  Have  yon 
heard,  Miladi,  of  the  charming  Mis- 
tress Becki  1  Monsieur  la  Due  de- 
scribes her  as  the  most  smritueUe  Eng- 
lishwoman he  ever  met/'  The  Queen 
of  Scots  turns  and  whispers  her  lady 
of  honor,  and  shrugs  and  taps  her 
forehead.  Lady  Kew  knows  that 
Madame  d'lvry  speaks  of  her  nephew, 
the  present  Lord  Steyne,  "who  is  not 
in  nis  right  mind.  The  Duchess 
looks  round,  apd  sees  a  friend  in  the 
distance  whom  she  beckons.  "  Copd- 
tesse,  you  know  already  Monsieur  the 
Captain  Blackball  ?  He  makes  .the 
delight  of  our  society  !  **  A  dreadful 
man  with  a  large  cigar,  a  florid  waist- 
coat, and  billiards  written  on  his 
countenance,  swaggers  forward  at  tl»e 
Duchess's  summons.  The  Countess 
of  Kew  has  not  gained  much  by  her 
attack.  She  has  been  presented  to 
Cruchecasseeand  Schlangenbad,  Sho 
sees  herself  on  the  eve  of  becoming 
the  acquaintance  of  Captain  Black- 
ball. 

"Permit  me,  Dudicss,  to  choose 
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n^  Engtitk  friends -at  least  for  my* 
self/'  sajs  Lady  Kew,  dmrnming  aest 
foot. 

"Bnt,  madam,  assuredly!  Toa 
do  not  love  this  good  Monsieur  de 
Blaokball?  EAil  the  English  man- 
ners are  droll,  pardon  me  for  saying 
so.  It  is  wonaerfnl  how  proud  you 
are  as  a  nation,  and  how  ashamed 
you  are  of  your  compatriots  1 " 

**  There  are  some  persons  who  are 
ashamed  of  nothing,  Madame  la 
Duchesse,"  cries  Lf^y  Kew,  losing 
her  temper. 

**  Is  that  graaieu8€l€  for  me  ?  How 
much  goodness !  This  good  Monsieur 
de  Blackball  is  not  rery  well  bred ;  bat, 
for  an  Englishman,  he  is  not  too  bad. 
I  hare  met  with  people  who  are  more 
ill-bred  than  Engushmen  in  my 
travels." 

**  And  they  are  ?  "  said  Lady  Ann, 
who  had  been  in  vain  endeavoring  to 
put  an  end  to  this  colloquy. 

"  Englishwomen,  madam !  I  speak 
not  for  you.  You  are  kind;  you 
— yon  are  too  soft,  dear  Lady  Ann, 
for  a  persecutor." 

The  counsels  of  the  worldly  woman 
who  governed  and  directed  that  branch 
of  the  Newcome  family  of  whom  it  is 
our  business  to  speak  now  for  a  little 
while  bore  other  results  than  those 
which  the  elderly  lady  desired  and 
foresaw.  Who  can  foresee  everything 
and  always  ?  Not  the  wisest  among 
us.  When  his  Majesty,  Louis  XIV., 
jockeyed  his  grandson  on  to  the 
tiirone  of  Spain  (founding  thereby  the 
present  revered  dynasty  of  that  coun- 
try), did  he  expect  to.  peril  his  own, 
and  bring  all  Europe  about  his  royal 
ears  ?  Could  a  late  King  of  France. 
eigJT  for  the  advantageous  establish- 
ment of  one  of  his  darling  sons,  and 
anxious  to  procure  a  beautiful  Spanish 
princess,  with  a  crown  and  kingdom 
m  reversion,  for  the  simple  and 
obedient  youth,  ever  suppose  that  the 
welfare  of  his  whole  august  race  and 
reiTn  would  be  npset  by  that  smart 
speculation  ?  We  take  only  the  most 
noble  examples  to  illustrate  the  con- 
duct of  sue!)  a  noble  old  personage  as 


her  Ladyship  of  Eew,  who  brought  a 
prodigious  deal  of  trouble  upon  some 
of  the  innocent  members  of  her  family, 
whom,  no  doubt,  she  thought  to  better 
in  life  by  her  experienced  guidance 
and  undoubted  worldly  wisoom.  We 
may  be  as  deep  as  Jesuits,  know  the 
world  ever  so  well,  lay  the  best-or- 
dered plans  and  the  profoundest  com- 
binations, and.  by  a  certain  not  un- 
natural turn  of  fate,  we,  and  our  plans 
and  comlnnations,  are  sent  flying  be- 
fore the  wind.  We  may  be  as  wise 
as  Louis  Philippe,  that  many-coun- 
selled Ulysses  whom  the  respectable 
world  admired  so ;  and  after  years  of 
patient  scheming  and  prodigies  of 
skill,  after  coaxing,  wheedling,  doub- 
ling, bullying,  wisdom,  behold  yet 
stronger  powers  interpose,  —  and 
schemes  and  skill  and  violence  are 
naught. 

Frank  and  Ethel,  Lady  Kew's 
grandchildren,  were  both  the  obedient 
subjects  of  this  ancient  despot :  this 
imperious  old  Louis  XIV.  in  a  black 
front  and  a  cap  and  ribbon,  this 
scheming  old  Louis  Philippe  in  tabi* 
net;  but  their  bloiid  was  good  and 
their  tempers  high;  and  for  all  her 
bitting  and  driving,  and  the  training 
of  her  num^y  the  generous  young 
colts  were  hard  to  break.  Ethel,  at 
this  time,  was  especially  stubborn  in 
training,  rebellious  to  the  whip,  and 
wild  under  harness ;  and  the  way  in 
which  Lady  Kew  managed  her  won 
the  admiration  of  her  family :  for  it 
was  a  maxim  among  these  folks  that 
no  one  could  manage  Ethel  but  I^ady 
Kew.  Barnes  Raid  no  one  could  man- 
age his  sister  but  his  grandmother. 
He  could  n't,  that  was  certain.  Mam- 
ma never  tried,  and,  Indeed,  was  so 
good-natured,  that  rather  than  ride 
the  filly,  she  would  put  the  saddle  on 
her  own  back  and  lot  the  filly  ride 
her ;  no,  there  was  no  one  but.  i»er 
Ladyship  capable  of  mannpring  that 
girl,'  Barnes  ownerl,  who  held  Lady 
Kew  in  much  respect  and  awe.  **  If 
the  tightest  hand  were  not  kopt  on 
her,  there  *s  no  knowing  what  she 
might  n't    dO}"    said    her    brother 
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"  Ethel  Newcome,  by  Jove,  is  capable 
of  running  away  with  the  writing- 
master." 

After  poor  Jack  Belsize's  mishap 
and  departure,  Barnes's  own  bride 
showed  no  spirit  at  all,  save  one  of 
placid  contentment.  She  came  at 
call  and  instantly,  and  went  through 
whatever  paces  her  owner  demanded 
of  her.  She  laughed  whenever  need 
was,  simpered  and  smiled  when  spo- 
ken to,  danced  whenever  she  was 
asked  :  drove  out  at  Barnes's  side  in 
Kew's  phaeton,  and  received  him  cer- 
tainly not  with  warmth,  but  with  po- 
liteness and  welcome.  It  is  difficult 
to  describe  the  scorn  with  which  her 
sister-in-law  regarded  her.  The  sight 
of  the  patient,  timid  little  thing  chafed 
Ethel,  who  was  always  more  haughty 
and  flighty  and  bold  when  in  Clara  s 
presence  than  at  any  other  time.  Her 
liudyship's  brother.  Captain  Lord 
Viscount  Rooster,  before  mentioned, 
joined  the  family-party  at  this  inter- 
esting juncture.  My  Lord  Rooster 
found  himself  surprised,  delighted, 
subjugated,  by  Miss  rfewcome,  her  wit 
and  spirit.  "  By  Jove,  she  is  a 
plucky  one,"  his  Ix>rdship  explained. 
"  To  dance  with  her  is  the  best  fun  in 
life.  How  she  pulls  all  the  other 
girls  to  pieces,  by  Jove,  and  how 
splendidly  she  chaffs  everybody! 
But,"  he  added  with  the  shrewdness 
and  sense  of  humor  which  distin- 
guished the  young  officer,  "  I  *d  rather 
dance  with  her  than  marry  her,  —  by 
a  doosid  long  score,  —  I  don't  envy 
you  that  part  of  the  business,  Kew, 
my  boy."  Lord  Kew  did  not  set 
himself  up  as  a  person  to  be  envied. 
He  thought  his  cousin  beautiful :  and 
with  his  grandmother,  that  she  would 
make  a  very  handsome  countess,  and 
he  thought  the  money  which  Lady 
Kew  would  give  or  leave  to  the  young 
couple  a  very  welcome  addition  to  his 
means. 

On  the  next  night,  when  there  was 
a  ball  at  the  room.  Miss  Ethel,  who 
was  ordinarily  exceedingly  simple  in 
her  attire,  and  dressed  below  the  mark 
'  <f  the  rest  of  the  world,  chose  to  ap- 


pear in  a  toilet  the  very  grandest  and 
finest  which  she  had  ever   assumed. 
Her  clustering  ringlets,  her  shining 
white  shoulders,  her  splendid  raiment 
(I  believe,  indeed,  it  was  her  court- 
dress  which  the  young  lady  assumed), 
astonished  all  beholders.    She  ecras^d 
all  other  beauties  by  her  appearance ; 
somuchso  that  Madame d'lvry's court 
could  not  but  look,  the  men  in  admi- 
ration, the  women  in  dislike,  at  this 
dazzling  young  creature.      None  of 
the  countesses,  duchesses,  princesses, 
Russ,  Spanish,  Italian,  were  so  fine 
or    so  handsome.    There  arc  some 
New  York  ladies  at  Baden  as  there 
are  everywhere  else  in  Europe  now. 
Not  even  these  were  more  magnificent 
than  Miss  Ethel.     General  Jeremiiih 
J.  Bung's  lady  owned  that  Miss  New- 
come  was  fit  to  appear  in  any  party 
in  Fifth  Avenue.     She  was  the  only 
well-dressed  English  girl  Mrs.  Bung 
had  seen  in  Europe.    A  young  G<r- 
man  Durchlaucht  deigned  to  explain 
to  his  aide-de<amp  how  very  hand- 
some he  thought  Miss  Newcome.    All 
our  acquaintances  were  of  one  mind. 
Mr.  Jones  of  England  pronounced  her 
stunning;    the     admirable    Captain 
Blackball  examined  her  points  with 
the    skill    of   an   amateur,  and    de- 
scribed them  with  agreeable  frank- 
ness.    Lord  Rooster  was  chaimed  as 
he  surveyed  her,  and  complimented 
his  late  companion  in  arms  on  the 
possession  of  such  a  paragon.     Only 
Ijord  Kew  was  not  delighted,  —  nor 
did  Miss  Ethel  mean  that  he  should 
be.    She  looked  as  splendid  as  Cin- 
derella in  the  prince  s  palace.    But 
what  need  for  all  this  splendor  ?  this 
wonderful  toilet?  this  dazzling  neck 
and  shoulders,  whereof  the  brightness 
and  beauty  blinded  the  eyes  of  look- 
ers-on ?  She  was  dressed  as  gaudily  as 
an  actress  of  the  Vari^t^s  going  to  a 
supper  at  the  *' Trois  Frbres."     "It 
was  Mademoiselle  Mahille  en  habit  de 
cour,"  Madame  d'lvry   remarked  to 
Madame  Sehlangenl^ad.   Barnes,  who, 
with  his  bride  elect  for  a  partner,  made 
a  vis-a-vis  for  his  sister  and  th<'  ndrnir- 
ing  Lord  Rooster,  Was  puzzkd  likewise 
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by  Ethers  countenance  and  appear- 
ance. Little  Lady  Clara  looked  like 
a  little  school-girl  dancing  before  her. 

One,  two,  three  of  the  attendants 
of  her  Majesty  the  Queen  of  Scots 
were  carried  off  in  the  coarse  of  the 
evening  by  the  victorious  young  beau- 
ty, whose  triumph  had  the  effect 
which  the  headstrong  girl  perhaps 
herself  anticipated,  of  mortifying  the 
Duchesse  d'lvry,  of  exasperating  old 
Xiady  Kew,  and  of  ailnoying  the 
young  nobleman  to  whom  Miss  Ethel 
was  engaged.  The  girl  seemed  to 
take  a  pleasure  in  defying  all  three : 
a  something  imbittered  her  alike 
against. her  friends  and  her  enemies. 
The  old  dowager  chafed  and  vented 
her  wrath  upon  Lady  Ann  and 
Barnes.  Ethel  kept  the  ball  alive 
by  herself  almost  She  refused  to  go 
home,  declining  hints  and  commands 
alike.  She  was  engaged  for  ever  so 
many  dances  more.  Not  dance  with 
Count  Punter?  it  would  be  rude  to 
leave  him  after  promising  him.  Not 
waltz  with  Captain  Blackball  ?  He 
was  not  a  proper  partner  for  her. 
Why  then  did  Kew  know  him  ?  Lord 
Kew  walked  and  talked  with  Captain 
Blackball  every  dsiy.  Was  she  to  ba 
so  proud  as  not  to  know  Lord  Kew*s 
friends  ?  She  greeted  the  Captain 
with  a  most  fascinating  smile  as  he 
came  up  whilst  the  controversy  was 
pending,  and  ended  it  by  whirling 
round  the  room  in  his  arms. 

Madame  d'lvry  viewed  with  such 
pleasure  as  might  be  expected  the 
defection  of  her  adherents,  and  the 
triumph  of  her  youthful  rival,  who 
seemed  to  grow  more  beautiful  with 
each  waltz,  so  that  the  other  dancers 
paused  to  look  at  her,  the  men  break- 
ing out  in  enthusiasm,  the  reluctant 
women  being  forced  to  join  in  the  ap- 
plause. Angry  as  she  was,  and  know- 
ing how  Ethel's  conduct  angered  her 
grandson,  old  Lady  Kew  could  not 
help  admiring  the  rebellious  beauty, 
whose  girlish  spirit  was.  more  than 
a  match  for  the  imperious  dowager's 
tough  old  resolution.  As  for  Mr. 
Barnes's  displeasure,  the  girl  tossed 


her  saucy  head,  shrugged  her  fair 
shoulders,  and  passed  on  with  a 
scornful  laugh.  In  a  word.  Miss 
Ethel  conducted  herself  as  a  most 
reckless  and  intrepid  young  tiirt, 
using  her  eyes  with  the  most  con- 
summate eHect,  chattering  with  as- 
tounding gayety,  prodigal  of  smiles, 
gracious  thanks,  and  killing  glances. 
What  wicked  spirit  moved  her  ?  Per- 
haps had  she  known  the  mischief  $he 
was  doing,  she  would  have  continued 
it  still. 

The  sight  of  this  wilfulness  and 
levity  smote  poor  Lord  Kew's*  heart 
with  cruel  pangs  of  mortification. 
The  easy  young  nobleman  had  passed 
many  a  year  of  his  life  in  all  sorts  of 
wild  company.  The  chaumiere  knew 
him,  and  the^  balls  of  Parisian  ac- 
tresses, the  coulisses  of  the  opera  at 
home  and  abroad.  Those  pretty 
heads  of  ladies  whom  nobody  knows 
used  to  nod  their  shining  ringlets  at 
Kew,  from  private  boxes  at  theatres, 
or  dubious  Park  broughams.  He  had 
run  the  career  of  young  men  of  pleas- 
ure, and  laughed  and  feasted  with 
jolly  prodigals  and  their  company. 
He  was  tired  of  it :  perhaps  he  remem- 
bered an  earlier  and  purer  life,  and 
was  sighing  to  return  to  it.  Living 
as  he  had  done  amongst  the  outcasts, 
his  ideal  of  domestic  virtue  was  high 
and  pure.  He  chose  to  believe  that 
good  women  were  entirely  good. 
Duplicity  he  could  not  understand: 
ill-temper  shocked  him  :  wilfulness  he 
seemed  to  fancy  belonged  only  to  the 
profane  and  wicked,  not  to  good  girls, 
with  good  mothers,  in  honest  homes. 
Their  nature  was.  to  love  their  fami- 
lies ;  to  obey  their  parents ;  to  tend 
their  poor ;  to  honor  their  husbands  ; 
to  cherish  their  children.  Ethel's 
laugh  woke  him  up  from  one  of  these 
simple  reveries  very  likely,  and  then 
she  swept  ronml  the  ball-room  rapidly 
to  the  brazen  notes  of  the  orchest'  a. 
He  never  offered  to  dance  with  her 
more  than  once  in  the  evening  ;  went 
away  to  play,  and  returned  to  find 
her  still  whirlinsr  to  the  music.  Ma- 
dame dTvry  remarked  his  tribulation 
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and  gloomy  face,  though  she  took  no 
pleasure  1at  his  dUcomSture,  knowing 
that  Kthel's  behavior  caused  it. 

In  plays  and  novels,  and  I  dare 
say  in  real  life  too  sometimes,  when 
the  wanton  heroine  chooses  to  exert 
her  powers  oi  fascination,  and  to  flirt 
with  Sir  Harry  or  the  Captain,  the 
hero,  in  a  pique,  goes  off  and  makes 
love  to  somebody  else  :  both  acknowl- 
edge their  folly  after  a  while,  shake 
hands  and  are  reconciled,  and  the 
curtain  drops,  or  the  volume  ends. 
But  there  are  some  people  too  noble 
and  simple  for  these  amorous  scenes 
and  smirking  artifices.  When  Kew 
was  pleased  he  lauffhed^  when  he  was 
grieved  he  was  silent^  He  did  not 
deign  to  hide  his  ^rief  or  pleasure 
under  disguises.  His  error,  perhaps, 
was  in  forgetting  tKat  Ethel  was 
very  young;  that  her  conduct  was 
not  design  so  much  as  girlish  mis- 
chief and  high  spirits;  and  that  if 
young  men  have  their  frolics,  sow 
their  wild  oats,  and  enjoy  their  pleas- 
ure, young  women  may  be  permitted 
sometimes  their  more  harmless  vaga- 
ries of  ^ayety,  and  sportive  outbreaks 
of  wilful  humor. 

When  «he  consented  to  go  home  at 
length,  Lord  Kew  brought  Miss  New- 
come's  little  white  cloak  for  her  {un- 
der the  hood  of  which  her  flossy 
curls,  her  bluing  cheeks,  mid  bright 
eyes  looked  provokingly  handsome), 
and  encased  het  in  Siis  pretty  gar- 
ment without  uttering  one  single 
word.  She  made  him  a  saucy  court- 
esy in  return  for  this  act  of  polite- 
ness, which  salutation  he  received 
with  a  grave  bow  ;  and  then  he  pro- 
ceeded to  cover  up  <Jd  Lady  Kew, 
and  to  conduct  her  Ladyship  to  her 
chariot.  Miss  Ethel  chose  to  be  dis- 
pleased at  her  cousin's  displeasure. 
What  were  balls  made  for  out  that 
people  should  dance?  She  a  flirt? 
She  displease  Lord  Kew  1  If  she 
chose  to  dance,  she  would  dance ;  she 
had  no  idea  of  liis  giving  himself 
airs,  besides  it.  was  such  fun  taking 
away  the  gentlemen  of  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots'  court  from  her:  such  capital 


fun !  So  8he  went  to  bed,  singing 
and  performing  wonderful  roulades 
as  she  lighted  her  candle  and  retired 
to  her  room.  She  had  had  such  a  joU v 
evening !  such  famous  fun,  and,  I 
dare  say,  (but  how  shall  a  novelist 
penetrate  these  mysteries  ?)  when  her 
chamber  door  was  closed,  she  scolded 
her  maid  and  was  as  cross  as  two 
sticks.  You  see  there  come  moments 
of  sorrow  after  the  most  brilliant 
victories ;  aad  you  conquer  and  rout 
the  enemy  utterly,  and  then  regret 
that  you  fought. 


CHAPTER  XXXTV. 

THE    E»D    Of    THft    OONGRfiM    &V 
BA^EN* 

Mention  has  been  made  of  an 
elderly  young  person  from  Ireland, 
engaged  by  Madame  la  Duchesse 
d'lvry,  as  companion  and  teacher 
of  English  for  ner  little  daughter. 
When  Miss  O'Grady,  as  she  did 
sometime  afterwards,  quitted  Ma- 
dame d'lvry's  family,  she  spoke  with 
great  freedom  regarding  tne  behave 
ior  of  that  Duchess,  and  recounted 
horrors  which  she,  the  latter,  had  com- 
mitted. A  number  of  the  most  ter- 
rific anecdotes  issued  from  the  lips  of 
the  indignant  Miss,  whose  volubility 
Ijord  Kew  was  obliged  to  check, 
not  choosing  that  his  countess,  with 
whom  he  was  paying  a  bridal  visit  to 
Paris,  should  hear  such  dreadful  le- 
gends. It  was  there  that  Miss  0*Gra- 
dy,  finding  herself  in  misfortune,  and 
reading  of  Ix)rd  Kew's  arrival  at  the 
"  Hotel  Bristol "  waited  upon  his 
Lordship  and  the  Countess  of  Kew, 
begging  them  to  take^  tickets  ^  in  a 
raSle  for  an  invaluable  ivory  writing- 
desk,  sole  relic  of  her  former  pros- 
perity, which  she  proposed  to  give 
ner  friends  the  chance  of  acquiring ; 
in  fact  Miss  O'Gradv  lived  for  some 
years  on  the  produce  of  repeated 
raffles  for  this  beautiful  desk  ;  many 
rdigious  ladies  of  the  Faulwurg  St. 
Germain  taking  an  interest  in  her 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


23» 


^nUfortunsd,  and  alleviating  them  by 
l&e  simple  lottery  Bystem.  Protes- 
tant?  as  well  as  Catholics  were 
permitted  to  take  shares  in  Miss 
O 'Grady's  raffles;  and  Lord  Kew, 
good-natured  then  as  always,  pur- 
chased so  many  tickets  that  the  con- 
trite O 'Grady  informed  him  of  a 
transaction  which  had  nearly  affected 
his  happiness,  and  in  which  she  took 
a  not  very  creditable  share.  "  Had  I 
known  your  Lordship's  real  charac- 
ter," Miss  O'G.  was  pleased  to  say, 
"no  tortures  would  have  induced  me  to 
do  an  act  for  which  I  have  undergone 
penance.  It  was  that  black-hearted 
woman,  my  Lord,  who  maligned  your 
Lordship  to  me  { that  woman  whom  I 
called  friend  ooce,  but  who  is  the 
most  false,  depraved,  and  dangerous 
of  her  sex.*'  In  this  way  do  ladies' 
comp-anions  stmi^ta&es  speak  of  ladies 
when  quarrels  separate  them,  whein 
confidential  attendants  are  dismissed, 
bearing  away  ^Eimily  secrets  in  their 
minds,  and  revenge  in  their  hearts. 

The  day  after  Miss  Ethel's  feats 
at  the  assembly,  old  Lady  Kew  tvent 
over  to  advise  her  granddaughter, 
and  to  give  her  a  little  timely  warn- 
ing about  the  impropriety  of  flirta- 
tions ;  above  all,  with  such  men  ai 
are  to  be  found  at  watering-places, 
persons  who  are  nev«r  seen  elsewhere 
in  society.  **  Remark  the  peculiari- 
ties of  Brew's  temper,  who  never  flies 
into  a  passicm  like  you  and  me,  my 
dear,"  said  the  old  lady  (being  deter- 
mined to  be  particularly  gracious 
and  cautious) ;  **  when  once  angry 
be  remains  so,  and  is  so  obstinate 
that  it  is  almost  impossible  to  coax 
him  into  good-humor.  It  is  much 
better,  my  love,  to  be  like  us,"  con- 
tinued the  old  lady,  ''  to  fly  out  in  a 
rage  and  have  it  over,  but  que  voulez- 
vom  f  such  is  Frank's  tempeir,  and 
we  must  manage  him."  So  she  went 
on,  bicking  her  advice  by  a  crowd  of 
examples  drawn  fro-n  the  family  his- 
tory ;  showing  how  Kew  was  like  his 
grandfather,  her  own  poor  husband ; 
still  more  like  his  late  father.  Lord 
Walham,  between   whom    and   his 


mother  there  h£ul  been  differences, 
diiefly  brought  on  by  my  Lady  Wal- 
ham of  course,  wiiich  had  ended  in 
the  almost  total  estrangement  of 
motlier  and  son.  Lady  Kew  then 
admitiiistered  her  advice,  and  told  her 
stories  wi{h  Bthel  alone  for  a  listener ; 
and  in  a  most  edifying  manner  she 
besought  Miss  Newcome  to  uienager 
Lord  Kew's  susceptibilities,  as  she 
valued  het  own  future  comfort  in 
life,  as  well  as  the  happiness  of  a 
Inost  amiable  man,  of  whom,  if  prop* 
erly  managed,  Et&el  might  make 
wiuit  she  pleased.  We  have  said 
Lady  Kew  ravaged  everybody,  and 
that  most  of  the  members  of  her  fam- 
ily allowed  themselves  to  be  man- 
aged by  hier  Ladyship. 

^hei,  who  had  permitted  her 
grandmother  to  coatiaue  her  senten- 
tious advice,  while  she  herself  sal 
tapping  her  feet  on  the  floor,  and  per- 
ferming  the  most  rapid  variations  of 
that  air  which  ii  called  the  Devil's 
Tattoo,  burst  out,  at  length,  to  the 
eldef'  lady's  surprise,  with  an  out* 
break  of  indignation,  a  flushing:  face, 
and  a  voice  quivering  with  flAiger. 

"  This  most  amiable  man,"  she 
cried  out,  *'  that  you  design  for  me,  I 
know  everything  about  this  most 
amiable  man,  and  thank  you  and  my 
family  for  the  present  you  make  me  I 
For  the  past  year  what  have  you 
been  doing  ?  Every  one  of  you  !  ray 
father,  my  brother,  and  you  yourself^ 
have  been  filling  my  card  with  cruel 
reports  against  a  poor  boy  whom  you 
chose  to  depict  as  everything  that 
Was  dissolute  exid  wicked,  when  there 
was  nothing  against  him;  nothing, 
but  that  he  was  poor.  Yes,  you 
yourself,  grandmamma,  have  told  me 
many  and  many  a  time  that  Olive 
Newcome  was  not  a  fit  companion 
for  us ;  warned  me  against  his  bad 
courses,  and  painted  him  as  extrava- 
gant, unprincipled,  I  don't  know  how 
bad.  How  bad !  I  know  how  good 
he  is;  how  upright,  generous,  and 
truth-telling :  though  there  was  not 
a  day  until  lately,  that  Barnes  dil 
not  make  some  wicked  story  ngsvinsl; 
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him,  —  Barnes,  who,  I  believe,  is  bad 
himself,  like  —  like  other  young  men. 
Yes,  I  am  sare,  there  was  something 
about  Barnes  in  that  newspaper  which 
my  father  took  away  from  me.  And 
you  come  and  you  lift  up  your  hands 
and  shake  your  hend,  because  I  dance 
with  one  gentleman  or  another.  You 
tell  me  I  am  wrong  ;  mamma  has 
told  me  so  this  morning.  Barnes,  of 
course,  has  told  me  so,  and  you  bring 
me  Frank  as  a  pattern,  and  tell  me 
to  love  and  honor  and  obey  htm  ! 
Look  here,"  and  she  drew  out  a 
paper  and  put  it  into  Lady  Kew's 
hands.  "  Here  is  Kew's  history, 
and  I  believe  it  is  true;  yes,  I  am 
sure  it  is  true." 

The  old  dowager  lifted  her  eye- 
glass to  her  black  eyebrow,  and  read 
a  paper  written  in  English,  and  bear- 
ing no  signature,  in  which  many  cir- 
cumstances of  Lord  Kew's  life  were 
narrated  for  poor  Ethel's  benefit.  It 
was  not  a  worse  life  than  that  of 
a  thousand  young  men  of  pleasure, 
but  there  were  Kew's  many  misdeeds 
set  down  in  order :  such  a  catalogue 
OS  we  laugh  at  when  Leporello  trolls 
it,  and  sings  his  master  s  victories  in 
France,  Italy,  and  Spain.  Madame 
d'lvry's  name  was  not  mentioned  in 
this  list,  and  Lady  Kew  felt  sure  that 
the  outrage  came  from  her. 

With  real  ardor  Lady  Kew  sought 
to  defend  her  grandson  from  some  of 
the  attacks  here  made  against  him ; 
and  showed  Ethel  that  the  person 
who  could  use  such  means  of  calum- 
niating him  would  not  scruple  to 
resort  to  falsehood  in  order  to  etfect 
her  purposed 

"  Her  purpose,"  cries  Ethel.  "  How 
do  you  know  it  is  a  woman  ?  "  Lady 
Kew  lapsed  into  generalities.  She 
thought  the  handwriting  was  a  wo- 
man's,—  at  least  it  was  not  likely 
that  a  man  should  think  of  addressing 
an  anonymous  letter  to  a  young  lady, 
and  so  wreaking^  his  hatred  upon  Lord 
Kew.  *' Besides  Frank  has  had  no 
rivals, — except  —  except  one  young 
gentleman  who  has  carried  his  paint- 
■^xes  to    Italy,"  says    Lady  Kew. 


"You  don't  think  your  dear  Coi>- 
nel's  son  would  leave  such  a  piece  of 
mischief  behind  him  ?  You  must  ac  t, 
my  dear,"  continued  her  Ladyship, 
"  as  if  this  letter  had  never  been  writ- 
ten at  all :  the  person  who  wrote  it  no 
doubt  will  watch  you.  Of  course  we 
are  too  proud  to  allow  him  to  see  that 
we  are  woundf  d ;  and  pray,  pray  do 
not  think  of  letting  poor  Frank  know 
a  word  about  this  horrid  transaction." 

"  Then  the  letter  is  true !  "  burst 
out  Ethel.  "  You  know  it  is  true, 
grandmamma,  and  that  is  why  you 
would  have  me  keep  it  a  secret  frc  m 
my  cousin ;  besides,'  she  added,  with  a 
little  hesitation,  "  your  caution  comes 
too  late.  Lord  Kew  has  seen  the  letter." 

"  You  fool,"  screamed  the  old  lady, 
"  you  were  not  so  mad  as  to  show  it 
to  him  1 " 

"  I  am  sure  the  letter  is  true,"  Eth- 
el said,  rising  up  very  haughtily. 
**  It  is  not  by  calling  me  bad  names 
that  your  Ladyship  will  disprove  it. 
Keep  them,  if  you  please,  for  my 
Aunt  Julia,  she  is  sick  and  weak,  and 
can't  defend  herself.  I  do  not  choose 
to  bear  abuse  from  you,  or  lectures 
from  Lord  Kew.  He  happened  to  be 
here  a  short  while  since,  when  the 
letter  arrived.  He  had  been  good 
enough  to  come  to  preach  me  a  ser- 
mon on  his  own  account.  He  to  find 
fault  with  my  actions ! "  cried  Miss 
Ethel,  quivering  with  wrath  and 
clenching  the  luckless  paper  in  her 
hand.  "He  to  accuse  me  of  levity, 
and  to  warn  me  against  making  im- 

f)roper  acquaintances  !  He  began  his 
ectures  too  soon.  I  am  not  a  lawful 
slave  yet,  and  prefer  to  remain  unmo< 
lested,  at  least  as  long  as  I  am  free." 

"  And  you  told  Frank  all  this.  Miss 
Newcome,  and  you  showed  him  that 
letter  ?  "  said  the  old  lady. 

"  The  letter  was  actually  brought 
to  me  whilst  his  Lordship  was  in  the 
midst  of  his  sermon,"  Ethel  replied. 
"  I  read  it  as  he  was  making  his 
speech,"  she  continued,  gatherin«r  an- 
ger and  scorn  as  she  recalled  the  cir- 
cumstances of  the  interview.  •*  He 
was  perfectly  polite  in  his  language. 
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He  did  not  call  me  a  fool  or  use  a 
single  other  bad  name.  He  was  good 
enough  to  advise  me  and  to  make 
such  virtuous,  pretty  speeches  that 
if  he  had  been  a  bishop  he  could 
not  have  spoke  better ;  and  as  I 
thought  the  letter  was  a  nice  com- 
mentary on  his  Lordship's  sermon,  I 
gave  it' to  him.  I  gave  it  to  him," 
cried  the  young  woman,  "  and  much 
good  may  it  do  him.  I  don't  think 
my  Lord  Kew  will  preach  to  me  again 
for  some  time." 

"I  don't  think  he  will  indeed," 
said  Lady  Kew,  in  a  hard,  dry  voice. 
"  You  don't  know  what  you  may  have 
done.  Will  you  be  pleased  to  ring 
the  bell  and  order  my  carriage  ?  I 
congratulate  you  on  having  penormed 
a  most  charming  morning's  work.'' 

Ethel  made  her  grandmother  a  verv 
stately  courtesy.  I  pity  Lady  Julia  s 
condition  when  her  mother  reached 
home. 

All  who  know  Lord  Kew  may  be 
pretty  sure  that  in  that  unlucky  in- 
terview with  Ethel,  to  which  the 
young  lady  had  just  alluded,  he  said 
no  single  word  to  her  that  was  not 
kind  and  just  and  gentle.  Consider- 
ing the  relation  Mtween  them,  he 
thought  himself  justified  in  remon- 
strating with  her  as  to  the  conduct 
which  she  chose  to  pursue,  and  in 
warning  her  against  acquaintances  of 
whom  his  own  experience  had  taught 
him  the  dangerous  character.  He 
knew  Madame  d'lvry  and  her  friends 
80  well  that  he  would  not  have  his  wife 
elect  a  member  of  their  circle.  He 
could  not  tell  Ethel  what  he  knew  of 
those  women  and  their  history.  She 
chose  not  to  understand  his  hints,  — 
did  not  very  likely  comprehend  them. 
She  was  quite  young,  and  the  stories 
of  such  lives  as  theirs  had  never  been 
told  before  her.  She  was  indignant 
at  the  surveillance  which  Lord  Kew 
exerted"  over  her,  and  the  authority 
which  he  began  to  assume.  At  an- 
other moment  and  in  a  better  frame 
of  mind  she  would  have  been  thank- 
ful for  his  care,  nnd  very  soon  and 
ever  after  she  did  justice  to  his  many 
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admirable  qualities,  —  his  frankness, 
honesty,  and  sweet  temper.  Only 
her  high  spirit  was  in  perpetual  revolt 
at  this  time  against  the  bondage  in 
which  her  family  strove  to  keep  her. 
The  very  worldly  advantages  of  the 
position  which  they  offered  her  served 
but  to  chafe  her  the  more.  Had  her 
proposed  husband  been  a  young  prince 
with  a  crown  to  lay  at  her  feet,  she 
had  been  yet  more  indignant  very 
likely,  and  more  rebellious.  Had 
Kew's  younger  brother  been  hei* 
suitor,  or  Kew  in  his  place,  she  had 
been  not  unwilling  to  follow  her  par- 
rents'  wishes.  Hence  the  revolt  in 
which  she  was  engaged,  —  the  way- 
ward freaks  and  outbreaks  her 
haughty  temper  indulged  in.  No 
doubt  she  saw  the  justice  of  Lord 
Kew's  reproofs.  That  self-conscious- 
ness was  not  likely  to  add  to  her 
good -humor.  No  doubt  she  wa's 
sorry  for  having  shown  Lord  Kew 
the  letter  the  moment  after  she  had 
done  that  act,  of  which  the  poor 
young  lady  could  not  calculate  the 
consequences  that  were  now  to  ensue. 

Lord  Kew,  on  glancing  over  the 
letter,  at  once  divined  the  quarter 
whence  it  came.  The  portrait  drawn 
of  him  was  not  unlike,  as  our  charac- 
ters described  by  those  who. hate  us 
are  not  unlike.  He  had  passed  a  reck- 
less youth,  indeed  he  was  sad  and 
ashamed  of  that  past  life,  longed  like 
the  poor  prodigal  to  return  to  better 
courses,  and  had  embraced  eagerly  the 
chance  afforded  him  of  a  union  with  a 
woman,  young,  virtnous,  and  beauti- 
ful, against  whom  and  against  Heaven 
he  hoped  to  sin  no  more.  If  we  have 
told  or  hinted  at  more  of  his  story 
than  will  please  the  ear  of  modern 
conventionalism,  I  beseech  the  reader 
to  believe  that  the  writer's  purpose  at 
least  is  not  dishonest,  nor  unkindly. 
The  young  gentleman  hung  his  head 
with  sorrow  over  that  sad  detaif  of 
his  life  and  its  follies.  What  would 
he  have  given  to  be  able  to  say  to 
Ethel,  "  This  is  not  true  !  " 

His  reproaches  to  Miss  Nfwcome 
were  at  once  stopped  by  this  terrible 
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tmmlt  on  Umfelf.  IThe  lelter  liad 
.•b^en  put  in  thjB  B««ien  post-lwx,  .«nd 
so  h^d  come  to  k^  -d^tmoition.  It 
was  in  a  disenised  bandwsriting.  Lord 
Kew  could  K>nn  no  idea  even  of  the 
sex  of  the  scribe.  He  jnnt  the  enve- 
lope in  his  poqkel;,  when  j&jlJiel's  hack 
was  turned.  }Ie  examined  tiie  paper 
when  he  lelt  her.  lie  conld  make 
little  of  the  snpersci^iptioQ  or  of  the 
wafer  which  h^d  served  to  cAwe  ihe 
note.  He  did  iu)t  choose  ^  oaui^ 
Ethel  as  to  whether  flhe  should  .hmn 
the  letter  or  divuig<e  it  to  Iher  fiends. 
He  took  his  .sh<ire  of  the  p^n,  as  n 
(hoy  at  school  takes  M»  doggiog, 
iitontlj  and  in  silence. 

When  he  aaw  Ethel  pgaiii,  whtch 
ihe  did  in  an  honr 's  ^m»t  {the  geper- 
lous  young  gentlem»n  held  his  hand 
.out  to  her.  "  My  dev,"  he  said,  "4f 
you  had  loved  me  vou  never  would 
have  show^  me  .that  letter."  ]tt 
was  his  oply  reproof.  A^er  that  he 
paever  again  reproved  jor  ;adviaed  her. 

Ethel  blushed.  "  You  :^re  vcsnr 
brave  andgenwon^,  FxanK/'.^be^fiia, 
bending  her  head,  "and  I  wv  fisp- 
tious  and  wicked."  He  £^  the  ihot 
tear  blotting  on  his  hand  #rom  his 
cousin's  downcast  (Cye^. 

He  kissed  her  witle  ihand.  I^ady 
Ann,  who  was  in  the  room  with  iter 
children  when  these  ;^w  wo^s  pi^ssed 
between  the  .two  in  a  v^  ilow  tone, 
thought  it  was  a  reconciliatioA.  EUiel 
knew  it  was  a  renunciation  oh  Kew^s 
part,;  she  never  liked  him  so^much  as 
at  that  moment.  The  young  man 
was  too  modest  and  simple  to  gness 
himself  what  the  girl's  feelii^  were. 
Could  he  have  told  them,  his  ifalie  and 
hers  might  have  been  chni^ged. 

"  You  must  not  allow  our  ikind  }^ 
ter-writittg  friend,"  Lord  Kew  contin- 
ued, "  to  fancy  we  are  hurt.  We 
must  walk  out  this  afternoon,  and  we 
must  appear  very  good  friends." 

"Yes,  always,  Kew,"  said  JJthel 
holding  out  her  hand  agfiin.  The 
next  minute  her  cousin  was  at  the 
table  carving  roast  fowls  and  dis- 
tributing the  portions  to  the  hungry 
<:h4ldrcn. 


Xlhe  iisaemlily  of  the  previous  even- 
ing had  been  one^  those  which  the 
fermivdkijtux  at  Baden  beneficently 
provides  for  the  frequenters  of  iLe 
place,  and  now  was  to  come  off  a 
much  more  briUiant  entertainment,  in- 
which  poor  Cfeve^  who  is  Ikr  into 
Sniatseriand  by  this  time,  was  to  (have 
taken  a  share.  The  Bachelors  liad 
«gp»ed  fio  giye  a  ball,  one  of  the  last 
■«nJ»naAiunQnts  of  .-the  season,  a  dozen 
.«ariDQca  <fxf  Iton  had  subscribed  the 
funds;  and  we  may  be  suse  Lord 
Kew's  aiame  was  at  the  head  of  the 
^st,  as  it  uras  tof  any  list,  of  angr 
scheme,  whether  /ai  clwrily  or  tun. 
The  lEngiliah  {wese  invited,  and  ^ 
Jtnsmwisweie invited;  the  Spaaiards 
and  Itidiians,  Pedes,  Pmasians,  and 
Heb]«w« ;  ^  the  motley  fraqneirteis 
of  the  plaoe,  ,«nd  the  waxriois  in  the 
Pkke  of  Baden's  army.  Unlimited 
tRpper  was  ^let  in  the  cestaunuit.  The 
dancing-room  glittered  with  exitna 
lights,  a»d  .a  prc^sion  of  .cnt-paper 
flowQFB  decomted  the  festive  scene. 
Everybody  was  jtresent :  those  ciowds 
wi^  whom  our  story  has  nothing  to 
•do,  and  those  'two  or  iliree  gt oups  of 
persons  who  enact  minor  or  greater 
•parts  in  it  Madame  d'l^fy^am^ia 
«  dress  9i  stupendous  splendor,  .eii-en 
jaoqre  rbrittian  t  :tlmn  that  in  which  Miss 
£thel  ^ad  lignred  attihe  last  assemhly. 
If  the  I^n^i^eas  intended  ito  ^eramr 
Miss  Kew^eomie.hy  lihe  rsuperior  maf^- 
nificence  of  her  toilet,  #he  was  disap- 
pointed. 'Jif  iss  Income  wore  a  plam. 
white  frook  on  the  occasion,  and  le- 
sumed,  Mada«ie  divnr  said,  her  t^ 
«^  4n^m  for  that  si^t. 

During  the  kM  season  in  which 
gentlemen  enjoyed  the  fiivor^of  Mary 
Queen  of  :8cots,  th^t  wandering  sover- 
eign led  l^em  throng  aU  thi  paces 
a^  yagaries  of  a  regular  passion. 
4>s  in  a  fsiir,  where  time  is  abort  and 
pleasures  numerous,  the  master  of  the 
theatrical.boQih  shows  you  a  tfagedy, 
a  &rce,  and  a  pantomime,  all  in  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  having  a  doaen 
new  audiences  to  witness  his  enter- 
tainments in  the  course  of  the  fore- 
noon  i  §o  this  lady  with  hear  Platonic 
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lofera  w«iit  through  the  oomptote 
dnmatae  ooai^,  «-^  tragedies  of  je«l«i 
oas7,  pantomimes  of  raptuce,  and^ 
^Toes  of  pardng.  IMieve  wei»  billets : 
on  one  side  •nd  the  other ;  hints  .-of  a 
fatal  destinyy  and  a  rathkes  Ijsx-eyed 
tjrant,  who  held  a  demooiac  grasp  > 
over  the  Duchess  bj  means  of  certain 
secrets  Which  he  knew  -;  there  were  re- 
grets that  we  had  not  known  ^»ck 
other  sooner ;  Why  weie  we  bnn^t 
oirt  of  oar  conyent  and  saciifioed  to 
Monsiearle  Duc^  There  tirave  iatd- 
ie  interchanges  of  faacn^  jftnd  poe- 
«jr :  pretty  bmukriei ;  awetat  j^ttQenciUii- 
tions ;  yawns  'finiiiy,-*-* and  flMMVft* 
tlon.  Adolphe  wmit  out  and  w^r 
phonse  carBw  in.  It  was  <he  »ew 
aadienoe ;  &r  which  theiben.<rang,  tthn 
hand  played,  •and  the  <caFtain  Boae  ; 
and  the  'tragedy,  eomedy,  and  imoQ 
were  repeated. 

Those  Greenwich  performen  who 
appear  in  the  <theatvioal  pieees  abore 
mentioned  mrtke  a  great  deal  jOMire 
noise  than  yoar  statibiuiiy  trogediaos ; 
and  if  tiiey  have  to  denanuoe  A^iUain, 
to  declare  a  passion,  or  to'weatea  an 
enemy,  they  roar,  maxap,  aliake  th^r 
fists,  and  opandish  &eir  sabres,  so 
.that  everj  man  w4io  sees  the  pl&y  has 
snrely  «  fall  penny wovCh  for  his  pen- 
ny. Thns  Tlfacfaine  la  Duchesae 
<PIynr  periiaps  a  littie  eii»ggerated 
her  hereiiiee'  parts ;  liking  to  stcike 
her  aadiences  qnieklT,  «id  .also  to 
change  them  often,  liike  good  per- 
fi>nners,  she  ^ang  hendf  heart  and 
soal  into  the  business  of  lihe  «tag«, 
and  was  what  ahe  acted.  I^e  wa« 
PhMre,  and  if,  in  the  first  part  of 
the  play,  «he  was  nncomnhonly  Hen- 
der  to  Hipp<^yte,  in  -the  second 
she  hated  Mm  fiiriottsly.  She  was 
Medea,  and  if  Jason  was  voiage,  ;woe 
to  Creasa  I  Perhaps  oar  jpoor  Lord 
Kew  had  taken  the  first  character  in 
a  peif<M«ianoe  with  Madame  d'lvry ; 
for  hishehayiior  in  wiiich  pant  it  was 
difficolt  enough  to  .Ibrgiye  him ;  but 
when  he  appear»l  at  Baden  the  af- 
fianced husband  of  one  of  13^  most 
beautiiiil  yoang  creataies  in  Europe, 
—  when   his  relatives  scocaed  lift* 


dame  d'lvry,  —  no  wonder  she  was 
maddened  and  enr,aged,  and  would 
ha^^QOOCse  to  revenge,  >steel,  poison. 
Theise  w<a8  in  ,the  iDuchess's  Court 
a  yoi»ng  fellow  from  the   South  of 
Franee,  whose  foends  had  sent  hUa 
to  fcUre  son  d^iol  Al  Puris,  where  he 
had  gone  thrpj^gh  the  usual  course 
oi  plea^Miies  and  studies  of  the  young 
ij^hitants^f  4jhe  La^  Qaoxter.  He 
had  at  <9ne  time  <exalted  republican 
opinions,  and  had  jGlred  his  n«st  shot 
with  disitiBctioA  at  St.  M^i.  He  was  a 
poet<xraoQ]ie  little  note, — a  book  of  his 
lynos,  "Xies  JR&lqs  d'un  Asphyxie," 
havin|:  ^bmi^i^  -a  sensation  a^  the  tin»e 
of  their  appearance.    He  .djank  ^at 
qwwitities  of  «l»iathe  ^f  »  morning, 
SHkoked  kieess^thr,  played  roulette 
whenever  he  could  get  a  few  nieces, 
conti^uted  to  a  fi^l  jivicnal,  and 
was  especiftlly  .gre«t  in  lus  h^vl^ied  of 
Vmfme  Atifieterre^    Ddmda  est  Car- 
tm^  wias  tattooed  henot^h  his  «hirt« 
sleeve.     Flfine  wd  X^nrisse^  joung 
Btillixiers  of  the  students'    difitnct;, 
had  puuetufed  this  temhle  jcnotto  oxx 
his  manly  »ght  axm.     Le  i^pard, 
eraldemof  F4i^land^  was  his^versioji ; 
he  shoak  his  §^  aJi  ithe  .caged  fuan^ 
ster  in   jthe  Garden  of  Planets.    He 
desired  to  haye  **  Here  Ues  an  eneiny 
of  England  "  ^engn^ved  upon  his  early 
tomb.     jSe  was  skiUed  »t  biUjlarc^ 
and  domiiK)s,  adroit  in  the  use  of 
anus,  of  unqpesAionahle  courage  and 
fieix^eness.    Mr-  Jones  of  Engloind 
was  afraid  of  M.  de  Castillonjaes, 
9nd  Qow^flred  before  his  scowls  and 
sadTcasms.     Captaia  Blackball*  ^he 
other   ^English  aide^e-oamp  of  the 
Duchesse  d'Jvry,    a  wairior  of  uo- 
doubted  couriigQ,  who  had  been  "  on 
the  giKKand"   more  than  oncQ,  gave 
him  a  wide  herth,  wd  wondered  w'haA 
the  little  beggar  ineaot  when  he  used 
to  sayi  "  Svnoe  the  days  of  the  Prince 
Noir,  Mo^Lsieur,  my  family  h^  hseen 
oi,  fi^ud   with   VAngleterre !  "     His 
fajnily  wejre  grocers  at  Bordeaux,  and 
his  father's  xiaf»^  was   M.  Cabasse. 
Cabasse  had  married  a  noble  in  the 
revolu^ioiuary  times ;  and  the  son  at 
Paris  called  hi;D;iS^lf  Victor  Cabasse 
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de  Castillonnes ,  then  Victor  C.  de 
Castillonnes ;    then    M.    de    Castil- 
lonnes.    One  of  the  followers  of  the 
Black  Prince  had   insulted  a  ladj 
of  the  house  of  Castillonnes,  when 
the  English  were  lords  of  Guienne ; 
hence  our  friend's  wrath  against  the 
liCopard.      He  had  written,  and  af- 
terwards dramatized,  a  terrific  legend 
describing  the  circumstances,  and  the 
punishment  of  the  Briton  by  a  knight 
of  the  Castillonnes  family.    A  more 
awfiil    coward    never  existed   in    a 
melodrama  than  that  felon  English 
kni&^ht.     His  blanche  Jille,  of  coiitse, 
died  of  hopeless  love  for  the  conquer- 
ing Frenchman,  her  father's  murder- 
er.    The  paper  in  which  the  feuille- 
ton  appealed  died  at  the  sixth  num- 
ber of  the  story.    The  theatre  of  the 
Boulevard  refused  the  drama ;  so  the 
author's  rage  against  Vinfame  Albion 
was  yet  nnapp^sed.    On  beholding 
Miss  Newcome,  Victor  had  fancied  a 
resemblance  between  her  and  Agnes 
de  Calverley,  the  blanche  Miss  of  his 
novel  and  drama,  and  cast  an  eye  of 
favor  upon  the  young  creature.    He 
even   composed  verses  in  her  honor 
(for  I  presume  that  the  "  Miss  Bet- 
ti"  and   the  Princess  Crimhilde  of 
the   poems  which    he    subsequently 
published  were  no  other  than  Miss 
Newcome,  and  the  Duchess,  her  ri- 
val).   He  had  been  one  of  the  luckv 
gentlemen    who    had    danced    with 
Ethel  on  the  previous  evening.    On 
the  occasion  of  the  ball  he  came  to 
her  with  a   high-flown  compliment, 
and  a  request  to  be  once  more  al- 
lowed to  waltz  with  her,  —  a  request 
to  which  he  expected  a  favorable  an- 
swer,  thinking,  no  doubt,  that  his 
wit,  his  powers  of  conversation,  and 
the  amour  quijlambait  dans  son  regard, 
had  had  their  eflfect  upon  the  charm- 
ing  Mees.    Perhaps  he  had  a  copy 
of  the  very  verses  in  his  breast-pock- 
et, with  which  he  intended  to  com- 
plete his  work  of  fascination.     For 
her  sake  alone  he  had  been  heard  to 
say,  that  he  woald  enter  into  a  truce 
with  England,  and  forget  the  heredi- 
tary wrongs  of  his  race. 


But  the  blanche  Miss  on  this  even- 
ing  declined  to  waltz  with  him.  His 
compliments  were  not  of  the  least 
avaiL  He  retired  with  them  and  his  un- 
uttered  verses  in  his  crumpled  bosom. . 
Miss  Newcome  only  danced  in  oiie 
quadrille  with  Lord  Kew,  and  left 
the  party  quite  early,  to  the  despair 
of  many  of  the  bachelors,  who  lost 
the  fairest  ornament  of  their  ball. 

Lord  Kew,  however,  had  been  seen 
walking  with  her  in  public,  and  partic- 
ularly attentive  to  her  during  her  brief 
appearance  in  the  ball-room ;  and  the 
old  Dowager,  who  regularly  attended 
all  places  of  amasement,  and  was  at 
twenty  parties  and  six  dinners  the 
week  before  she  died,  thought  fit  to 
be  particularly  gracious  to  Madame 
D'lvry  upon  this  evening,  and,  far 
fh)m  shunning  the  Duchesse's  pres- 
ence or  being  rude  to  her,  as  on  for- 
mer occasions,  was  entirely  smiling 
and  good-humored.  Lady  Kew,  too, 
thought  there  had  been  a  reconcilia- 
tion between  Ethel  and  her  cousin. 
Lady  Ann  had  given  her  mother 
some  acccVkit  of  the  handshaking. 
Kew's  walk  with  Ethel,  the  quadrille 
which  she  had  danced  with  him 
alone,  induced  the  elder  lady  to  be- 
lieve that  matters  had  been  made  up 
between  the  young  people. 

So,  by  way  of  showing  the 
Duchesse  that  her  little  shot  of  the 
morning  had  failed  in  its  effect,  as 
Frank  left  the  room  with  his  cousin. 
Lady  Kew  gayly  hinted,  "  that  the 
young  Earl  was  aux  petits  soins  with 
Miss  Ethel ;  that  she  was  sure  her 
old  friend,  the  Due  d'lvry,  would  be 
glad  to  hear  that  his  godson  was 
about  to*  range  himself.  He  would 
settle  down  on  his  estates.  He  would 
attend  to  his  duties  as  an  English 
peer  and  a  country  gentleman.  We 
shall  go  home,"  says  the  benevolent 
Countess,  "and  kill  the  veau  gras, 
and  you  shall  see  our  dear  prodigal 
will  become  a  very  quiet  gentleman." 
The  Duchesse  said  '"  my  Lady 
KeVs  plan  was  most  edifying.  She 
was  charmed  to  hear  that' Lord  Kew 
loved  veal;  there  were   some    who 
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meat    rather 


^—    msip- 

"     A  waltzer  came  to  claim  her 


thousrht    that 
id. 

hand  at  this  moment;  and  as  she 
twirled  round  the  room  upon  that 
gentleman's  arm,  wafting  odors  as 
she  moved,  her  pink  silks,  pink 
feathers,  pink  ribbons,  making  a 
mighty  rustling,  the  Countess  of 
Kew  had  the  satisfaction  of  thinking 
that  she  had  planted  an  arrow  in 
that  shrivelled  little  waist  which 
'  Count  Punter's  arms  embraced,  and 
had  returned  the  stab  which  Madame 
d'lvrj  had  delivered  in  the  morning. 
Mr.  Barnes  and  his  elect  bride 
had  also  appeared,  danced,  and  dis- 
appeared. Lady  Kew  soon  followed 
her  young  ones;  and  the  ball  went 
on  very  gayly,  in  spite  of  the  absence 
of  these  respectable  personages. 

Being  one  of  the  managers  of  the 
entertainment.  Lord  Kew  returned  to 
it  after  conducting  Lady  Ann  and 
her  daughter  to  £eir  carriage,  and 
now  danced  with  great  yigor  and 
with  his  usual  kindness,  selecting 
those  ladies  whom  other  waltzers  re- 
jected because  they  were  too  old,  or  too 
Slain,  or  too  stout,  or  what  not.  But  he 
id  not  ask  Madame  d'lvry  to  dance. 
He  could  condescend  to  dissemble  so 
far  as  to  hide  the  pain  which'  he  felt ; 
but  did  not  care  to  engage  in  that 
more  advanced  hypocrisy  of  firiend- 
ship,  which,  for  hsr  part,  his  old 
grandmother  had  not  shown  the  least 
scruple  in  assuming. 

Amongst  other  partners,  my  Lord 
selected  that  intrepid  waltzer,  the 
Grafinn  von  Gumpelheim,  who,  in 
spite  of  her  age,  size,  and  large 
fiimily,  never  lost  a  chance  of  enjoy- 
ing her  iavorite  recreation.  "  Look 
with  what  a  camel  my  Lord  waltzes,'' 
said  M.  Victor  to  Madame  d'lvry, 
whose  slim  waist  he  had  the  honor 
of  embracing  to  the  same  masic. 
"  What  man  but  an  Englishman 
would  ever  select  such  a  dromedary?  " 
"Avant  de  se  marier,"  said  Ma- 
dame d'lvry,  "  il  faut  avouer  que  my 
JjotH  se  permet  d'enormcs  distrac- 
tions." 

"My  Lord  marries  himself!    And 


when  and  whom?"  cries   the  Da> 
chesse's  partner. 

"  Miss  Newcome.  Do  you  not  ap- 
prove of  his  choice  1  I  thought  the 
eyes  of  Stenio  (the  Duchess  called 
M.  Victor  Stenio)  looked  with  some 
favor  upon  that  little  person.  She  is 
handsome,  even  very  handsome.  Is 
it  not  so  often  in  life,  Stenio  ?  Are 
not  youth  and  innocence  (I  give 
Miss  Ethel  the  compliment  of  her  in- 
nocence, now  surtout  that  the  little 
painter  is  dismissed), —  are  we  not 
cast>  into  the  arms  of  jaded  rou^  ? 
Tender  young  flowers,  are  we  not 
torn  from  oar  convent  gardens,  and 
flung  into  a  world  of  which  the  air 
poisons  our  pure  life,  and  withers  the 
sainted  buds  of  hope  and  love  and 
faith?  Faith !  The  mocking  world 
tramples  on  it,  n'est-ce  pus  ?  Love ! 
The  brutal  world  strangles  the  heaven- 
bom  infant  at  its  birth.  Hope !  It 
smiled  at  me  in  my  little  convent 
chamber,  played  among  the  flowers 
which  I  chenshed,  warbled  with  the 
birds  that  I  loved  But  it  quitted 
me  at  th^  door  of  the  world,  Stenio. 
It  folded  its  white  wings  and  veiled  its 
radiant  face  1  In  return  for  my  young 
love,  they  gave  me  —  sixty  years,  the 
dregs  of  a  selfish  heart,  egotism  cower- 
ing over  its  fire,  and  cold  for  all  its 
mantle  of  ermine !  In  place  of  the 
sweet  flowers  of.  my  young  years, 
they  gave  me  these,  Stenio !  and 
she  pointed  to  her  feathers  and  her 
artificial  roses.  "  O,  I  should  like  to 
crush  them  under  my  feet ! "  and  she 
put  out  the  neatest  little  slipper.  The 
Dnchesse  was  great  upon  her  wrongs, 
and  paraded  her  blighted  innocence  to 
every  one  who  would  feel  interested  by 
that  piteous  spectacle.  The  music  here 
burst  out  more  swiftly  and  melodiously 
than  before ;  the  pretty  little  feet  forgot 
their  desire  to  trample  upon  the  world. 
She  shrugged  the  lean  little  shoulders, 
—  "Eh!^'  said  the  Queen  of  Scots, 
"  dansons  et  oublions  " ;  and  Stenio's 
arm  once  more  surrounded  her  fairy 
waist  (she  called  herself  a  fairy  ;  other 
ladies  called  her  a  skeleton )  ;  and  they 
whirled  away  in  the  waltz  again :  aud 
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preseatiy  s&v  and-  Stenfcr  came  bnxn^ 
ing  up  against  the  stalwart  Lord  Kew 
and  the  pDndeSroas  Madame  de  Gum- 
pelheim,  as  a  wherry  dashes  against 
the  oaken  ribs  of  a  steamer. 

The  little  conple  did  not  fall ;  tliey 
were  struck  on  to  a  neighboring  bench, 
luckilj :  but  there  was  a  Isueh  at  the 
expense  of  Stenio  and  the  Queen  of 
Scots,— and  Lord  Kew,  setting  his 
pantiag  partner  on  to  a  seat,  came  up 
to  make  escuses  for  his  awkwardness 
to  the  lady  who  had  been  its  victim. 
At  the  bagh  prodneed  by  the  catas- 
trophei,  the  I>achittBe'8  eyes  gleamed 
wit  a  anger. 

"  M*.  de  CastUIoDBea/'  she  said,  to 
her  partner,  "  have  you  had  any  quar- 
rel with  that  EBglishmaii  ?  " 

"  With  ce  Milor  ?  But  no,"  said 
Stenio. 

*'  He  did  it  on  purpose^  There  has 
been  no  day  but  his  funily  has  insulted 
me ! "  hissed  out  the  DtKhesse,.  and  at 
this  moment  Lord  Kew  came  up  to 
make  his  apologies.  He  asked  a  thou- 
sand pardons  of  Madame  la  Duchesse 
for  being  so  maladroit."    . 

"  Maladroit  1  et  tr^  maladroit. 
Monsieur,"  says  Stenio,  curling  his 
mustache.  "  C'est  bien  le  mot,  Mon- 
sieur." 

"Als(v  I  make  ray  «xense»  to 
Madame  la  Duchesse,  which  I  hope 
she  will  receive,"  said  Lord  Kew. 
The  Duchesse  shrugged  her  shoulders 
and  sunk  her  head. 

"  When  one  dees  not  know  how  to 
dance,  one  ought  not  to  dance,"  con* 
tinned  the  Duchesse's  knight. 

''  Monsieur  is  verv  good  to  give  me 
lessone  in  dancing,"  said  Locd  Kew. 

'*Anv  lessons  which  you.  please, 
Milor!  cries*  SteniO';  "and  every- 
where where  you  will  them." 

Lord  Kew  toofced  at  the  little  man 
with  surprise.  He  oould  not  under^ 
stand  to  much  ai^r  for  so  trifling  an 
accident,  which  happens  a- dozen  times 
in  every  crowded,  ball.  He  again 
bowed  to  the  Duchesse,  and  walked 
away. 

"  This  is  your  Englishman — your 
Kew,  whom  you  vaunt  everywhere," 


said  Stenio  to  M.  de  Flofaic,  who  wtfs 
standing  by  and  wimessed'  the  scen<». 
' "  Is  he  simply  b6te,  or  is  he  poltron  as 
well  ?    I  believe  him  to  be  bo«h." 

"  Silence,  Victor  I "  cried:  Florae, 
seizing  his  arm,  and  drawing  him 
away.  **  You  know  me,  and  that  I 
am  Beither  one  nor  the  other.  Be- 
lieve my  wotdi,  that  my  Lond  Kew 
waYit»  neither-  coomge  nor  wit ! " 

"  Wittyott  be  my  witness,  Eloraic  ?  " 
coBtinuetf  tibe'  other: 

"To  take  him  yourexenses?  yes. 
It  is  you  xfho  have  insniled-*-  " 

"  Yes,  paxhleu,.  I  have  insulted !  " 
says  the  Gascon. 

**  A  m«jv  v^O'  never  willinghr  of- 
fended soul  alifve.  A  man.  fell  of 
heart:  the  most  frank:  the  moat 
loyaL  I  have  seen  him  put  to  the 
proof,  and  believe  me  he  is  all  I 
say." 

"  Eh  !  so  much  the  better  for  me !  " 
cried  the  Sonthroit.  "*!  ihaili  have  the 
honor  of  meeting  a  gallant  man  ;  and 
there  will  be  two  en  the  field." 

''They  aoe  making  a  tooL  of  yon, 
mr  poor  Gescon->"  said  M.  de  Florae, 
who  saw  Madame  d'lvrjr's  eyes  watch- 
ing the  couple.  She  presently  took  the 
arm  of  the  noble  Count  de.  Ftanter,  and 
went  fdr  ihsh  air  into-  the  adjoining 
apartment,  where-  phvjr  was  gpin^  on 
as  usual ;  and  Lord  Kew  and  his  finend 
Lord  Booster  were  pacing  the  nxMn 
i^art  from  t^  ganmlera. 

Mv  Lord  Booster,  at  something 
whien.  Kew  said,  looked  puzzled,  and 
sfud,.  "Pooh,  staff,  damned  little 
Erenchman!  Confounded  nonsense!" 

"I  -was  searehing  yon,  Milor  1" 
said  Madame  d^I-vry^  in  a  most  win** 
ning  tone,  tripping!  behind  him  with 
her  noiseless  Bttle  feet.  "  Allow  me 
a  Uttle  word.  Tour  aim  t  You  used 
to  give  it  me  once;  mon  Micul!  P 
hope  you  think  nothing  of  the  rude- 
ness of  M.  de  CastUIonnes ;  he  is  n 
foolish  Gascon ;  he  must  have  been 
too  often  to  the  buffet  this  evening. " 

Lord  Kew  said,  No,  indeed,  he 
thought  nothing  of  M.  de  Castil- 
lonnes'  rudeness. 

""I  am  so  glad-t    These  heioes  uf 
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fTie  salTe  d'armes  h«v6  not  tii«  eotii- 
monest  manners.  Tbese  Oatieons' 
are  always  flamberge  an  ventf.  What 
vronld  the  charming  Miss  Ethel  say, 
if  she  heard  of  the  dispute  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  there  is  no  reason  why  she 
should  hear  of  it,"  said  Lord  Kew, 
"  unless  some  obliging  friend  should 
communicate  it  to  ner." 

"Obmmnnicate  it  to  her— the' 
poor  dear!  who  would  be  so  cruel  as 
to  give  her  pain  ?"^  asked  ther  inn^ 
cent  Duchesse.  '''Why  db  yoti  look 
tmeso.  Prank?**   . 

"Because  I  admire  yon,'*' said  her 
interlocutor,  with  a  bow.  "I  hav«r 
never  seen  Madame  la  Duchesse  to 
such  advanttige  as  to-day." 

"  Ton  speak  in  etiigiafls !  Come 
back  with  me  to  th6  ball-room.  Corae 
and  dance  with  me  once  more.  Yon 
used  to  dance  with  me;  Let  us  have 
one  waits  more,  Kew.  And  then, 
and  then,  in  a  day  or  tiro  I  shall  go 
back  to  Monsieur  le  Due,  and  tell 
him  that  his  fiUeul  is  ^ing  to  marry 
the  fairest  of  all  Englishwomen ;  and 
to  turn  hermit  in  the  country,  and 
orator  in  the  Chamber  of  Peers.  Ton 
have  witf  ah  si —yon  have  wit!" 
And  she  led  back  Lord  Kew,  rather 
amazed  himself  at  what  he  was  doine, 
into  the  ball-room ;  so  that  the  good- 
natured  people  who  were  there,  and 
who  beheld  them  danchig,  could  not 
refrain  from  clapping  thdf  hands  at 
tiie  sight  of  this  couple. 

The  Duchess  danced  as  if  she  was 
bitten  by  that  Neapolitan  spider 
which,  according  to  the  legend,  is* 
such  a  wonderral  danoe  ineentor. 
She  would  have  the  music  quicker 
and  qnicfeer.  She  sank  on  Kew's 
arm,  and  clung  on  his  snppoit.  She 
ponred  out  all  Ihe  light  if  her  lan- 
guishing eyes  into  his  face.  Their 
fiances  rather  confused  than  charmed 
im.  But  the  bystanders  were 
pleased;  they  thought  it  so  good- 
hearted  of  the  Duchesse,  after  the 
little  quarrel,  to  make  a  public  avow- 
al of  reconciliation ! 

Lord   Booster,  looking  on,  at  the 
entrance  of  the  daneing^ruom,  over 


Monsienr  d»  Florae**  shonlder,^  said,. 
"  It 's  all  ri^ht !'  She 'a  A  dipper  to> 
dance,  the  httle  Duchess." 

"  The  viper !  "  said  Fk>rBC,  "  how 
she  writhes !  " 

"  I  suppose  that  business  with  the 
Prenchman  is  all  over,"  says  Lord 
Rooster.  "  Confounded  piece  of  non- 
sense  " 

"You  believe  it  finished?  We 
shall  see ! "  said  Florae,,  who  perhaps 
knewhifT  Mr  ccmsin  bett^.  Wlien 
the  waltz  was  over,  Kew  led  his  part* 
ner  to  att  seat,  andl  bowed  to  her ;  but 
thetigh  she  mutde  room  Ibr  him  at  her 
side,  pointing  toitf  and  gathering  up 
her  rustling  rebes  8q»  that  he  might 
sit  down,  he  moved  away,  his  faoS' 
ftill  of  e^leoitt.-  He  never  wished  to 
be  near  her  againL  There  waa  some- 
thing mo0B  odion»  to  him  in  her 
iHendshi^  than  her  hatred.  He  knew 
hers  waas  the  hand  dnt  had  deait  that 
stab  at  him  and  Ethel  in  die  mom- 
iag.  He  went  bade  and  talked  with 
his  two  friends  in  the  doorway. 
"Couch  yourself,  my  lifltle  Kiou," 
said  Florae  "Yon  are  all  pale.  Yon 
were  best  in  bed,  moa  garden !  " 

**  She  has  made  me  promise  to  takei 
her  in  to  suraper,"  fiew  said,  vrith  a 
sigh, 

"  She  will  poison  yon,"  said  the 
other.    "  Why  have  they  abolished 
the  neve  cfaex  nous?    My  word  of 
honor  they  shmdd  rBtabtish  it  for  this 
woman." 

"  There  is  one  in  the  next  room," 
said  Kew,  with  a  laugh.  **  Cbme, 
Vieomte,  let  us  try  onr  fortune," 
and  he  walked  back  into  iht  play- 
room.- 

That  was  the  last  night  on  which 
Lord  Kew  ever  played  a  gambling 
game.  He  won  constantly.  The 
double  zero  seemed  to  obey  him  ;  so 
that  the  croupiers  wondered  at-  his 
fortune.  Florae  backed  it;  saving 
with  the  snperstition  of  a  gambler, 
"  I  am  sure  something  goes  to  arrive 
to  this  boy."  From  time  to  time  M. 
de  Florae  went  back  to  the  dancing- 
room,  leaving  his  miae  under  Kew  S' 
charge.    He  always  found  his  heaps 
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increased;  indeed  the  Worthy  Vi- 
comte  wanted  a  turn  of  luck  in  his 
favor.  On  one  occasion  he  returned 
with  a  grave  face,  saying  to  Lord 
Rooster,  "  She  has  the  other  one 
in  hand.  We  are  going  to  see. 
"  Trente-six  encor  !  et  rouge  gagne, 
cried  the  croupier,  with  his  na^al  tone. 
Monsieur  de  Florae's  pockets  over- 
flowed with  double  Napoleons,  and  he 
stopped  his  play,  Inctily,  for  Kew, 
putting  down  liis  winnings,  once, 
twice,  thrice,  lost  them  all. 

When  Lord  Kew  had  left  the  dan- 
cing-room, Madame  d'lvry  saw  Stenio 
following  him  with  fierce  looks,  and 
called  back  that  bearded  bard.  "  You 
were  going  to  pursue  M.  de  Kew," 
she  said,  "  I  knew  you  were.  Sit 
down  here,  sir/'  and  she  patted  him 
down  on  her  seat  with  her  fan. 

"Do  you  wish  that  I  should  call 
him  back,  Madame  ?  **  said  the  poet, 
with  the  deepest  tragic  accents. 

"  I  can  bring  him  when  I  want  him,* 
Victor,"  said  the  lady. 

"  Let  us  hope  others  will  be  equally 
fortunate,"  the  Grascon  said,  with  one 
hand  in  his  breast,  the  other  stroking 
his  mustachio. 

"  Fi,  Monsieur,  que  vous  sentez  le 
tabac!  je  vous  le  defends,  en(!8hdez- 
vous,  Monsieur  ?  " 

"Pourtant,  I  have  seen  the  day 
when  Madame  la  Duchesse  did  not 
disdain  a  cigar,"  said  Victor.  "  If  the 
odor  incommodes,  permit  that  I  re- 
tire." 

**  And  you  also  would  quit  me,  Ste- 
nio ?  Do  you  think  I  did  not  mark 
your  eyes  towards  Miss  Newcome? 
your  anger  when  she  refused  you  to 
fiance  ?  Ah  !  we  see  all.  A  woman 
does  not  deceive  herself,  do  you  see  ? 
You  send  me  beautiful  verses.  Poet. 
You  can  write  as  well  of  a  statue  or  a 

Eicture,  of  a  rose  or  a  sunset,  as  of  the 
eart  of  a  woman.  You  were  angry 
just  now  because  I  danced  with  M.  de 
Kew.  Do  you  think  in  a  woman's 
eyes  jealousy  is  unpardonable  ?  " 

"  You  know   how   to  provoke  it, 
Madame,"  continued  the  tragedian. 
*  Monsieur,"  replied  the  lady,  with 


dignity,  "  am  I  to  render  yon  an  ac- 
count of  all  my  actions,  and  ask  your 
permission  for  a  walk  ?  " 

"  In  fact,  I  am  but  the  slave,  Ma- 
dame," groaned  the  Gascon,  "I  am 
not  the  master." 

"  You  are  a  very  rebellious  slave. 
Monsieur,"  continues  the  lady,  with  a 
pretty  moue^  and  a  glance  of  the  large 
eyes  artfully  brightened  by  her  rouge. 
"Suppose — suppose  I  danced  with 
M.  de  Kew,  not  for  his  sake,  —  Heav- 
en knows  to  dance  with  him  is  not  a 
fleasure,  —  but  for  yours.  Suppose 
do  not  want  a  foolish  quarrel  to  pro- 
ceed. Supp.ose  I  know  that  he  is  ni 
sot  ni  poltron  as  you  pretend.  1  over- 
heard you,  sir,  talking  with  one  of- the 
basest  of  men,  my  good  cousin,  M. 
de  Florae;  but  it  is  not  of  him  I 
speak.  Suppose  I  know  the  Comte 
de  Kew  to  be  a  man,  cold  and  inso- 
lent, ill-bred  and  grossier,  as  the 
men  of  his  nation  are,  —  but  one  who 
lacks  no  courage, — one  who  is  terrible 
when  roused  ;  might  I  have  no  occa- 
sion to  fear,  not  for  him,  but  —  " 

"  But  for  me !  Ah,  Marie  !  Ah, 
Madame !  Believe  yon  that  a  man 
of  my  blood  will  yield  a  foot  to  any 
Englishman?  Do Vou  know  the  sto- 
ry of  my  race  ?  do  you  know  that 
since  my  childhood  I  have  vowed 
hatred  to -that  nation?  Tenez,  Ma- 
dame, this  M .  Jones  who  frequents  your 
salon,  it  was  but  respect  for  you  that 
has  enabled  me  to  keep  my  patience 
with  this  stupid  islander.  This  Cap- 
tain Blackball,  whom  you  distinguish, 
who  certainly  shoots  well,  who  mounts 
well  to  horse,  I  have  always  thought 
his  manners  were  those  of  the  marker 
of  a  billiard.  But  I  respect  him  be- 
cause he  has  made  war  with  Don  Car- 
los against  the  English.  But  this 
young  M.  de  Kew,  his  laugh  crisps 
me  the  nerves  ;  his  insolent  air  makes 
me  bound ;  in  beholding  him  I  saiil 
to  myself  I  hate  you  ;  think  whether 
I  love  him  better  after  having  seen 
him  as  I  did  but  now,  Madame !  " 
Also,  but  this  Victor  did  not  say,  he 
thought  Kew  had  laughed  at  him  «t 
the  beginning  of  the  evening,  when 
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the  blancbe  Miss  had  refased  to  dance 
with  him. 

"Ah,  Victor,  it  is  not  him,  but 
you  that  I  would  sare,"  said  the 
Duchess.  And  the  people  round 
about,  and  the  Duchess  herself  after- 
wards said,  yes,  certainly,  sh&  had 
a  good  heart.  She  entreated  Lord 
Kew;  she  implored  M.  Victor;  she 
did  everything  in  her  power  to  ap- 
pease the  quanel  between  him  and  the 
frenchman. 

After  the  ball  came  the  supper, 
which  was  laid  at  separate  little  tables, 
where  parties  of  half  a  dozen  enjoyed 
themselves.  Lord  Kew  was  of  the 
Duchess's  party,  where  our  Gascon 
friend  had  not  a  seat.  But  being  one 
of  the  managers  of  the  entertainment, 
his  Lordship  went  about  from  table  to 
table,  seeing  that  the  guests  at  each 
lacked  nothing.  He  supposed,  too, 
that  the  dispute  with  the  Gascon  had 
possibly  come  to  an  end ;  at  any  rate, 
disagreeable  as  the  other's  speech  had 
been,  he  had  resolved  to  put  up  with 
it,  not  having  the  least  inclination  to 
drink  the  Frenchman's  blood,  or  to 
part  with  his  own  on  so  absurd  a 
quarrel.  He  asked  people,  in  his  good- 
natured  way,  to  drink  wine  with  him ; 
and  catching  M.  Victor's  eye  scowl- 
ing at  him  fix)m  a  distant  t^ble,  he 
sent  a  waiter  with  a  champagne  bot- 
tle to  his  late  opponent,  and  lift^  his 
glass  as  a  friendly  challenge.  The 
waiter  carried  the  message  to  M.  Vic- 
tor who,  when  he  heard  it,  turned  up 
his  glass,  and  folded  his  arms  in  a 
stately  manner.  "  M.  de  Castillonnes 
dit  qu'il  reftise,  Milor/'  said  the  wait- 
er, rather  scared.  "  He  charged  me 
to  bring  that  message  to  Milor." 
Florae  ran  across  to  the  angry  Gas- 
con. It  was  not  wHlo  at  Madame 
d'lvry's  table  that  Lord  Kew  sent 
his  challenge  and  received  his  reply  ; 
his  duties  as  steward  had  carried  him 
awav  from  that  pretty  earljr. 

Meanwhile  the  glimmering  dawn 
peered  into  the  windows  of  the  re- 
freshment-room, and  behold,  the  sun 
broke  in  and  scared  all  the  revellers. 
The  ladies    scurried  away  like    so 
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many  ghosts  at  oock-crow,  some  of 
them  not  caring  to  face  that  detec- 
tive luminary.  Cigars  had  been 
lighted  ere  this;  the  men  remained 
smoking  them  with  those  sleepless 
German  waiters  still  bringing  fresh 
supplies  of  drink.  Lord  Kew  gave 
the  Duchesse  d'lviy  his  arm,  and  was 
leading  her  out ;  M.  de  Castillonnes 
stood  scowling  directly  in  their  way, 
upon  which,  with  rather  an  abrupt 
turn  of  the  shoulder,  and  a  "  Pardon, 
Monsieur,"  Lord  Kew  pushed  by,  and 
conducted  the  Duchess  to  her  car- 
riage. She  did  not  in  the  least  see 
what  had  happened  between  the  two 
gentlemen  in  the  passage;  she  ogled, 
and  nodded,  and  kissed  her  hands 
quite  affectionately  to  Elew  as  the  fly 
drove  away. 

Florae,  in  the  mean  while,  had 
seized  his  compatriot,  who  had  drunk 
champagne  copiously  with  others,  if 
not  with  Kew,  and  was  in  vain  en- 
deavoring to  make  him  hear  reason. 
The  Gascon  was  ftirious;  he  vowed 
that  Lord  Kew  had  struck  him.  "  By 
the  tomb  of  my  mother,"  he  bel- 
lowed, "  I  swear  I  will  have  his 
blood ! "  Lord  Rooster  was  bawling 

out,  — "  D him,  cany  him    to 

bed,  and  shut  him  up " ;  which  re- 
marks Victor  did  not  understand,  or 
two  victims  would  doubtless  have 
been  sacrificed  on  his  mamma's  mau- 
soleum. 

When  Kew  came  back  (as  he  was 
only  too  sure  to  do),  the  little  Gascon 
rusned  forward  with  a  glove  in  his 
hand,  and,  having  an  audience  of 
smokers  round  about  him,  made  a  fu- 
rious speech  about  England,  leopards, 
cowardice,  insolent  islanders,  and  Na- 
poleon at  St.  Helena ;  and  demanded 
reason  for  Kew's  conduct  during  the 
night.  As  he  spoke,  he  advanced 
towards  Lord  Kew,  glove  in  hand, 
and  lifted  it  as  if  he  was  actually  go- 
ing  to  strike. 

"There  is  no  need  for  further 
words,"  said  Lord  Kew,  taking  his 
cigar  out  of  his  mouth.  "  If  you 
don't  drop  that  glove,  upon  my  word 
I  will  pitch  yon  out  of  the  window. 
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Ha!  .  .  .  Pick  the  man  np^  soma^ 
body.  You'll  bear  witness,  gentle- 
men,  I  could  n't  help  myself.  It'  he 
wants  me  in  the  morning,  he  know8> 
where  to  find  me." 

''  I  declwre  that  my  Lord  Kew  has 
acted  with  great  forbearance,  and  un^ 
der  the  most  bnUal'  proyocatioii,--<-  the 
most  brutal  provocation,  entendezr 
Yous,  M.  Caba^se/*  .cried  out  M.  ds 
Florae,  mshkig  forward  to  the  Cok^r 
oon,  who  had  now  risen ;  **  Monaieur'a; 
conduct  haa  been  anworthgr  of  a 
Frenchmaa  and  a  galant  honune." 

<<  D,  .,  ,  it,  he  has  bad  ifc  on.  hift 
nob>  though,"  said  Lord  Viscou&t 
Booster,  lacoiueatty. 

"  Ah,  Boosterre- !  ced  nr'bst  paapouF 
rire,"  Florae  cried  Sftdly,  as.  they  ootli 
walked  away  with  Lord  Kew ;  **  1 
wish  that  first  blood  was  all  that  was 
to  be  shed  in  thia  ^aneL" 

"  Gaw  I  how  be  did  go  down ! " 
cried  Booster,  connftlsed  with  laughr 
ter. 

*'  I  am  very  sovry  fyr  it,"  ssocl  Eew, 
quite  serioo^y ;  "  I  could  n't  he^  it. 
God  forgive  me."  And  he  huog^  down 
his  hea£  He  thought  of  the  past^ 
audits  levities,  and  punishment  ocmH' 
ing  after  him  pede  demde^  It  was 
with  all  his  heart  the  contrite  young 
man  said  "  God  fbrgire  me."  He 
would  take  what  waa^  to  fellow  as  tiie 
p^ialitY  of  what  had  gone  before. 

"  Pallas  te  hoc  vulnere,  Pallas  im- 
molat,  raon  panvie  SJou,"  said  his 
French  Mead;  And  Lord  Booster,, 
whose  dassieal  edneatiaB  had  been 
much  n^|»leeted,  turned  nsmad  and 
said,  '*  Hullo,  mate,  what  Uilp'a 
that?" 

'  Yisoount  Booster  had  not  been  two 
hours  in  bed,  wihen  the  Count  de 
Punter  (formerly  of  fthft  Black  Jer 
gers)  waited  upon  him  apoa  the 
part  of  M.  de  CastiUonnea  and.  the 
Earl  of  Kew,  who  had  referred  him 
to  the  Viscount  to  arrange  matters 
fbr  a  meeting  between  them«  As  the 
meeeting  must  take  place  oat  of  the 
Baden  territory,  and  thc^  ought  to 
move  before  the  poUce.  prevented 
^h^n,  the  Count  proposed  thi|t  they 


ahouid  at  oneo  make  %t  Praane;, 

where,  as  it  was  an  affair  of  honor,, 
they  would  assuredly  be  let  to  entor 
without  passpeffts. 

Lady  Ana  and.  Lady  Kew  heard 
that  the  gendemen  afber  the:  ball  had 
all  gone  out  on  a  hunting-party,  md 
were  not  alarmed  for  four-and-twenty 
hoara  at.  leasts  On  the  next  day 
none  of  them  returned;,  and  on  the 
day  after,  tho  family  heard  that  Lord 
Kew  had  met  with  rather  a  danger^ 
onaacddent;  hntallthe  town  knew 
he  had  beea  idiot  by  M.  de  Castil-r 
Ibnnea  oa  one  of  the  islands  on  the 
Bhine,  opposite  Kehl,.  where  he  was- 
now  lying;. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

ACBOeS  THE  ALPS. 

Ouik  discnmve  muse  mast  now 
take  her  piece  in  the  liitle  britadia  in 
which  Clive  27ewcome  and  his  eom- 
paniona  ai>e  travelling,  end  cross  the 
Alpa  in  that  vehicle^  beheldine  the 
snows  on  St  Gethard,  and  t^  beau- 
tiful region  through  which  the  Ticino 
rushes  on  its  wi^  to  the  Lombard 
lakes,  and  the  great  eom^  covered 
plains  of  the  Milanese ;  and  that  royal 
city  with  the  ealshedriiX  for  it^  glitteo- 
ii^  crown,  oi^y  less  magnifi^eent  thaik 
tlML  imperial  dosne  ef  Bcnne.  1  hav^ 
some  long  lettefs  frfHU-  A|r.  Clive, 
written  during  thilB  yoath£ul  tour,, 
every  step  oC  whi<^,.  mpft  the  depait- 
ure  at  Baden  tor  the  giite  of  Jdilaa, 
he  describes  aa  beautiful ;.  apd  doubt- 
less  the  delightful  scenes-  through 
which  the  youpg  man  went  had  their 
effiset  in  soothing  ai^  private  fMinoy- 
ances  with  which  hia  jouroey  eom- 
menoed.  The  ^j^eot  of  nature,  in 
thatfbrtitnate  route  which  he  to^l^,  ia 
so  noble  and  cheering  that  ou?  pri- 
vsate  affair  and  troubles  shriuk  away 
abashed  before  that  serene  splendc^, 
O  sweet  peaceful  scene  of  azure  lake 
and  snow-crowned  mountain,  so  won- 
derfully lovely  in  your  aspect  that  it 
seems  like  heaven  almost,  and  as  if 
grief  and  care  could  not  enter  it| 
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What  voting  Gli7«!*8  frvn^  care» 
were  I  knew  not  as  yet  m  those  daj»  'y 
and  he  keprtthem  out  of  his  letters ;  it 
was  only  in  the  intknaey  of  Idtiim 
life  that  some  of  these  pains  weiB  re- 
vealed tome. 

Some  three  months  after  taking^ 
leave  of  Mie»  Ethel,  our  yooB^*  geBtle^' 
man  fbnnd  bimsetf  ol  Rome,  mth  hi» 
fHend  Ridley  sciR  for  s  oraieanioBkr 
Memj  of  as,  young  or*  middte-i^ed, 
have  felt  that  delighted  shock  whicb 
the  first  sight  oi  the  great  city  in- 
spires. There  is  one  other  {dace  of 
which  the  view  strikes'  one  with  an 
emotion  eren  gpsaiter  liian  that  with 
which  we  look  at  Bome»  wiiero  Angas^ 
tns  was-  rdg^ag  when  He  saw  theday, 
whose  birthptooiB  ie  sepanited  bwt  by 
8  Mli  or  two  fhm  tile  awful  gates  of 
•Jerusalem.  Who  that  has  heheld 
both  can  fyfget  that  first  aspect  of 
either.  At  the  end  of  year»  the  envo- 
tion  occasioned  by  the  sight  still  thriUs 
in  your  memory,  and  it  smites  you  as 
at  the  moment  when  yon  first  viewed 
it. 

The  hnsniess  of  th»  present  novxsl,. 
however,  lies  neither  with  priest  uur 
pagan,  hat  with  Mr.  Clive  Newcome, 
and  his  afiatrs^  aM  hie  companioni  at 
tiiis  period  of  his  life.  Nor,  if  the 
graeiou»  Feader  expeeta  to  hear  of 
cardinals  ip  scaurlet,  and  noble  Roman, 
princea  and  pvincesses,  will  be  fiad. 
aach  in  this  history.  Tbe<  only  noble 
Bomaa  inco  whose  mansion  oar  firiend 
got  ad'missioii  was  the  FriaoePoieiaa, 
whose  Ibotmen  wear  the  Hvories  of 
^e  English  Royal  family,  who  givea 
genllemeh'  and  even*  painterB  cash 
upon  good  letters;  of  credit ;  and,  once 
or  twice  in  a  season,,  cqiens  his:  Trans- 
tiberine  palaoe  and  treats  his  customs 
era  to  aball.  Oar  friend  CUve  used 
Jocularly  to  say,  he  beliered  there 
were  no  Romans.  There  weue  priests 
in  portentotte  hats;  tiieie  were  friars 
witn  shaven  crowns;  there  wa^e  the 
liham  peasantry,  who  dressed  ^m.- 
selves  out  in  masquerade  costumes, 
with  bagpipe  and  goat>skrn,  with 
crossed  leggings  and  sc.irlet  petticoats, 
wbo  let  themselves  out  to  artists  at  so. 


many  panla  per  sitting;  bntheneiwer 
passed  a  Roaiian'a  door  except  to  buy 
a- cigar  or  to  purchase  a  handkerchief. 
Thiiher,  as  elsewhere,  we  carry  our 
iaanlar  habits  with  us.  We  have  a 
little  England  at  Paris,  a  little  Eng- 
land at  Jmmich,  Dresden,  ev^ywhere. 
Our  friend  is  an  EnglishmAn,.  aod.  did 
at  Ronie  as  the.  English  do. 

There  waa  the  polite  English  so^ 
ciety,  the  society  that  flocks  to  see  the 
Colosseum  lighted  up  with  bloe  fire^ 
that  flocks  to  the  Vatican  to  behold 
the  statues,  by  torchlight,  that  hustles 
into  t^he  chnrehea:  on.  public  festivals 
in  black  veils  and  deputy-lienteaaat'a 
uniforme,  aad  stares  and  talks-,  and 
uses  cmera?glasaeB.  while  the  ponti^Gii 
of  the  Roman  Chnrck  are  pei&rminj]; 
its  ancient  rites,  and  the  crowds  of 
faithful  are  kneeMag  round  the  altara; 
the  sodety  which  gives  its  balls  and 
dinoen,  has  its  scandal  and  bicker* 
ings,  its  aristocrats^  parveims,  toadiea 
imported  fiom  Belgravia ;  has  its  club, 
itainrat,  and  its  Hyde  Park  on  the  Pin- 
CIO :  and  there  is  tlic  other  little Englisb 
world,  the  broad-hatted,  long-bearded, 
velvet -jacketedy  jovial  colony  of  the 
artists,  who  have  their  own  feasts, 
haunts,  and  amusements  by  the  side 
of  their  asistocxatic.eomp»tviots,  with 
whom  but  few  of  them  have  the  honor 
to  mingle. 

J.  J.,  and  dire  engaged  pleasant 
lofty  apaiFtnieitts  in  the  Via  Grego- 
riana»  Qeacrations  of  painters  had 
<Kcnpied  these  diambers  and  gono 
theia  way.  The  windows  of  their 
painting^room  looked  into  a  quaint 
old  garden^  where  there  were  ancient 
statues  of  the  Imperial  time,  a  bab- 
Uing  fountain  and  noble  orange-trees, 
with  broad  clustBring  leaves  and  gold- 
en balls,  of  firuit,  glorious  to  look 
iqjon.  Their  walks  abroad  were  end- 
lessly pleasant  and  delightful.  In 
earery  street  there  were  scores  of  pic- 
tures, of  the  grace&il  charaeleristic 
Italian  life,  which  our  painters  seem 
one  and  all  to  reject,  preferring  to 
depict  their  quack  brigands,  Conta- 
dini,  Piffisrari,  and  the  like,  because 
Thosnpaoa  paintfld  them  before  Jonei^ 
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and  Jones  before  Thompson,  and  so 
on,  backwards  into  time.  There 
were  the  children  at  play,  the  women 
huddled  round  the  steps  of  -  the  open 
doorways,  in  the  kindly  Roman  win- 
ter ;  grim  portentous  old  hags,  such  as 
Michael  Angelo  painted,  draped  in 
majestic  raggery;  mothers  and  swarm- 
ing bambins ;  slouching  countrymen, 
dark  of  beard  and  noble  of  counte- 
nance, posed  in  superb  attitudes, 
lazy,  tattered,  and  majestic.  There 
came  the  red  troops,  the  black  troops, 
the  blue  troops  of  the  army  of  priests ; 
the  snuffy  regiments  of  Capuchins, 
grave  and  grotesque ;  the  trim  French 
abbes ;  my  Lord  the  Bishop,  with  his 
footman  (those  wonderful  footmen) ; 
my  Lord  the  Cardinal  in  his  ram- 
shackle coach  and  his  two,  nay  three, 
footmen  behind  him ;  flunkeys  that 
look  as  if  they  had  been  dressed  by 
the  costumier  of  a  British  panto- 
mime; coach  with  prodigious  em- 
blazonments of  hats  and  coats-of- 
arms,  that  seems  as  if  it  came  out  of 
the  pantomime  too,  and  was  about  to 
turn  into  something  else.  So  it  is, 
that  what  is  grand  to  some  persons' 
eyes  appears  grotesque  to  others ;  and 
for  certain  sceptical  persons,  that 
step  which  we  have  heard  of  between 
the  sublime  and  the  ridiculous  is  not 
visible. 

"  I  wish  it  were  not  so,"  writes 
Clive,  in  one  of  the  letters  wherein  he 
used  to  pour  his  full  heart  out  in 
those  days.  "I  see  these  people  at 
their  devotions,  and  envy  them  their 
rapture.  A  firiend,  who  belongs  to 
the  old  religion,  took  me,  last  week, 
into  a  church  where  the  Virgin  lately 
appeared  in  person  to  a  Jewish  gentle- 
man, flashed  down  upon  him  from 
heaven  in  light  and  splendor  celes- 
tial, and,  of  course,  straightway  con- 
verted him.  My  friend  bade  me  look 
at  the  picture,  and,  kneeling  down 
beside  me,  I  know  prayed  with  all 
his  honest  heart  that  the  tsuth  might 
shine  down  upon  me  too ;  but  I  saw 
no  glimpse  of  heaven  at  all,  I  saw 
^mt  a  poor  picture,   an    altar  with 

'.nking  candles,  a  church  hung  with 


tawdry  strips  of  red  and  white  calica 

The  good,    kind  W went  away, 

humbly  saying  '  that  such  might 
have  happened  again  if  Heaven  so 
willed  it.  I  could  not  but  feel  a 
kindness  and  admiration  for  the  good 
man.  I  know  his  works  are  made  to 
square  with  his  faith,  that  he  dines 
on  a  crust,  lives  as  chastely  as  a  her- 
mit, and  gives  his  all  to  the  poor. 

"  Our  friend  J.  J.,  very  different  to 
myself   in  so  many  respects,  so  su- 
perior in  all,  is  immensely  touched  by 
these    ceremonies.      They    seem    to 
answer  to  some  spiritual  want  of  his 
nature,  and  he  comes  awav  satisfied 
as  from  a  feast,  where  I  have  only 
found  vacancy.     Of  course  our  first 
pilgrimage  was  to  St.  Peter's.     What 
a  walk !    Under  what  noble  shadows 
does  one  pass ;  how  great  and  liberal 
the  houses  are,  with  generous  case- 
ments and  courts,  and  great  gray  por- 
tals which  giants  might  get  through 
and   keep  their  turbans  on.     Why, 
the  houses  are  twice  as  tall  as  Lamb 
Court  itself ;  and  over  them  hangs  a 
noble    dinge,    a   venerable    mouldy- 
splendor.    Over  the   solemn    portals 
are  ancient  mystic  escutcheons,  — vast 
shields  of  princes  and  cardinals,  such 
as  Ariosto^  knights  may  take  down  ; 
and  every  figure  about  them  is  a  pic- 
ture by  himself.    At  every  turn  there 
is  a  temple ;  in  every  court  a  brawling 
fountain.    Besides  the  people  of  the 
streets  and  houses,  and  the  army  of 
priests  black  and  brown,  there's  a 
great   silent  population    of  marble. 
There  are  battered  gods  tumbled  oat 
of  Olympus  and  broken  in  nhe  fall, 
and  set  up  under   niches  and  over 
fountains ;  there  are  senators  name- 
lessly,  noselessly,  noiselessly    seated 
under  archways,  or  lurking  in  courts 
and    gardens.      And    then,    besides 
these  defunct  ones,  of  whom   these 
old  figures  may  be  said  to  be  the 
corpses,  there  is  th^  reigning  family,  a 
countless  carved  hierarchy  of  angels, 
saints,  confessors  of  the  latter  dynasty 
which  has  conquered   the  court  of 
Jove.     I  say,  Pen,  I  wish  Warrington 
would  write  the  histor}*^  of  the  *  Laat 
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of  the  Pi^ans/  Did  yon  nerer  have 
a  sympathy  for  them  as  the  monks 
came  rashing  into  their  temples,  kick- 
ing down  their  poor  altars,  smashing 
the  fair  calm  faces  of  their  gods,  and 
sending  their  vestals  a  flying  ?  They 
are  always  preaching  here  about  the 
persecution  of  the  Christians.  Are 
not  the  churches  full  of  martyrs  with 
choppers  in  their  meek  heads ;  virgins 
on  gridirons ;  riddled  St.  Sebastians, 
and  the  like  ?  But  have  they  never 
persecuted  in  their  turn  ?  O  me ! 
You  and  I  know  better,  who  were 
bred  up  near  to  the  pens  of  Smith- 
lield,  where  Protestants  and  Catholics 
have  taken  their  turn  to  be  roasted. 

"You  pass  through  an  avenue  of 
angels  and  saints  on  the  bridge  across 
Tiber  all  in  action ;  their  great  wings 
seem  clanking,  their  marble  garments 
clapping ;  St.  Michael,  descending 
upon  the  Fiend,  has  been  caught  and 
bronzified  just  as  he  lighted  on  the 
Castle  of  St.  Angelo,  his  enemy 
doubtless  fell  crushing  through  the 
roof,  and  so  downwards.  He  is  as 
natural  as  blank  verse,  —  that  bronze 
angel, —  set,  rhythmic,  grandiose. 
You  11  see  some  day  or  other  he  's 
a  great  sonnet,  sir,  I  'm  sure  of  that. 
Milton  wrote  in  bronze:  I  am  sure 
Virgil  polished  off  his  '  Georgics '  in 
marble,  —  sweet  calm  shapes !  exquis- 
ite harmonies  of  line!  As  for  the 
'  .^neid ' ;  that,  sir,  I  consider  to  be 
so  many  bas-reliefs,  mural  ornaments 
which  affect  me  not  much. 

*'  I  think  I  have  lost  sight  of  St. 
Peter*s,  haven't  I?  Yet  it  is  big 
enough.  How  it  makes  your  heart 
beat  when  you  first  see  it  I  Ours  did 
as  we  came  in  at  night  from  Civita 
Vecchia,  and  saw  a  great  ghostly 
darkling  dome  rising  solemnly  up 
into  the  gray  night,  and  keeping  us 
company  ever  so  long  as  we  drove,  as 
if  it  had  been  an  orb  fallen  out  of 
heaven  with  its  light  put  out.  As 
you  look  at  it  from  the  Pincio,  and 
the  sun  sets  behind  it,  surely  that 
aspect  of  earth  and  sky  is  one  of  the 
l^andest  in  the  world.  I  don't  like 
to  sxy  that  the  fa9ade  of  the  church  is 


ugly  and  obtrusive.  As  long  as  the 
dome  overawes,  that  fayade  is  sup- 
portable. You  advance  towards  it, — 
through,  0,  such  a  noble  court !  with 
fountains  flashing  up  to  meet  the  sun- 
beams ;  and  right  and  left  of  you  two 
sweeping  half-crescents  of  great  col- 
umns ;  but  you  pass  by  the  courtiers 
and  up  to  the  steps  of  the  throne, 
and  the  dome  seems  to  disappear 
behind  it.  It  is  as  if  the  throne 
was  upset,  and  the  king  had  toppled 
over. 

"  There  must  be  moments,  in  Rome 
especially,  when  every  man  of  friendly 
heart,  who  writes  himself  English  and 
Protestant,  must  feel  a  pang  at  think- 
ing that  he  and  his  countrymen  are  in- 
sulated from  European  Christendom. 
An  ocean  separates  us.  From  one 
shore  or  the  other  one  can  see  the 
neighbor  cliffs  on  clear  days:  one 
must  wish  sometimes  that  there  were 
no  stormy  gulf  between  us;  and 
from  Canterbury  to  Rome  a  pilgrim 
could  pass,  and  not  drown  beyond 
Dover.  Of  the  beautiful  parts  of  the 
great  Mother  Church  I  believe  among 
us  many  people  have  no  idea ;  wo 
think  of  lazy  friars,  of  pining  clois- 
tered virgins,  of  ignorant  peasants 
worshipping  wood  and  stones,  bought 
and  sold  indulgences,  absolutions,  and 
the  like  commonplaces  of  Protestant 
satire.  Lo  !  yonder  inscription,  which 
blazes  round  the  dome  of  the  temple, 
so  great  and  glorious  it  looks  like 
heaven  almost,  and  as  if  the  words 
were  written  in  stars,  it  proclaims  to 
all  the  world  that  this  is  Peter,  and  on 
this  rock  the  Church  shall  be  built, 
against  which  Hell  shall  not  prevail. 
Under  the  bronze  canopy  his  throne 
is  lit  with  lights  that  have  been  burn- 
ing before  it  for  ages.  Round  this 
stupendous  chamber  are  ranged  the 
grandees. of  his  court.  Faith  seems 
to  be  realized  in  their  marble  flgures. 
Some  of  them  were  alive  but  yester- 
day ;  others,  to  be  as  blessed  as  they, 
walk  the  world  even  now  doubtless  ; 
and  the  commissioner^of  heaven,  here 
holding  their  court  a  hundred  years 
hence,  shall  authoritatively  annouuca 
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their  beatification.  The  sign?  of  their 
power  shall  not  be  wanting.  They 
heal  the  sick,  open  the  eyes  of  the 
Mind,  canse  the  kune  to  walk  to-day 
09  they  did  eighteen  centuries'  ago; 
Are  there  not  crowds  ready  to  Ixiar 
witness  to  their  wonders  ?  Is  not  there 
a  tribunal  appoMted  to  try  their 
claims;  adTocates  to  plead  for  and 
against;  prelates  and  dergy  and 
maltittides  of  faifhfixl  to  back'  tfnd 
believe  them  ?  Thns  yon  shall  kisff 
the  hand  of  a  priest  to-day,  who  has' 
given  his  to  a  friar  whose  bones  are 
already  beginning  to^  work  minfcies, 
who  has  b^n  the  discipie  of  another 
whom  the  Chnrch  has  jnst  proeiahned 
a  saintl,  -—  hand  in  hand  they  hold  by 
one  another  till  the  line  is  lost  np  in 
heaven.  Come,  friend,  let  us  ac- 
knowledge this,  and  go  and  kiss  the 
toe  of  St.  i^eter.  Alas  !  there  's  the 
Channel  always  between  ns ;  and  we 
no  more  believe  in  the'  miracles  of 
St.  Thomas  of  Canterbnry  than  that 
the  bones  of  his  Grace  John  Bird, 
who  sits  in  St.  Thomas's  chair  pres- 
ently, win  work  wondrous  cures-  iw 
the  year  2000:  that  his  statne  will 
speak,  or  his  portrait  by  Sir  Thonas 
Lawrence  wrll  wink. 

"  So  you  see,  at  those  grand  cere- 
monies which  the  Bomaa  Chnreh  ex* 
hibits  at  Christmas,  I  looked  on  as  a 
Protestant.  Holy  Father  on  his 
throne  or  in  his  palanquin,  cardineifi 
with  their  tails  and  their  train-bear- 
ers, mitred  bishops  and  abbots,  regi* 
ments  of  friars  and  eleigy,  relics*  ex- 
posed for  adoration,  columns  draped, 
altars  ilhiminated,  incense  smoking; 
organs  pealing,  and  boxes  of  pipiufi^ 
soprani,  Swiss  Guards  with  slashed 
breeches  and  fringed  halberts  ;  — 
between  us  and  all  this  splendor  of 
old-world  ceremony  there 's  an  ocean 
flowing;  and  yonder  old  statue  of 
Peter  might  have  been  Jupiter  again, 
surrounded  by  a  proeessioft  of  flam^is 
and  augurs,  and  Augustus  as  Ponti- 
fex  Maxirans,  to  inspect  the  sacri- 
fices, — and  my  leelings  at  the  spec- 
ie had  been,  doubtless,  pretty' 
h  the  same. 


*•  Shall  I  utter  any  more  heresies  ? 
I  am  an  unbeliever  in  Kaphael's' 
*  Transfiguration,'  —  the  scream  of 
that  devil-possessed  boy,  in  the  lower 
part  of  the  figure'  of  eight  (a  stolen 
boy  too),  jars  the  whole  music  of 
the  composition.  On  Micfauel  An- 
gelo's  great  waif  the  grotesque  and' 
terrible  are  not  out  of  place.  What 
an  awihi  achievement !  Fancy  the 
state  of  mind  of  the  man  who  work^ 
it,  —  aS'  alone;  day  after  day,  he  de- 
visecF  and  drew  those  dreadfiir  figures ! 
Suppose  in  the  days  of  the  Olympian 
dynasty,  the  subdued  Titan  rebefs 
had  been  set  to-  ornament  a  palace 
for  Jbve,  they  would  have  brought  in 
some  such  tremendous  work ;  or  sup- 
pose that  MichaeT  descended  to  the 
Shades,  tend  brought  up  this  picture- 
out  of  the  halls-  of  LimBo.  I  like  & 
thousand  and  a  thousand*  times  bet- 
terto  think  of  Baphael's  loving  spirit- 
Aff  he-  looked  at  women  and  childien, 
his  beautiful  face  must  have  shone 
like  sunshine;  his  kind  hand"  must 
have  caressed' the  sweet  figures  as  he 
formed  them,  ff  I  protest  against 
the  "Transfiguration,  antf  refuse  to 
worship  at  that  aitar  befbre  which  so 
many  generations  have-  liielt,  there 
are-  hundreds  of  others  which  I  sa- 
lute thankfolly.  It  is'  not  so  much 
in  ti&e  set  hamngues  (to  take  another 
metaphor)  as  in  the  dteily  tones  and 
talk  that  his  voice  is  so^  delicious. 
Sweet  poetry  and  music,  and  tender 
hymns  drop  firam  him  :  he  lif^  his 
pencil,  and  something-  gracious-  fulls 
from  it  on  the  paper.  How  noble 
his  mind  nnist  have  been!  it  seems 
but  to  receive-,  and  his  eye  seems  only 
ta  rest  on  wlAt  is  great  and  generous 
and  lovely.  You  walk  through 
crowded  galleries,  whtm  there^  are 
pictures  ever  so  ^ge  and  pretentious- ; 
and  come  upon  a  gnj  paper  or  a  lit- 
tle freseo,  bearing  hw  mark,  —  and 
over  all-  the  braiwP  and  the  throng  you 
recognise  his  sweet  presence.  '  I 
would  like  to  have  been  Giulio  Ro^ 
mano,'  J.  J.  says  (who  does  not  care 
for  Giniio's  pictures)',  *  because  tlicn  I 
wouM  have  been  Raph^^'s  favorite 
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papiL'  We  agreed  ljk«t  wr  wovM 
rather  have  seen  him  and  William 
Shakespeare  than  all  the  men  we: 
ever  read  of.  Fancy  poisonmg  a  JeL> 
low  out  of  enry, -— a9  8pagnoteti» 
did !  There  are  some  men  whose  ad- 
miration talie&  that  biiioua  rinpft. 
There  's  a  i^tow  in  oiiar  mess  at  tha 
'  Lepre/  a  oterer  eaoi^h  fellow  too, 
—  and  not  a  bad  fellow  to  the  poov. 
He  waff  a  Qaadi^hite.  '  He  is  •  genre 
and  portrait  painter  bj  the  none  oi 
Hagi^ard.  He  kaMs  J,  J.  because 
liord  Fareham,  who  is-  hsier  has  gisren 
«F.  J.  an  orelerr  And  he  halsB  me  be* 
cause  I  wear  a  dean  shirt,  mud  ride  a. 
code-horse. 

"I  wish  jou  coatd  come  t9  omr 
mess  at  the  ^Lepre/  it's  such  a> 
dinner !  snch  a  tabfoi-elbth  I  saeb  a. 
-waiter!  such  a  oompanyl  £vwy 
man  has  a  beard  and  a  som^reso :  and 
T«na  woold  fancy  we  were  a  band  of 
brigaads.  We  are  regaled  with  wood- 
cocks, snipes,  wHd  swans,  ducks,  lob- 

ins,  and  OWls^  and  mmml^^  t»  van  fop 

dinner;  and  with  three  paukf  worth 
of  wines  and  victnalB  the  hungrier 
has  enoneh,  even  Claypele  tka  Kajp- 
tor.  Did  y«a  ever  niow  him  1  He 
lued  to  come-  to  th»  '  Haunt.'  He 
looks  Kke  the  Saracen's^  head  with 
lii»  beard  new.  There  iff*  a  French 
table  still  move  hairy  than  onrs,  a- 
Gterman  taUe,  an  Americas  taUe. 
After  dinner  we  go  sod  have  coffee 
and  ■wn^caildo'  at  the  '  CaM  Greco ' 
ov«r  the  way.  Meaao^caldo  i»  not  a 
bad  dn«k;  a  little-  vum,  a  slice  of 
fresh  citfOB,  kits  of  pounded  sugar, 
and  boiliqg  water  for  the  rest.  Here 
in  vanoua  parts  of  the  cavern  (it  ia  a 
vaulted  low  place),  the  vasioot  na^ 
tioos  have  their  asngned  qmavter^ 
and  we  drink  oar  colfee  ana  strong 
waters^  and  abase  Qaido  or  Rubeniy 
or  Bernini,  selon  Ua  gadtU,  and  bh>w 
such  a  clood  of  smoko  aa  would  make 
Warrinjirton's  lufaga  dilate  with  pleas- 
ure. We  get  very  good  oigais  for  a 
bajocco  and  half,  —  that  is  very  good 
for  us,  cheap  tobaeoonalians ;  and 
capital  when  you  have  got  no  others. 
M'Ck>Uop  is  here:  he  made  a  grei^ 


fSgnre  at  a  cardhial'^  reeepitioni  in  the 
tartan  of  the  MX'otiop.  He  is  splen« 
did  at  the  tomb  of  toe  Stuarts,  and. 
wasted  to  cleave  Haggard  down  to 
the  chine  with  hia  claymore  for  say* 
ing  that  Chaides  £dward  was  often 
drjmk. 

"  Someof  na  hare  our  breakfasts  at 
the. < Ca£i  Greco '  atdawn.  The  birds 
am  very  early  birds:  here ;  and.  you  'U 
see  the  great  aenlptors,— the  cdd  i>one, 
you  know,,  wko  look  down  oa  us 
young  fidlowa— at  their  cofiee  hero 
wken  it.  ia  yet  twilight.  Aa  I  am  a 
swell,  aad  luure  a  servant,.  J.  J.  and  I 
breakfost  at  our  lodginga.  I  wish  yoa 
could  see  TernhUe  our  attendant,  and 
Ottavia.  our  old  vnomaa  1  You  will  see 
both  of  diem  oa  the  caavaa  one  day. 
When  he  hoM  n't  blacked  our  hoots  and 
has  got  our  breakfost^  Terribile  the 
vflJet-'de-chambra  becomes  Tenribile 
the  nadleL  He  has  finired  on  a 
hundred  oaBvasea  ere  mis^  and.  al-< 
most  ever  since  he  was  bom*.  AU 
hie  foiaily  were  modela.  His  mother, 
having  beea  a  VemtS)  ia  now  a  Witch 
of  6iSor^  Bis  father  is  in.  the  patri- 
archal line:  he  has-  himself  done  the 
cherubs,  the  8hepherd<<boys„  and  now 
is  a  grown  man  and  rea<^  as  a  war- 
rior, tk  pifferaro,  a  capachm,.  or  what 
you  will, 

"  After  the  cofiee  and  the  '  CM 
Greco '  we  all  ga  to  Ae  Life  Acade- 
my. After  the  Lif^  Academy,  those 
who  belong  to  the  world  dress  and 
go  out  to  tea-parties  just  as  if  we 
were  in  London.  Those  who  are 
not  in  society  have  plenty  of  fun 
of  their  own,  —  and  better  ftrn  than 
the  tea-party  fun  too.  Jack  Screwby 
has  a  sight  once  a  week,  sardines,  and 
ham  for  sapper,  and  acask  of  Marsala 
in  the  comer.  Your  humble  servant 
eatertaina  on  Thursdays :  wluch  is 
Lady  Fitch's  night  too ;  and  I  flatter 
mvsdf  some  of  the  London  dandies 
who  are  passing  the  winter  here  pre- 
fer thecigars  and  humble  liquors  which 
we  dispense^  to  tea  and  Misa  Fitch's 
peribrmanoe  on  the  piawoforte. 

"  What  iA  that  I  read  ia  Galigpani 
about  Lord  K- aad  an.  affa''^  *** 
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honor  at  Baden?  Is  it  my  dear 
kind  jolly  Kew  with  whom  some 
one  has  quarrelled?  I  know  those 
who  will  be  even  more  grieved  than  I 
am,  should  anvthing  happen  to  the 
best  of  good  fellows.  A  great  friend 
of  Lord  Kew*s,  Jack  Belsize  com- 
monly called,  came  with  us  from 
Baden  through  Switzerland,  and  we 
left  him  at  Milan.  I  see  by  the 
paper  that  his  elder  brother  is  dead, 
and  so  poor  Jack  will  be  a  great  man 
some  day.  I  wish  the  chance  had  hap- 
pened sooner  if  it  was  to  befall  at  all. 
So  my  amiable  cousin,  Barnes  New- 
come  Newcome,  Esq.,  has  married  my 
Lady  Clara  PuUeyn ;  I  wish  her  joy  of 
her  bridegroom.  All  I  have  heard  of 
that  family  is  from  the  newspaper.  If 
you  meet  them,  tell  me  anything  about 
them.  We  had  a  very  pleasant  time 
altogether  at  Baden.  I  suppose  the 
accident  to  Kew  will  put  on  his  mar- 
riage with  Miss  Newcome.  They 
have  been  engaged,  you  know,  ever  so 
long.  And — do,  do  write  to  me  and 
tell  me  something  about  London.  It 's 
best  I  should  stay  here  and  work  this 
winter  and  the  next.  J..  J.  has  done  a 
famous  picture,  and  if  I  send  a  couple 
home,  you  '11  give  them  a  notice  in  the 
Pall  Mall  Gazette,  —  won't  you  ?  — 
for  the  sake  of  old  times  and  yours 
affectionately, 

"Clivb  Nbwcomb." 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

IN  WHICH  M.  DE  FLORAC  IS  PBO- 
MOTED. 

However  much  Madame  la  Du- 
chesse  d'lvry  was  disposed  to  admire 
and  praise  her  own  conduct  in  the  af- 
fair which  ended  so  unfortunately  for 
poor  Lord  Kew,  between  whom  and 
the  Gascon  her  Grace  vowed  that  she 
had  done  everything  in  her  power  to 
prevent  a  battle,  the  old  Duke,  her 
lord,  was,  it  appeared,  by  no  means 
delighted  with  his  wife's  behavior, 
my,  visited  her  with  his  very  sternest 

"^pleasure.  Miss  O'Qrady,  the  Duch* 


ess's  companion,  and  her  little  girl'ft 
instructress,  at  this  time  resigned  her 
functions  in  the  Ivry  family :  it  is 
possible  that  in  the  recriminations 
consequent  upon  the  governess's  dis' 
missal,  the  Miss  Irelandaise,  in  whom 
the  family  had  put  so  much  confi- 
dence, divulged  stories  unfavorable  to 
her  patroness,  and  caused  the  indig- 
nation of  the  Duke  her  husband. 
Between  florae  and  the  Duchess 
there  was  also  open  war  and  rupture. 
He  had  been  one  of  Kew's  seconds  in 
the  tatter's  affair  with  the  Yicomte's 
countiyman.  He  had  even  cried  out 
for  fresh  pistols  and  proposed  to  en- 
gage Castillonnes  when  his  gallant 
principal  fell;  and  though  a  second 
duel  was  luckily  averted  as  murder- 
ous and  needless,  M.  de  Florae  never 
hesitated  afterwards,  and  in  all  com- 
panies, to  denounce  with  the  utmost 
virulence  the  instigator  and  the  cham- 
pion of  the  odious  original  quarrel. 
He  vowed  that  the  Duthess  had  shot 
le  petit  Kiou  as  effectually  as  if  she 
had  herself  fired  the  pistol  at  his 
breast.  Murderer,  poisoner,  Brinvil- 
liers,  a  hundred  more  such  epithets  he 
used  against  his  kinswoman,  regret- 
ting that  the  good  old  times  were  past, 
—  that  there  was  no  Chambre  Ar- 
dente  to  try  her,  and  no  rack  and 
wheel  to  give  her  her  due. 

The  biographer  of  the  Newcomes 
has  no  need  (although  he  possesses 
the  fullest  information)  to  touch  upon 
the  Duchess's  doings,  further  than  as 
they  relate  to  that  most  respectable 
English  family.  When  the  Duke 
took  his  wife  into  the  country.  Florae 
never  hesitated  to  say  that  to  live  with 
her  was  dangerous  for  the  old  man, 
and  to  cry  out  to  his  friends  of  the 
Boulevards  or  the  Jockey  Club,  "  Ma 
parole  d'honneur,  cette  femme  le 
tuera ! " 

Do  you  know,  0  gentle  and  un^ 
suspicious  readers,  or  have  you  ever 
reckoned  as  you  have  made  your  cal- 
culation of  society,  how  many  most 
respectable  husbands  help  to  kill  their 
wives,  —  how  many  respectable  wives 
aid    in    sending    their  husbands    to 
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Hades  ?  The  wife  of  a  chimney- 
sweep or  a  journeyman  butcher  comes 
shuddering  before  a  police  magistrate, 

—  her  head  bound,  up,  —  her  body 
scarred  and  bleeding  with  wounds, 
which  the  drunken  ruffian  her  lord  has 
administered;  a  poor  shopkeeper  or 
mechanic  is  'I riven  out  of  his  home  by 
the  furious  ill-temper  of  the  shrill 
virago  his  wife,  —  takes  to  the  pui)lic 
house,  —  to  evil  courses,  —  to  neglect- 
ing his  business,  —  to  the  gin-bottle, 

—  to  delirium  tremens,  —  to  perdition. 
Bow  Street,  and  policemen,  and  the 
newspaper  reporters,  have  cognizance 
and  a  certain  jurisdiction  over  these 
vulgar  matrimonial  crimes;  but  in 
politer  company  how  many  murder- 
ous assaults  are  there  by  husband  or 
wife,  —  where  the  woman  is  not  felled 
by  the  actual  fist,  though  she  t^ tag- 
gers and  sinks  under  blows  quite  as 
cruel  and  effectual;  where,  with  old 
wounds  yet  unhealed,  which  she 
strives  to  hide  under  a  smiling  face 
from  the  worlJ,  she  has  to  bear  up 
and  to  be  stricken  down  and  to  rise 
to  her  feet  again,  under  fresh  daily 
strokes  of  torture ;  where  the  husband, 
fond  and  faithful,  has  to  suffer  slights, 
coldness,  insult,  tlesertion,  his  children 
sneered  awjy  from  their  love  for  him, 
his  friends  driven  from  his  door^  by 
jealousy,  his  happiness  strangled,  his 
whole  life  imbitter.d,  poisoned,  de- 
stroyed !  If  you  were  acquainted  with 
the  history  of  every  family  in  your 
street,  don't  you  know  that  in  two  or 
three  of  the  houses  there  such  tra«;e- 
dies  have  been  playing  1  Is  not  the 
young  mistress  of  Number  20  already 
pining  at  her  husband's  desertion  1 
The  kind  master  of  Number  30  rack- 
ing his  fevered  brains  and  toiling 
through  sleepless  nights  to  pay  for  the 
jewels  on  his  wife's  neck,  and  the  car- 
riage out  of  which  she  ogles  Lothario 
in  the  park  ?  The  fate  und^^r  which 
man  or  woman  falls,  blow  ofbrutal  iv- 1 
ranny,  heartless  desertion,  weijrht  of 
domestic  care  too  heavy  to  bear,  —  are 
not  blows  such  as  these  constantly  ' 
striking  people  down  ?  In  this  long 
parenthesis  we  are  wandering  ever  so 


far  away  from  M.  le  Due  and  Madame 
la  Duchesse  d'lvry,  and  from  the  vi- 
vacious Florae's  statement  regarding 
his  kinsman,  that  that  woman  wiU 
kill  him.      • 

'There  is  this  at  least  to  be  said, 
that  if  the  Due  d'lvry  did  die  he  was 
a  very  old  gentleman,  and  had  been 
a  great  viceur  for  at  least  threescore 
years  of  his  life.  As  Prince  de  Mont- 
contour  in  his  father's  time  before  the 
Revolution,  during  the  Emigration, 
even  after  the  Restoration,  M.  le  Due 
had  ve'f-u  with  an  extraordinary  vital- 
ity. He  had  gone  through  good  and 
bad  fortune :  extreme  poverty,  display 
and  splendor,  affairs  of  love,  afl'airs 
of  honor,  and  of  one  disease  or  anoth- 
er a  man  must  die  at  tiie  end.  After 
the  Baden  business  —  and  he  had 
dragged  off  his  wife  to  Champagne  — 
the  Duke  became  greatly  broken  ;  he 
brought  his  little  daughter  to  a  con- 
vent at  Paris,  putting  the  child  under 
the  special  guardianship  of  Madame 
de  Florae,  with  whom  and  with  whose 
family  in  these  latter  days  the  old 
chief  of  the  house  t  ffcctcd  a  complete 
reconciliation  'J'he  Duke  was  now 
forever  coining  to  Madame  dc  Florae ; 
he  poured  all  his  wrongs  and  priefs 
into  her  ear  with  garrulous  senile 
eagerness.  "  That  little  Duchesse  is 
a  Med(5e,  a  monstre,  a  femme  d'Eu- 
ficne  Sue,"  the  Vicomte  used  to  say  ; 
**  the  poor  old  Duke  he  cry,  —  ma 
parole  d'honneur,  he  cry  and  I  cry 
too  when  he  conu'S  to  rt count  to  my 
poor  mother,  whose  sainted  heart  is 
the  asile  of  all  griefs,  a  real  Hotel 
Dieu,  my  word  the  most  sacred,  with 
beds  for  all  the  afflicted,  with  sweet 
words,  like  Sisters  of  Charity,  to 
minister  to  them  :  —  I  cry,  mon  bon 
Pendennis,  when  tiiis  vieillard  tells 
his  stories  about  his  wife  and  tears 
his  white  hairs  to  the  feet  of  my 
mother." 

When  the  little  Antoinette  was 
separated  by  her  father  from  her 
mother,  the  Duchesse  d'lvry,  it  might 
have  been  expected  that  that  poetess 
wouhl  have  dashed  off  a  few  more  cris 
de  I'diue,  shrieking  according  to  her 
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trout,  and  barCng  and  beating  tlkat 
shrivelled  maternal  bosom  of  heFS> 
from  which  her  child  had  been  just 
torn.  The  child  skipped  and  laughed 
to  go  away  to  the  convent*  It  was 
only  when  she  left  Madame  de  Florae 
that  she  used  to  cry  ;  and  when  urged 
by  that  good  lady  to  exhibit  a  little 
decorous  sentiment  in  writing  to  her 
mamma^  Antoinette  would  ask^  in 
her  artless  way,  **  Pourquoi  ?  Mamma 
used  never  to  speak  to  me  except 
sometimes  before  the  world,  before 
ladies,  that  understands  itself.  When 
her  gentleman  came,  she  put  me  to 
the  door;  she  gave  me  tapes,  O  <m, 
she  gave  me  tapes!  I  cry  no  more; 
she  has  so  much  made  to  cry  M.  le 
Due  that  it  is  quite  enough  of  one 
in  a  family."  So  Madame  la  Du- 
chesse  d'lvry  did  not  weep,"  even  in 
print,  for  the  loss  of  her  pretty  little 
Antoinette ;  besides,  she  was  engaged, 
at  that  time,  by  other  sentimental 
occupations.  A  young  grazier  of 
their  neighboring  town,  of  an  aspir- 
ing? mind  and  .remarkable  poetic 
j^lents,  engrossed  the  Duchesse  s  pla- 
tonie  affections  at  this  juncture. 
When  he  had  sold  his  beasts  at  mar- 
ket, he  would  ride  over  and  read 
liousseau  and  Schiller  with  Madame 
la  Duchesse,  who  formed  him.  His 
pretty  young  wife  was  rendered  mis- 
erable by  all  these  readings,  but  what 
could  the  poor  little  ignorant  country- 
woman know  of  Flatonism  ?  Faugh  I 
there  is  more  than  one  woman  we  see 
in  society  smiling  about  from  house  to 
house,  pleasant  and  sentimental  and 
formosa  superne  enough ;  but  I  fancy 
a  fish's  tail  is  flapping  under  her 
fine  flounces,  and  a  forked  fin  at  the 
end  of  it ! 

Finer  flounces,  finer  bonnets,  more 
lovely  wreaths,  more  beautiful  lace, 
smarter  carriages,  bigger  white  bows, 
larger  footmen,  were  not  seen,  during 
all  the  season  of  18 — ,  than  appeared 
round  about  St.  Greorge's,  Hanover 
Square,  in  the  beautiful  month  of 
"'•me  succeeding  that  September  when 
nany  of  our  friends  the  Newcomcs 


were  asseflibl(9d  ar  Baden.  Those 
flaunting  cania;^,  powdeined  and 
favored  footmen,  were  in  atttodancA 
upon  members  of  the  Newcome  fam- 
ily and  their  connections,  who  were 
celebrating  what  is  called  a  marriage 
in  high  Ufe  in  the  temple  within. 
Shall  we  set  down  a  catalogue  of  Uie 
Dukes,  Marquises,  Earls,  who  were 
present,  eonsms  of  the  lovely  bride  ? 
Are  they  not  already  in  the  Morning 
Herald  and  Conrr  Joumud,  as  well 
as  in  the  Newcome  Sentinel  and  In. 
dependent,  and  the  Dorking  Intel- 
ligencer and  Ghanticlecr  WeAly  G*- 
zette  ?  There  they  aie,  all  printed  at 
full  length  sure  enough ;  the  name  of 
die  bride,  Lady  Clara  Pulleyn,  the 
lovdy  and  accomplished  daughter 
of  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Dork- 
ing ;  of  the  beautiful  bridemaids,  the 
Ladies  Henrietta  Belinda  Adelaide 
Pulleyn,  Miss  Newcome,  Miss  Alii^e 
Newcome,  Miss  Maude  Newcome, 
Miss  Anna  Maria  (Hobson)  New^ 
come;  and  all  the  other  persons  en- 
gaged in  the  ceremony.  It  was  per- 
formed by  the  Rieht  Honorable  und 
Right  Reverend  viscount  Gallow- 
glass.  Bishop  of  Ball^shannon,  broth- 
er-in-law to  tlie  bnde,  assisted  by 
the  Honorable  and  Reverend  Hercu- 
les O'Grady,  his  Lordship's  Chaplain, 
and  the  Reverend  John  Bnlden,  Rec- 
tor of  St.  Mary's,  Newcome.  Then 
follow  the  names  of  all  the  nobility 
who  were  present,  and  of  the  noble 
and  distinguished  personages  who 
signed  the  book.  Then  comes  an 
account  of  the  principal  dresses,  chefs- 
d'oeuvre  of  Madame  Crinoline;  of 
the  bride's  coronal  of  brilliants,  sup- 
plied by  Messrs.  Morrand  Stortimer; 
of  the  veil  of  priceless  Chantflly  lace 
the  gift  of  the  Dowager  Countess  of 
Kew.  Then  there  is  a  description  of 
the  wedding  breakfast  at  the  house  of 
the  bride's  noble  parents,  and  of  the 
cake  decorated  by  Messrs.  Gunter 
with  the  most  delicious  tsiste  and  the 
sweetest  hymeneal  allnsions. 

No  mention  was  made  by  the  fasb^ 
ionable  chronicler  of  a  slight  disturb- 
ance which  occurred  at  St.  George's^ 
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gxtd  trhicfa,  indeed^  was  out  of  the 
proTince  of  such  a^  gomteei  pnnreyor 
of  newd.  Before  the  marriage  service 
began,  a  woman  of  vulgar  appearance 
and  disorderly  aspect,  accompanied 
by  two  scared  childrea  who  took  no 
part  in  the  disorder  occasioned  by 
their  motber'a  proceeding,  except  by 
their  team  and  outcries  to  augmeac 
the  disquiet,  mode  her  appearance  in 
one  of  the>  pews  of  thff  cnnroh,  was 
uotjcd  there.  W  persons*  ia  the  vesoy, 
was  raquested  to  retire  by  a  beadle, 
and  was  finally  indaced,  to  mtit  the 
sacTed  praciacts  of  the  buiiaing  by 
the  Tery  stsoagesi  pemvasioa  otf  a 
couple  of  po&emea ;  X.  and.  Y 
laugiied  at  one  anotbn',  and  nodded 
their  heads  knowin^i^  as  the  poor 
wretch  with  her  whimpering  boys 
was  led  away.  They  ttnaerotcmd  very 
well  who  the  personage  was  who  had 
come  to  disturt)  the  matrimonial  eere- 
monsy;  ii  did  not  commence  until 
Mrs.  Da  Lacy  (as  this  lady  chose  to 
be  called)  had  quitted  this  temple  of 
Hymen.  She  slunk  through  the 
throng  of  emblazoned  carriages,  and 
thtt  press  of  footmen  arrayed  as 
splendidly  as  Solomon  in  his  i^ory. 
John,  jewed  at  Thomas,  William 
tamed  his  powdered  head,  and  sig«- 
nailed  Jeames,  who  answered  with  a 
oorreapondiag  grin,,  as  the  woman 
with  sobsy  aiKt  wild  imprecations,  and 
fraotie  8[^als,  made  her  way  through 
tHe  spieindid  crowd,  escorted,  by  her 
aidea-de-ciBap  im  blue.  I  dare  say 
luir  Httle  history  was  discussed  at 
many  a  dinner-table  that  day  in  the 
basement  story  of  several  &8hionable 
houses.  I  know  that  at  clubs  in  St. 
Jaraes'a  the  facetious  little  anecdote 
"waa  aaniated,  A  young  fellow  came 
to  Bern's  after  the  marriage  break- 
fost  and  mentioned  the  circumstance 
with  fimnr  comments ;  although  the 
Morning  Post,  in  describing  this  af- 
fair in  high  life,  naturally  omitted  all 
mention  of  such  low  people  as  Mrs. 
De  Lacy  and  her  children. 

Those  people  who  knew  the  noble 
families  whose  union  had  been  cele- 
brated by  such  a  profusion  of  gran- 


deei^  fine  eqaipaoe^  and  footmen^ 
brass  bands,  brilliant  toilets,  and 
weddioff-favors,  asked  how  it  was  that 
Lord  Kew  did  not  assist  at  Barnes 
Newcome's  marriage;  other  persons 
in  society  inqnirea  -waggishly  why 
Jack  Belsize  was  not  present  to  give 
Lady  Clara  awav. 

Aj»  for  Jaek  Belsiae,  his  dubs  had 
not  been  omameated  by  his  presence 
for  a  year  past  It  was  said  he 
had  broken  the  bank  at  Hombouig 
last  autumn ;  bad  beea  heard  of  dur« 
ing  the  winter  at  MUan,  Venice,  and 
Vienna;  and  when,  a  few  months 
after  the  mairiagtf  of  Bamea  New^ 
oome  and  Lady  Clara,  Jack'a  elder 
brother  died,  and  he-  himself  became 
the  next  in  successum  to  the  title  und 
estates  of  Hiffhgate,.  many  folks  said 
it  was  apity  iit^e  Barney 'a  marriage 
had  taken  place  so  soon.  Lord  Kew 
was  not  present,  because  Kow  was 
stiU  abroad ;  he  had  had  a  gambling 
duel  with  a  Frenchman,,  and  a  narrow 
squeak  for  his  life.  Ho  had  turned 
liomaQ  Catholic,,  some  men  said; 
others  vowed  t^at  he  had-  joined  the 
Methodist  persuasion.  At  idl>  events 
Kew  had  given  up  his  wild  courses, 
broken  with  the  tud^  and  sold  his 
stud  off;:  he  was  delicate  yet,  and  his 
mother  was  taking  care  of  him ;  be^ 
tweaa  whom  and  the  old  dowager  of 
Kew,  who  had  made  up  Barney  s  mar- 
riage,, as  everybody'  knew,  there  was 
nor  lonre  lost. 

Then  who  was  the  Prince  de  Mont- 
contour,  who,  with  his  princess,  fig- 
ured at  this  nol^  marriage  1-  Thers 
was  a  MontcoQtour,  the  Due  d'lvry's 
son,  but  he  died  at  Paris  before  the  re- 
volution of  '30 :  one  or  two  of  the  oldr 
sters  at  Bays's,  Major-  Pendennis, 
General  Tufto,  old  Cackleby,  —  the 
old.  fogies-  in  a  word, — remembered 
the  Duke  of  Ivry  when  he  was  here 
during  the  Emigration,  and  when  he 
was  called  Prince  de  Montcontour, 
the  title  of  the  eldest  son  of  the  family. 
IvTj  was  dead,  having  buried  his 
son  before  him,  and  having  left  only 
a  daughter  by  that  young  woman 
whom  he  married,  and  who  led  him 
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such  a  life.    Who  was  this  present 
Montcontourl 

He  waij  a  gentleman  to  whom  the 
readtT  has  already  been  presented, 
though,  when  we  lately  saw  him  at 
Baden,  he  did  not  eiigpy  so  magnifi- 
cent a  title.  Early  in  the  year  of 
Barnes  Newcomers  marriage,  there 
came  to  England,  and  to  our  modest 
apartment  in  the  Temple,  a  gentleman 
bringing  a  letter  of  recommendation 
from  our  dear  young  Clive,  who  said 
that  the  bearer,  the  Vicomte  de  Florae, 
was  a  great  friend  of  his,  and  of  the 
Colonel's,  who  had  known  his  family 
from  boyhood.  A  friend  of  our  Clive 
and  our  Colonel  was  sure  of  a  wel- 
come in  Lamb  Court ;  we  gave  him 
the  hand  of  hospitality,  the  best  cigar 
in  the  box,  the  easy-chair  with  only 
one  broken  leg,  the  dinner  in  cham- 
bers and  at  the  club,  the  banquet  at 
Greenwich  (where  ma  foi,  the  little 
whites  baites  elicited  his  profound  satis- 
faction) ;  in  a  word,  did  our  best  to 
honor  that  bill  which  onr  young  Clive 
had  drawn  upon  us.  We  considered 
the  young  one  iu  the  light  of  a  neph- 
ew of  our  own ;  we  took  a  pride  in 
him,  and  were  fond  of  him ;  and  as 
for  the  Colonel,  did  we  not  love  and 
honor  him,  —  would  we  not  do  our 
utmost  in  behalf  of  any  stranger  who 
came  recommended  to  us  by  Thomas 
Newcome's  good  word?  So  Florae 
was  straightway  admitted  to  our  com- 
panionship. We  showed  him  the 
town,  and  some  of  the  modest  pleas- 
ures thereof;  we  in-troduced  him  to 
the  "  Haunt,''  and  astonished  him  by 
the  company  which  he  met  there. 
Between  Brent's  "Deserter"  and 
Mark  Wilder's  "  Garryowen,"  Florae 
sang  — 

**  Tiens,  vnici  ma  pipe,  roUk  mon  bri  —  quet ) 
Et  quand  la  Talipe  fait  le  noir  tn  —  Jet 
Que  ttt  soia  la  seule  dami  le  r^gi  —  meat 
Avec  la  brule-gueule,  de  ton  cher  a^a  — 
mant ! " 

to  the  delight  of  Tom  Sargent,  who, 
though    he    only  partially  compre- 
'   "ded  the  words  of  the  song,  pro- 
ved the  singer  to  be  a  rare  gen- 
,  full  of  most  excellent  differ- 


ences. We  took  our  Florae  to  the 
Derby ;  we  presented  him  in  Fitzroy 
Square,  whither  we  still  occasionally 
went,  for  Clive's  and  our  dear  Colo- 
nel's sake. 

The  Vicomte  pronounced  himself 
strongly  in  favor  of  the  blanche  Miss, 
little  Rosey  Mackenzie,  of  whom  we 
have  lost  sight  for  some  few  chapters. 
Mrs.  Mac  he  considered,  by  faith,  to 
be  a  woman  superb.  He  used  to  kiss 
the  tips  of  his  own  fingers,  in  token  of 
his  admiration  for  the  lovely  widow ; 
he  pronounced  her  again  more  pretiy 
than  her  daughter,  and  paid  ner  a 
thousand  compliments  which  she  re- 
ceived with  exceeding  good-humor. 
If  the  Vicomte  gave  us  to  under- 
stand presently  that  Rosey  and  her 
mother  were  both  in  love  with  him, 
but  that  for  all  the  world  he  would 
not  meddle  with  the  happiness  of  his 
dear  little  Clive,  nothing  unfavorable 
to  the  character  or  constancy  of  the 
before-mentioned  ladies  must  be  in- 
ferred from  M.  de  Florae's  speech; 
his  firm  conviction  being  that  no  wo- 
man could  pass  many  hours  in  his 
society  without  danger  to  her  subse- 
quent peace  of  mind. 

For  some  little  time  we  had  no  rea- 
son to  suspect  that  our  French  friend 
was  not  particularly  well  frimished 
with  the  current  coin  of  the  realm. 
Without  making  any  show  of  wealth, 
he  would,  at  first,  cheerfully  engage 
in  our  little  parties ;  his  lodgings  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Leicester  Square, 
though  dingy,  were  such  as  many- 
noble  foreign  exiles  have  inhabited. 
It  was  not  until  he  refused  to  join 
some  pleasure-trip  which  we  of  Lamb 
Court  proposed,  honestly  confessing 
his  poverty,  that  we  were  made  aware 
of  the  Vicomte's  little  temporary 
calamity ;  and,  as  we  became  more 
intimate  with  him,  he  acquainted  us, 
with  great  openness,  with  the  history 
of  all  his  fortunes.  He  described 
energetically  that  splendid  run  of 
luck  which  had  set  in  at  Baden  with 
Clive's  loan;  his  winnings  at  that 
fortunate  period  had  carried  him 
through  the  winter  with  considcrablo 
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brilliancy,  LutBonillotte  and  Madem- 
oiselle Atala,  of  the  Varietes,  (une 
ogressBy  mon  cher  !  who  devours  thirty 
of  our  young  men  every  year  in  her 
cavern,  in  the  Kue  de  Br^da!)  had 
declared  against  him,  and  the  poor 
Vicomte's  pockets  were  almost  empty 
when  he  came  to  London. 

He  was  amiably  communicative  re- 
garding himself,  and  told  us  his  vir- 
tues and  his  faults  (if  indeed  a  pas- 
sion for  play  and  for  women  could  be 
considered  as  faults  in  a  gay  young 
fellow  of  two  or  three-and-forty)  with 
a  like  engaging  frankness.     He  would 
weep  in  describing  his  angel  mother ; 
he  would  fly  off  again  into  tirades 
respecting  the  wickedness,  the  wit, 
the  extravagance,  the  charms,  of  the 
young    lady  of   the  Varietes.      He 
would  then  (in  conversation)  intro- 
duce us  to  Madame  de  Florae,  n€e 
Higg,  of  Manchesterre.     His  prattle 
was  Incessant,  and  to  my  friend  Mr. 
Warrington  especially  he  was  an  ob- 
ject of  endless  delight  and  amuse- 
ment and  wonder.     He  would  roll 
and   smoke  countless  paper  cigars, 
talking  unrestrainedly  when  we  were 
not  busy,  silent  when  we  were  en- 
gaged ;  he  would  only  rarely  partake 
of  our  meals,  and  altogether  refused 
all  offers  of  pecuniary  aid.     He  dis- 
appeared at  ainner  time  into  the  mys- 
terious purlieus  of  Leicester  Square, 
and  dark  ordinaries  only  frequented 
by  Frenchmen.    As  we  walked  with 
him  in  the  Regent  Street  precincts, 
he  would  exchange  marks  of  recog- 
nition with  many  dusky  personages, 
smoking  bravos,  and  whiskered  refu- 
gees of  his  nation.     "That  gentle- 
man," he  would  say,  "who  has  done 
me  the  honor  to  salute  me,  is  a  coiffeur 
of  the  most  celebrated ;  he  forms  the 
<fe7icc»ofourtable-d'h6te.    *  Bon  jour, 
mon  cher  Monsieur ! '   We  are  friends, 
giough   not  of   the    same    opinion. 
Monsieur  is  a  republican  of  the  most 
distinguished  ;  conspirator  of  profes- 
sion, and  at  this  time  engaged  in  con- 
structing an  infernal  machine  to  the 
address  of   his  Majesty,  Louis  Phi- 
lippe, King  of  the  French.     Who  is 


my  friend  with  the  scarlet  beard  and 
the  white  paletot?  My  good  War- 
rington !  you  do  not  move  in  the 
world :  you  make  yourself  a  hermit, 
niy  dear !  Not  know  Monsieur !  — 
Mx)nsieur  is  secretary  to  Mademoiselle 
Caracoline,  the  lovely  rider  at  the 
circus  of  Astley ;  I  shall  be  charmed 
to  introduce  you  to  this  amiable  so- 
ciety some  drty  at  our  table-d'hote." 

Warrington  vowed  that  the  com- 
pany of  Florae's  friends  would  be  in- 
finitely more  amusing  than  the  no- 
blest society  ever  chronicled  in  the 
Morning  Post;  but  we  were  neither 
sufficiently  familiar  with  the  French 
language  to  make  conversation  in 
that  tongue  as  pleasant  to  us  as  talk- 
ing in  our  own  ;  and  so  were  content 
with  Florae's  description  of  his  com- 
patriots, which  the  Vicomte  delivered 
in  that  charming  French-English  of 
which  he  was  a  master. 

However  threadbare  in  his  gar- 
ments, poor  in  purse,  and  eccentric  in 
morals  our  friend  was,  his  manners 
were  always  perfectly  gentlemanlike, 
and  he  draped  himself  in  his  poverty 
with  the  grace  of  a  Spanish  grandee. 
It  must  be  confessed  that  the  grandee 
loved  the  estaminet  where  he  could 
play  billiards  with  the  first  comer; 
that  he  had  a  passion  for  the  gam- 
bling-house ;  that  he  was  a  loose  and 
disorderly  nobleman  ;  but,  in  what- 
ever company  he  found  himself,  a 
certain  kindness,  simplicity,  and  po- 
liteness distinguished  him  always.  He 
bowed  to  the  damsel  who  sold  him  a 
penny  cigar  as  graciously  as  to  a 
duchess;  he  crushed  a  mananCs  im- 
pertinence or  familiarity  as  haughtily 
as  his  noble  ancestors  ever  did  at 
the  Louvre,  at  Marli,  or  Versailles. 
He  declined  to  ohtemp^rer  to  his  land- 
lady's request  to  pay  his  rent,  but  he 
refused  with  a  dignity  which  struck 
the  woman  with  awe ;  and  King:  Al- 
fred over  the  celebrated  muffin  (on 
which  Gandish  and  other  painters 
have  exercised  their  genius)  conld 
not  have  looi^ed  more  noble  than 
Florae  in  a  robe-de-chambre.  once 
gorgeous,  but  shady  now  as  became 


262 


THE  N£WOOM£S. 


its  owner's  douded  fortanes ;  -toast- 
ing h.\9  bit  of  bacon  at  his  lodging, 
when  the  fare  even  of  his  table-d'hote 
had  grown  too  dear  for  him. 

As  we  know  from  Gandish's  work 
that  better  tinxes  were  in  store  for  the 
wandering  monarch,  and  that  the  offi- 
cers came  acquainting  him  that  his 
people  demanded  his  presence,  a 
grands  criSf  when>  of  .<onrse,  King  Al^ 
fred  laid  dow^n  the  toasting-^k  amd 
resumed  the  sceptre ;  so  in  the  case  of 
Florae  two  humble  gentlemen,  inhab- 
itants of  Lamb  Court  .and  memhers 
of  the  Upper  Temple,  had  the  good 
luck  to  be  the  h«r8j!d8,ias  it  were,  nay^ 
indeed,  the  oecasiouj  of  the  rising  for- 
tunes of  the  l^mfi^  de  Jdontcontoux. 
Florae  .had  infown^d  ua  of  the  death 
of  his  cousin,  the  Due  d'lviy,  by 
whose  demise  the  V  icomte'«  father, 
the  old  Count  de  Florae,  became  the 
representative  Qf  the  house  .qf  ivry, 
and  possessor,  through  his  relative's 
bequest,  .of  an  old  chateau  still  more 
gloomy  and  spacious  than  the  Count's 
own  house  in  the  Faubourg  &t.  Ger- 
main,-^  a  chii^tean,  0(f  which  the 
woods,  domains,  and  appurtenances 
bad  been  lopped  off  bv  the  Revolu- 
tion. "  Monsieur  le  Comte,"  Florae 
says,  "  has  not  washed  to  change  his 
name  at  his  age ;  he  has  shrugged 
his  old  shoulder,  and  said  it  was  not 
the  trouble  to  make  to  en^i^rave  a  new 
card;  and  for  me."  the  philosophical 
Vicomte  added,  "  of  what  good  shall 
be  a  title  of  prince  in  the  position 
Vhere  I  find  myself?  **  It  is  won- 
derful for  us  who  inhabit  a  country 
where  rank  is  worehif^d  with  so  ad- 
mirable a  reverence,  to  think  that 
there  are  many  gentlemen  in  France 
who  actually  have  authe«(itic  titles  and 
do  not  choose  to  bear  them. 

Mf .  Geor^re  Warrington  was  hugely 
amused  with  this  notion  of  Florae  s 
ranks  and  dignities.  The  idea  of  the 
Prince  pwrchasing  penny  cigars ;  of 
the  Prince  mildly  expostulating  with 
his  landlady  regarding  the  rent;  of 
his  punting  for  half-crowns  at  a  neigh- 
boring hell  in  Air  Street,  whither  the 
poor  gentlemaii  desperatj^y  ran  when 


he  had  money  m  hia  pocket,  tickled 
(ieorge's  sense  of  humor.  It  was 
Waitrington  who  g-ravely  saluted  the 
Yicorate  and  compared  him  to  King 
Alfred^  on  that  aJtVrnoon  when  we 
ha,ppened  to  call  upon  hima.nd  found 
him  engaged  in  cooking  his  modeat 
dinner. 

We  were  bent  .nfxm  an  excursioii 
to  GrecnwVch,  and  PQ  havii^  our 
friend's  icompany  oji  that  voyage,  and 
we  induced  .the  VAcomte  to  fyvt^  his 
bacon„  and  be  our  guest  lor  once, 
George  Warr^igton  cttose  to  indulge 
in  a  great  deajl  of  Anwica^  pleasa^tprjr 
in  the  pouFS^^^tikie  <aifkemQoii's  e^cu£.> 
sion.  As  ;we  juieent  down  ^e  riv^,  hi? 
pointed  out  to  Fiorjac  ttie  xe^  mn^ 
dew  in  the  Xover  where  the  captive 
I)uke  of  Orleans  used  to  Mt  ^'hm  h^ 
wa»  an  inhabitant  oi'  that  fortriestB.  Aj^ 
Gisecnwich,  wihich  palace  Florae  in* 
formed  us  (was  built  by  Queen  F^izgr 
bf^th,  George  showied  the  very  sp«4 
where  Kaleigh  laid  his  cloak  down  ^ 
euable  her  Majesty  to  step  over  a 
puddk.  In  a  word  he  myistiJSed  M. 
de  Florae:  such  was  >Ir.  Warrip^ 
ton's  reprehensible  sprit 

It  liaH>ened  that  Mr.  iEUirnes  iNew* 
come  came  to  dw  U  Greenwich  oq 
the  aame  day  when  onr  JUUle  party 
toQk  place.  Be  had  £ome  d^ow»  f^ 
meet  Booster  and  one  Qr  two  other 
noble  friends  whose  names  he  tool^  SBf^ 
to  give  us,  cur^g  them,  at  the  sam? 
t^Cj  for  having  thrown  him  o^ei:. 
Having  missed  Jus  own  company,  Mr. 
Barnes  CQudescended  to  join  ours, 
WairuJgton  gi»vely  thanking  Jiim  *»r 
the  gwat  honor  which  he  conferred 
upon  «s  by  volunteering  Ho  take  a 
place  at  our  table.  Bames  dranj^ 
fredy.and  was  good  enpuf*  tprewro 
his  acquaintance  with  Monwemr  do 
Florae,  whom  he  perfectly  weU  rec^- 
lectcd  at  Bladen,  but  had  thought 
proper  to  forget  on  tlie  one^Cff  two  oc- 
casions when  they  had  met  in  public 
since  the  Vicomte's  arrival  in  this 
country.  There  are  few  men  who 
can  drop  and  resume  an  acquaintance 
with  such  admirable  self  possession  as 
]^arnc>  Newcome.    Wl^en,  over  our 
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^esaert,  hj  whidi  time  i^U  tmmie$ 
-wei^e  unloosed  ai|d  each  ^Ml^  itaUi^ 
•gayly,  George  Warrington  feelingly 
thankod  Bai;a3s,  ip  a  tittle  inock 
speech,  for  his  gre^t  kindness  in  no- 
ticing us,  presenting  Jiim  4kt  the  same 
time  to  Florae  as  the  ornament  of  the 
<:;ity,  the^reaitest  hanker  of  his  age, 
the  beloved  .kinsmau  of  their  j&iend 
CliTe  who  was  alwuys  iitcriivig  nhout 
him  ;  Bigyiies  snid^  with  qne  of  liU  ,ao 
customed  curses,  he  did  npt  ^now 
whether  Mr.  Warrington  was  "  chaff- 
ing*" him  or  not,  and  indeed  could 
Vkcyer  make  him  out  W(iX7rington 
jrenlied  th«t  be  nerer  could  make  mw^ 
^If out ;  andif  ever iMr.  3arnes  could, 
George  would  thank  him  4>r  infQrm»<- 
jion  on  that.suljecit. 

Florae,  like  most  Frenchmeu,  very 
^ber  in  his  ppt(i$ion8,  left  us  for  ft 
while  over  .ours,  which  were  conduct- 
ed after  the  more  liberal  Bngli^ 
:manner,  and  i^tired  to  smoke  his  dr 
1^  on  the  terrftce.  Barnes  »theu  ^re^ 
iy  uttered  his  sentiments  regarding 
him,  which  were  not  more  favorable 
than  those  which  the  young  gentle- 
man generally  emitted  respecting  gen- 
tlemen whose  bftcks  were  turned.  JQle 
iiad  J^nown  a  little  of  Florae  l^e  ye^^r 
before,  at  Baden :  he  had  'been  mi^ed 
up  with  Kew  in  that  confounded  row 
in  which  Kew  was  hit ;  he  wa^  an  ad- 
venturer, a  pauper,  a  blaekljg,  a  jug- 
ular Greek,,  he  had  iveard  Florae  was 
of  old  family,  that  was  true:  but 
what  of  that  ?  He  was  only  one  of 
those  d—— French  counts.;  every- 
body was  a  count  in  France,  con- 
found *em !  The  claret  was  beastly, 
•^  not  fit  for  a  gentleman  to  drink !  — 
Be  swigged  off  a  great  bumper  as  he 
was  making  the  remark ;  for  Barnes 
Newcome  abuses  the  men  apd  things 
which  he  uses,  and  perhaps  js  better 
served  ^han  more  grateful  persons. 

"  Count ! "  cries  WarringtOB, "  what 
do  you  mean  by  talking  about  beg- 
garly counts  ?  Florae's  family  is  one  of 
the  noblest  and  most  ancient  in  Europe. 
It  is  more  ancient  than  your  illustrious 
.^iqnd  the  barber-surgeon;  it  was  11- 
.htftripus  befoi^  the  kovistf  ay,  or  the 


pagoda  of  Kcw  was  in  existence." 
And  he  went  on  to  describe  how 
Florae,  by  the  demise  of  his  kinsman^ 
.was  now  actually  Prince  de  Montcon- 
tour,  though  he  did  not  choose  to  as- 
sume that  title.  Very  likely  the  no:- 
hie  Grascon  drmk  m  which  George 
had  been  indulging  imparted  a  certain 
warmth  and  eloguenoe  to  his  descrip^ 
tionsKof  Florae's  good  qualities,  high 
birsth,  ftnd  considerable  patrimony; 
Barnes  Ic^oked  .^uite  .amaaed  and 
scared  .at  these  announcementSj  then 
laughed  and  declared  once  more  that 
Warrington  was  ohaj^lng  him. 

"  As  8ui:;e  as  the  Black  Prince  was 
lofd  of  Acquitftine,  -^as  ^sure  ^  the 
ISnglish  were  ma&tei».af  Boxdeaux,  -"<• 
and  why  dldx^e  ever  lose  Uie  coun* 
try^",ci:ies  George,  tUling  himself  a 
bumpe^'^  "  every  word  I  have  said 
about  Florae  is  true  " ;  and  Florae 
coming  in  ,at  .this  juncture,  having  just 
tini.sl\ed  his  cigar^ Geotige  turned  round 
9ind  made  him  9k  fine  speech  in  the 
French  language,  in  which  be  lauded 
his  constancy  and  good-humor  under 
evil  fprtune,  paid  him  two  or  three 
more  cordial  compliments,  and  ftnished 
h^  drinking  another  gireat  bumper  to 
nis  good  .health. 

Florae  took  a  little  Twne,  replied 
"  with  effusion  "  to  the  toast  which 
his  excellent,  his  noble  friend  had  jusjfc 
carried.  We  ^rapped  our  glasses  at 
the  end. of  the  speech.  The  landlord 
himself  seemed  deeply  toi^hed  by  if 
as  he  stood  by  with  a  fresh  bottle* 
"  It  is  good  wine,  — it  is  honest  winc^, 
— it  is  capital  wine,"  says  George* 
"and  honi  soit  qui  mal  y  pense.l 
What  business  have  you,  you  little 
beggar,  to  abuse  it?  my  ancestor 
drank  the  wine  and  wore  the  motto 
round  his  leg  long  before  a  Newcome 
ever  showed  his  pale  t^mic  in  Lombard 
Street."  George  Warrington  never 
bragged  -about  :his  pedigree  except 
under  cei^tain  influences.  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  that  on  this  occas^ion 
he  really  did  find  the  claret  very 
good. 

"You  don't  mean  to  say,"  savs 
Barnes,  addressing  Florae  inFrench 
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on  which  he- piqued  himself,  "que 
vous  avez  un  tel  manche  a  votre  nom, 
et  que  vous  ne  Tusez  pas  ?  " 

Florae  shrugged  his  shoulders ;  he 
at  first  did  not  understand  that  fa- 
miliar figure  of  English  speech,  or 
M'hat  was  meant  hy  "  having  a  handle 
to  your  name."  '*  Montcontour  can- 
not dine  better  than  Florae,"  he  said. 
*•  Florae  has  two  louis  in  his  pocket, 
and  Montcontour  exactly  forty  shil- 
lings. Florae's  proprietor  will  ask 
Montcontour  to  morrow  for  five 
weeks'  rent;  and  as  for  Florae's 
friends,  my  dear,  they  will  burst  out 
laughing  to  Montcontour's  nose ! " 
"  How  droll  you  English  are  ! "  this 
acute  French  observer  afterwards  said, 
laughing,  and  recalling  the  incident. 
"Did  you  not  sec  how  that  little 
Barnes,  as  soon  as  he  knew  my  title 
of  Prince,  changed  his  manner  and 
became  all  respect  towards  me? " 
This,  indeed.  Monsieur  de  Florae's 
two  friends  remarked  with  no  little 
amusement.  Barnes  began  quite  well 
to  remember  their  pleasant  days  at 
Baden,  and  talked  of  their  acquaint- 
ance there  :  Barnes  offered  the  Prince 
the  vacant  seat  in  his  brougham,  and 
was  ready  to  set  him  down  anywhere 
that  he  wished  in  town. 

"Bah!"  says  Florae;  "we  came 
by  the  steamer,  and  I  prefer  the  p^i- 
boat."  But  the  hospitable  Barnes  nev- 
ertheless called  upon  Florae  the  next 
day.  And  now,  having  partially  ex- 
plained how  the  Prince  de  Montcon- 
tour was  present  at  Mr.  Barnes  New- 
come's  wedding,  let  us  show  how  it 
was  that  Barnes's  first  cousin,  the 
Earl  of  Kew,  did  not  attend  that 
ceremony. 


CHAPTER  XXXV 11. 

BETURNS  TO   LORD   KEW. 

We  do  not  propose  to  describe  at 
length  or  with  precision  the  circum- 
stances of  the  duel  which  ended  so 
unfortunately  for  young  Lord  Kew. 
The  meeting  was  inevitable:  after 
^e  public  acts    and  insult  of  the 


morning,  the  maddened  Frenchman 
went  to  it  convinced  that  his  antago- 
nist had  wilfully  outraged  him,  eager 
to  show  his  bravery  upon  the  body 
of  an  Englishman,  and  as  proud  as 
if  he  had  been  going  into  actual  war. 
That  commandment,  the  sixth  in  our 
decalogue,  which  forbids  the  doing 
of  murder,  and  the  injunction  which 
directly  follows  on  the  same  table, 
have  been  repealed  by  a  very  great 
number  of  Frenchmen  for  many  years 
past ;  and  to  take  the  neighbor  s  vife> 
and  his  life  subsequently,  has  not 
been  an  uncommon  practice  with  the 

})olite8t  people  in  the  world.  Castil- 
onnes  had  no  idea  but  that  he  was 
going  to  the  field  of  honor;  stood 
with  an  undaunted  scowl  before  his 
enemy's  pistol ;  and  discharged  his 
own  and  Drought  down  his  opponent 
with  a  grim  satisfaction,  and  a  com- 
fortable conviction  afterwards  that  he 
had  acted  en  galant  homme.  "  It  was 
well  for  this  Milor  that  he  fell  at  the 
first  shot,  my  dear,"  the  exemplary 
young  Frenchman  remarked ;  "  a 
second  might  have  been  yet  more 
fatal  to  him ;  ordinarily  I  am  sure  of 
jhy  coup,  and  you  conceive  that  in 
an  affair  po  grave  it  was  absolutely 
necessary  that  one  or  other  should 
remain  on  the  ground."  Nay,  should 
M.  de  Kew  recover  from  his  wound, 
it  was  M.  de  Castillonnes'  intention 
to  propose  a  second  encounter  be- 
tween himself  and  that  nobleman. 
It  had  been  Lord  Kew's- determina- 
tion never  to  fire  upon  his  opponent, 
a  confession  which  he  made  not  to 
his  second,  poor  scared  Lord  Rooster, 
who  bore  the  young  Earl  to  Kehl, 
but  to  some  of  his  nearest  relatives, 
who  happened  fortunately  to  be  not  far 
from  him  when  he  received  his  wound, 
and  who  came  with  all  the  eager- 
ness of  love  to  watch  by  his  bedside. 

We  have  said  that  Lord  Kew's 
mother.  Lady  Walham,  and  her  sec- 
ond son  were  staying  at  Hombourg, 
when  the  Earl's  disaster  occurred. 
They  had  proposed  to  come  to  Baden 
to  see  Kew's  new  bride,  and  to  wel- 
come her ;  but  the  presence  of  her 
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motheT'in-law deterred  Lady  Walham, 
who  gave  up  her  heart's  wish  in  bit- 
terness of  spirit,  knowing  very  well 
that  a  meeting  between  the  old  Count- 
ess and  herself  could  only  produce  the 
wrath,  pain,  and  humiliation  which 
their  coming  together  always  occa- 
sioned. It  was  Lord  Kew  who  bade 
Rooster  send  for  his  mother,  and  not 
for  Lady  Kew ;  and  as  soon  as  she 
received  those  sad  tidings,  you  may 
be  sure  the  poor  lady  hastened  to  the 
bed  where  her  wounded  boy  lay. 

The  fever  had  declared  itself,  and 
the  young  man  had  been  delirious 
more  than  once.  His  wan  face  lighted 
up  with  joy  when  he  saw  his  mother ; 
he  put  his  little  feverish  hand  out  of 
the  bed  to  her,  —  "I  knew  you  would 
come,  dear,"  he  said,  "  and  you  know 
I  never  would  have  fired  upon  the 
poor  Frenchman."  The  fond  mother 
allowed  no  sign  of  terror  or  grief  to 
appear  upon  her  face,  so  as  to  disturb 
her  first-bom  and  darling ;  but,  no 
doubt,  she  prayed  by  his  side  as  such 
loving  hearts  know  how  to  pray,  for 
the  forgiveness  of  his  trespass,  who 
had  forgiven  those  who  sinned 
against  him.  "  I  knew  I  should  be 
hit,  George,"  said  Kqw  to  his  brother, 
when  they  were  alone;  "I  always 
expected  some  such  end  as  this.  My 
life  has  been  very  wild  and  reckless ; 
and  you,  George,  have  always  been 
faithful  to  our  mother.  You  will 
make  a  better  Lord  Kew  than  I  have 
been,  George.  God  bless  you." 
George  flung  himself  down  with  sobs 
hy  his  brother's  bedside,  and  swore 
Prank  had  always  been  the  best  fel- 
low, the  best  brother,  the  kindest 
heart,  the  warmest  friend  in  the  world. 
Love — prayer — repentance,  thus  met 
over  the  young  man's  bed.  Anx- 
ious and  humble  hearts,  his  own  the 
least  anxious  and  the  most  hnmble, 
awaited  the  dread  award  of  life  or 
death ;  and  the  world,  and  its  ambi- 
tion and  vanities,  were  shut  out  from 
the  darkened  chamber  where  the  aw- 
ful issue  was  being  tried. 

Our  history  has  had  little  to  do 
with  characters  resembling  this  lady. 

12 


It  is  of  the  world,  and  things  per- 
taining to  it.  Things  beyond  it,  as 
the  writer  imagines,  scarcel}'  belong 
to  the  novelist's  province.  Who  is 
he,  that  he  should  assume  the  divine's 
office,  or  turn  his  desk  into  a  preacher's 
pulpit?  In  that  career  of  pleasure, 
of  idleness,  of  crime  we  might  call  it 
^but  that  the  chronicler  of  worldly 
matters  had  best  be  chary  of  applying 
hard  names  to  acts  which  young  men 
are  doing  in  the  world  every  day), 
the  gentle  widowed  la'dy,  mother  of 
Lord  Kew,  could  but  keep  aloof,  de- 
ploring the  course  upon  which  her 
dear  young  prodigal  had  entered ;  and 
praying  with  that  saintly  love  those 
pure  supplications,  with  which  good 
mothers  follow  their  children,  for  her 
boy's  repentance  and  return.  Very 
likely  her  mind  was  narrow ;  very 
likely  the  precautions  which  she  had 
used  in  the  lad's  early  days,  the  tutors 
and  directors  she  had  set  about  him, 
the  religious  studies  and  practices  to 
which  she  would  have  subjected  him, 
had  served  only  to  vex  and  weary  the 
young  pupil,  and  to  drive  his  high 
spirit  into  revolt.  It  is  hard  to  con- 
vince a  woman  perfectly  pure  in  her 
life  and  intentions,  ready  to  die  if  need 
were  for  her  own  faith,  having  abso- 
lute confidence  in  the  instruction  of 
her  teachers,  that  she  and  they  (with 
all  their  sermons)  may  be  doing  harm. 
When  the  young  catechist  yawns  over 
his  reverence's  discourse,  who  knows 
but  it  is  the  doctor's  vanity  which  is 
enraged,  and  not  Heaven  which  is  of- 
fended? It  may  have  been,  in  the 
difference  which  took  place  between 
her  son  and  her,  the  gpod  Lady  Wal- 
ham never  could  comprehend  the  lad's 
side  of  the  argument ;  or  how  his  prot- 
estantism against  her  doctrine?  should 
exhibit  itself  on  the  turf,  the  gaming- 
table, or  the  stage  of  the  opera-house ; 
and  thus,  but  for  the  misfortune  under 
which  poor  Kew  now  lay  bleeding, 
these  two  loving;  hearts  mio:ht  have 
remained  through  life  asunder.  But 
bv  the  boy's  bedside :  in  the  paroxvsms 
of  his  fever ;  in  the  wild  talk  of  hU 
delirium  ;  in  the  sweet  patience  and 
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kindness  with  which  he  received  his 
dear  nurse's  attentions  ;  the  grate- 
fulness with  which  he  thanked  the 
servants,  who  waited  on  him  ;  the 
fortitude  with  which  he  suffered  the 
surgeon's  dealings  with  his  wounds ; 
the  widowed  woman  had  an  opportu- 
nity to  admire  with  an  exquisite  thank* 
fulness  the  generous  goodness  of  her 
son  ;  and,  in  those  hours,  those  sacred 
hours  passed  in  her  own  chamber,  of 
prayers,  fears,  hopes,  recollections, 
and  passionate  maternal  love,  wrest- 
ling with  fate  f6r  her  -darling's  life', 
no  doubt  the  humbled  creature  came 
to  acknowledge  that  her  own  course 
regarding  him  had  been  wrong  ;  and, 
even  more  for  herself  than  for  him, 
implored  forgiveness. 

For  some  time  George  Barnes^  had 
to  send  but  doubtful  and  melancholy 
bulletins  to  Lady  Kew  and  the  New- 
come  family  at  Baden,  who  were  ail 
greatly  moved  and  affected  by  the  ac- 
cident wliich  had  befallen  poor  Kew. 
Ladv  Kew*  broke  out  in  wrath  and  in- 
dignation.  We  may  be  sure  the  D«- 
chesse  d'lvrv  offered  to  condole  with 
her  upon  Kew's  mishap  the  day  after 
the  news  arrived  at  Baden ;  and  in- 
deed came  to  visit  her.  The  old  lady 
had  just  received  other  disqpaieting 
intelligence.  She  was  just  going  out, 
but  she  bade  her  servant  to  inform 
the  Bnchesse  that  she  was  never  naore 
at  home  to  the  Duchesse  d'lvry.  The 
message  was  not  delivered  pro^rly, 
or  the  person  for  whom  it  was  intend- 
ed did  not  choose  to  tinderstand  it,  for 
presently,  as  the  Conntess  was  hob- 
bling across  the  walk  on  her  way  to 
her  daughter's  residence,  she  met  the 
Duchesse  d'lviy,  who  saluted  her 
with  a  detnure  courtesy  and  a  com- 
monplace expression  of  condolence. 
The  Queen  of  Scots  was  surrounded 
by  the  chief  part  of  her  court,  sav- 
ing, of  course,  MM.  Castillonnes  and 
Punter,  absent  on  service.  **  We 
were  speakin.c^  of  this  deplorable 
affair,"  said  Madame  d'lvry  (  which 
indeed  was  the  truth,  although  she 
said  it  J.  "How  we  pityj'ou,  Ma- 
'i.ame  1 ''      Blackball     and'    Loder, ' 


Cruchecass^  and  Sclilangenbad,  as- 
sumed sympathetic  countenances. 

Trembling  on  her  cane,  the  old 
Countess  glared  out  upon  Madame 
d'lvry, —  "  I  pray  you,  Madame,"  she 
said  in  French,  "  never  again  to  ad- 
dress me  the  word.  K  I  had,  like 
you,  assassins  in  my  pay,  1  would 
have  you  killed ;  do  you  hear  me  ?  " 
and  she  hobbled  on  her  way.  The 
household  to  which  she  went  was  in 
terrible  agitation ;  the  kind  Lady- 
Ann  fri^tened  beyond  measure,  pioor 
Ethel  full  of  dread,  and  feeling  guilty 
almost  as  if  she  had  been  the  cause; 
as  indeed  she  was  the  occasion,  of 
KeVs  misfortune.  And  the  family- 
had  ftirther  cause  of  idarmf  from  the 
shock  Which  the  news-  had" given  to 
Sir  Brian.  It'h^  been  said  that  he 
had  had  illnesses  of  late  which  caused 
his  friends  much  anxiety.  He  had 
passed   two  months  at  Aix-la-Cha- 

I)elle,  his  physicians  dreading  a  pnra- 
ytic  attack ;  and  Madame  d'lvrv's 
party  still  sauntering  on  the  walk, 
the  men  smoking  their  cigars,  the 
women  breathing  their  scandal,  now 
beheld  Doctor  Finck  issuing  from 
Lady  Ann's  apartments,  and  wea^g 
such  a  face  of  anxiety  that  the'  Du- 
chesse asked,'  with  some  emotion, 
"  Had  there  been  a  fresh  bulletin  from 
Kehl  ?  " 

**  No,  there  had  been  no  fresli  bulle- 
tin from  Kehl ;  but  two  hours  since 
Sir  Brian  Newcbme  had  had  a  para^ 
lytic  seizure." 

"Is  he  very  bad?" 

"No,"  says  Dr.  Finck,  "h6  is  not 
very  bad." 

"  How  inconsolable  M.  Blames  will 
be ! "  said  the  Duchesse,  shrugging 
her  haggard  shoulders.  Whereas  the 
fact  was  that  Mr.  Barnes  retained 
perfect  presence  of  mind  under  both 
of  the  misfortunes  which  had  befallen 
his  family.  Two  days  afterwards  the 
Duchesse's  husband  arrived  himself, 
when  we  may  presume  that  exem- 
plary woman  was  too  much  cnp'gcd 
with  her  own  affairs  to  be  able  to  le 
interested  about  the  doings  of  other 
people!     With'  the  Duke's  arrival  tho 
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cdurt  of  Mary  Qde^a  of  Seots  iiv%m 
broken  ap.'  Her  Mi^estjr  was  con- 
ducted to  liocli  Leven,  where  her  ty- 
rant soon  dismissed  her  vBrj-  last 
lady-in-waiting,  the  confidential  Irish 
storetary,  whose  performance  bad 
produced  sach  a  fine  effect  aniongst 
the  Newcomes. 

Had  poor  Sir  Brian  Newcome's 
seizure  occurred  at  an  earlier  period 
of  the  autumti,  his  illiMs»  n»  doubt 
would  have  kept  him  for  some  months 
confined  at  Badeii';  tmtf  as  he  ^^feis 
prettv  nfeafrly  tfaelastof  Dn  Von 
Pinck's^  bath  pa«i«ntB,.and  that  emi- 
nent physician  longed  to  be-off  tbthe 
Besidena,  he  was  prdnonhced  in  a^  fit 
condition  f6r  easy  tra\«Lfiii^  in  rather 
a  brief  period  afbsr  his  attwsk,  and  it 
-vTas  determined  t6  traA8p»rt  htm  to 
Mannheim,  sod  thence  dj  water  to 
London  and  Nerwoome.  - 

During  all  this  period-  of  their 
father's  misibrtnne  no  sister  of  charity 
could  bare  been'  more  tender,  abtivev 
cheerful,  and  wiatchfnl  than  Miss 
Sthel.  She  had  to  wear  a  kind  faee 
and  exhibit  no  anxiety  when  oceasion- 
adly  the  feeble  invalid  made  itquiries 
regarding  poor  Kew  at  Baden ;  to 
catch  tlie  phrases  as  they  came  from 
him ;  to  acquiesce,  or  not  to  deny, 
wheni  Sir  Brian  talked'  of  the  mar- 
riages —  both  msrria;^  — >  taking 
place  at  Christinas^  Sir  Brian  was 
especially  eager  for  ln»  daughter's, 
tfnd  repeatedly,  widi  his  broken  words, 
^d  smiles,  and  car^ses,' which  were 
ifow  quite  senile,  declared  that  his 
Kthsl  would  make  the  prettiest  count- 
ess in  England.  Th^re  came  a  letter 
or  two  froib  Clive,  no  doubt,  to  the 
young  nurse  in  her  sick-room.  Manly 
and  fceneroas,  fi|ll  of  tenderness  and 
afiection,  as  tho^  letters  .surely  were, 
they  could  give  but  little  pleasure  to 
the  young  lady, —  indeed,  only  add  to 
her  doubts  and  pain< 

She  had  told  none  of  her  friends  as 
yet  of  those  last  words  of  Kew's,  which 
she  interpreted  as  a  farewell  on  the 
yonnn^  nobleman's  part.  Had  she 
told  them  they  very  likely  would  not 
huve  understood  &ew's  meaning  as 


sh^  did,  and  persisted  in  thinking  thar, , 
the  two  were  reconciled  <  At  any  rate 
whilst  he  and  her  father  were  still  ly 
ing  stricken  by  the  blows  which  ha4 
prostrated  them  both,  all  questions  oi 
love  and  marriage  had  been  put  aside 
Did  she  love  him  ?  Sh«  felt  such  t 
kind  pit^  for  his  misfortune,  such  aq 
admiration  for  his  generous  gallantry, 
such  a  i^morse  for  her  own  wax- ward 
conduct  and  cruel  behavior  towards 
this  most  hoaest'and  kindly  and  afiec- 
tionate  gentleman  that  the  sum  of  re- 
gard which  she  could  bestow  upon 
him  might  surely  be  said  to  amount 
to  love.  For  «uch  a  union  as  that  con- 
templated between  them,  perhaps  for 
asy  marriage,  so  gpreater  degree  of  at- 
tachment was  necessary  as  the  com- 
mon cement.  Warm  friendship  and 
thorough  esteem  and  confidence  (I  do 
not  say  that  our  young  lady  calcu- 
lated in  this  matter-of-fact  way)  are 
safe  properties  invested  in  the  prudent 
marriage-stock,  rauitiplying  and  bear- 
ing an  increasing  value  with  every 
year.  Many  a  young  couple  of  spend- 
thrifts get  through  thmr  capital  of 
piassion  in  the  first  twelvemonths,  and 
nave  no  love  left  for  the  daily  demands 
of  afl»r  life.  O  me  I  for  the  day  when 
the  bank  account  is  closed,  and  the 
cupboard  4s  empty,  and  the  firm  of  Da- 
mon and  Phyllis  insolvent ! 

Miss  Newcome,  Ve  say,  without 
doubt,  did  not  make  her  calculations 
in  this  debtor  and  creditor  fashion ;  it 
was  only  the  gentlemen  of  that  family 
who  went  to  Lombard  Street.  But 
suppose  she  thoutrht  that  regard  and 
esteem  and  affection  being  sufiicient, 
she  could  joyfully  and  with  almost  all 
her  heart  bring  such  a  portion  to  Lord 
Kew ;  that  her  harshness  towards  him 
as  contrasted  with  his  own  generosity, 
and  above  all  with  His  present  pain, 
infinitely  touched  her;  and  suppose 
she  fancied  that  there  was  another 
person  in  the  world  to  whom,  did  fates 
permit,  she  could  offer  not  esteem,  af- 
fection, pity  only,  but  something  ten 
thousand  times  more  precious  ?  Wo 
are  not  in  the  young  lady's  secrets,  but 
if  she  has  some  as  she  sits  by  her  fa- 


268 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


ther's  chair  and  bed,  who  daj  or  night 
will  have  no  other  attendant ;  and,  as 
she  busies  herself  to  interpret  his  wants, 
silently  mov^  on  his  errands,  admin- 
isters his  potions,  and  watches  his 
sleep,  thinks  of  Olive  absent  and  un- 
happy, of  Kew  wounded  and  in  dan- 
ger, she  must  have  subject  enough 
of  thought  and  pain.  Little  wonder 
that  her  cheeks  are  pale  and  her  eyes 
look  red ;  she  has  her  cares  to  endure 
now  in  the  world,  and  her  burden  to 
bear  in  it,  and  somehow  she  feels  she 
is  alone,  since  that  day  when  poor 
Olive's  carriage  drove  away. 

In  a  mood  of  more  than  ordinary 
depression  and  weakness  Lady  Kew 
must  have  found  her  granddaughter 
upon  one  of  the  few  occasions  after  the 
double  mishap,  when  Ethel  and  her 
elder  were  together.  Sir  Brinn's  ill- 
ness, as  it  may  be  imagined,  affected  a 
lady  very  slightly  who  was  of  an  age 
when  these  calamities  occasion  but 
small  disquiet,  and  who,  having  sur- 
vived her  own  father,  her  husband,  her 
son,  and  witnessed  their  Lordships' 
respective  demises  with  perfect  com- 
posure, could  not  reasonaoly  be  called 
npon  to  feel  any  particular  dismay  at 
the  probable  departure  from  this  life  of 
a  Lombard  Street  banker,  who  hap- 

fened  to  be  her  daughter's  husband, 
n  fact,  not  Barney  Newcome  himself 
could  await  that  event  more  philo- 
sophically. So,  finding  Ethel  in  this 
melancholy  mood.  Lady  Kew  thought 
a  drive  in  the  fresh  air  would  be  of 
service  to  her,  and.  Sir  Brian  happen- 
ino:  to  be  asleep,  carried  the  young 
girl  away  in  her  barouche. 

They  talked  about  Lord  Kew,  of 
whom  the  accounts  were  encouraging:, 
and  who  is  mending  in  spite  of  his  sil- 
ly mother  and  her  medicmes,  "  and  as 
soon  as  he  is  able  to  move  we  must  ^o 
and  fetch  him,  my  dear,"  Lady  Kew 
graciously  said,  "  before  that  foolish 
woman  has  made  a  Methodist  of  him. 
He  is  always  led  by  the  woman  who  is 
nearest  him,  and  I  know  one  who  will 
*^'*  of  him  just  the  best  little  hus- 
England."    Before  they  had 
this  delicate  point  the  lady 


and  her  grandchild  had  talked  Kew's 
character  over,  the  girl,  you  may  be 
sure,  having  spoken  feelingly  and  elo- 
quently about  his  kindness  and  cour- 
age, and  many  admirable  qualities. 
She  kindled  when  she  heard  the  report 
of  his  behavior  at  the  commencement 
of  the  fracas  with  M.  de  Oastillonnes, 
his  great  forbearance  and  good-na- 
ture, and  his  resolution  and  magna- 
nimity when  the  moment  of  collision 
came. 

But  when  Lady  Kew  arrived  at  that 
period  of  her  discourse  in  which  she 
stated  that  Kew  would  make  the  best 
little  husband  in  England,  poor  Eth- 
el's eves  filled  with  tears ;  we  must  re- 
member that  her  high  spirit  was  worn 
down  by  watching  and  much  varied 
anxielT,  and  then  she  confessed  that 
there  had  been  no  reconciliation^  as 
all  the  family  &ncied,  between  Frank 
and  herself,  —  on  the  contrary,  a  part- 
ing, which  she  understood  to  be  final ; 
and  she  owned  that  her  conduct  to- 
wards her  cousin  had  been  most  cap- 
tious and  cruel,  and  that  she  could  not 
expect  they  should  ever  again  come  to- 
gether. Lady  Kew,  who  hated  sick-beds 
and  surgeons,  except  for  herself,  who 
hated  her  daughter-in-law  above  all, 
was  greatly  annoyed  at  the  news  which 
Ethel  gave  her ;  made  light  of  it,  how- 
ever, and  was  quite  confident  that  a 
very  few  words  from  her  would  place 
matters  on  their  old  footine,  and  deter- 
mined on  forthwith  setting  out  for 
Kehl.  She  would  Have  carried  Ethel 
with  her,  but  that  the  poor  Baronet 
with  cries  and  moansinsistedon  retain- 
ing his  nurse,  and  Ethel's  grandmoth- 
er was  left  to  undertake  this  mission 
by  herself,  the  girl  remaining  behind 
acquiescent,  not  unwilling,  owning 
openly  a  gre*t  regard  and  esteem  for 
Kew,  and  the  wrong  which  she  had 
done  him,  feeling  secretly  a  sentiment 
which  she  had  best  smother.  She  had 
received  a  letter  from  fhat  oth«r  per- 
son, and  answered  it  with  her  mother's 
coprnizance,  but  about  this  little  affair 
neither  Lady  Ann  nor  her  daughter 
happened  to  say  a  word  to  the  mana- 
ger of  the  whole  family. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIIL 

IN"    WHICH   LADY   KBW    LEAVES   HIS 
IX>BD9HIP  QUITE  CONVALESCENT. 

Immediately  after  Lord  Kew's 
wound,  and  as  it  was  necessarv  to  ap- 
prise the  Newcome  family  of  the  acci- 
dent which  had  occurred,  the  good-na- 
tured young  Kew  had  himself  written 
a  brief  note  to  acquaint  his  relatives 
with  his  mishap,  and  had  even  taken 
the  precaution  to  antedate  a  couple 
of  billets  to  be  despatched  on  future 
days;  kindly  forgeries,  which  told 
the  Newcome  family  and  the  Count- 
ess of  Kew,  that  Lord  Kew  was  pro- 
gressing very  favorably,  and  that  his 
hurt  was  trifling.  The  fever  had  set 
in,  and  the  young  patient  was  lying 
in  great  danger,  as  most  of  the  lag- 
gards at  Baden  knew,  when  his 
friends  therie  were  set  at  ease  by  this 
fallacious  bulletin.  On  the  third  day 
after  the  accident.  Lady  Walham  ar- 
rived with  her  younger  son,  to  find 
Lord  Kew  in  the  fever  which  ensued 
after  the  wound.  As  the  terrible  anx- 
iety during  the  illness  had  been  Lady 
Walham's,  so  was  hers  the  delight  of 
the  recovery.  The  commander-in- 
chief  of  the  family,  the  old  lady  at 
Baden,  showed  her  sympathy  by 
sending  couriers,  and  repeatedly  issu- 
ing orders  to  have  news  of  Kew. 
Sick-beds  scared  her  away  invariably. 
When  illness  befell  a  member  of  her 
family  she  hastily  retreated  from  be- 
fore the  sufferer,  showing  her  agita- 
tion of  mind,  however,  by  excessive 
ill-humor  to  all  the  others  within  her 
reach. 

A  fortnight  passed,  a  ball  had  been 
found  and  extracted,  the  fever  was 
over,  the  wound  was  progressing  fa- 
vorably, the  patient  advancing  to- 
wards convalescencQ,  and  the  mother, 
with  her  child  once  more  under  her 
wing,  happier  than  she  had  been  for 
seven  years  past,  during  which  her 
youn^*prodiglK  had  been  running  the 
thoughtless  career  of  which  he  him- 
self was  weary,  and  which  had  occa- 
cioned  the  fond  lady  such  anguish. 
Those  doubts  which  perplex  many  a 


thinking  man,  and,  when  formed  and 
uttered,  give  many  a  fond  and  faithful 
woman  pain  so  exquisite,  had  most 
fortunately  never  crossed  Kew*s  mind. 
His  early  impressions  were  such  as 
his  mother  had  left  them,  and  he  came 
back  to  her  as  she  would  have  him,  as 
a  little  child,  owning  his  faults  with 
a  hearty  humble  repentance,  and  with 
a  thousand  simple  confessions  lament- 
ing the  errors  of  his  past  days.  We 
have  seen  him  tired  and  ashamed  of 
the  pleasures  which  he  was  pursuing, 
of  tne  companions  who  surround^ 
him,  of  the  brawls  and  dissipation 
which  amused  him  no  more ;  in  those 
hours  of  danger  and  doubt,  when  he 
had  lain,  with  death  perhaps  before 
him,  making  up  his  account  of  the 
vain  life  which  probably  he  would  be 
called  upon  to  surrender,  no  wonder 
this  simple,  kindly,  modest,  and  cour- 
ageous soul  thought  seriously  of  the 
past  and  of  the  future ;  and  prayed, 
and  resolved,  if  a  future  were  awarded 
to  him,  it  should  make  amends  for 
the  days  gone  by ;  and  surely  as  the 
mother  and  son  read  together  the  be- 
loved assurance  of  the  divine  forgive- 
ness, and  of  that  jov  which  angels 
feel  in  heaven  for  a  smner  repentant, 
we  may  faney  in  the  happy  mother's 
breast  a  feeling  somewhat  akin  to  that 
angelic  felicity,  a  gratitude  and  joy  of 
all  others  the  loftiest,  the  purest,  the 
keenest.  Lady  Walham  might  shrink 
with  terror  at  the  Frenchman's  name, 
but  her  son  could  forgive  him,  with 
all  his  heart,  and  kiss  his  mother's 
hand,  and  thank  him  as  the  best 
Mend  of  his  life. 

During  ail  the  days  of  his  illness, 
Kew  had  never  once  mentioned  Ethel's 
name,  and  once  or  twice  as  his  recov- 
ery progressed,  when  with  doubt  and 
tremor  his  mother  alluded  to  it,  he 
turned  from  the  subject  as  one  that 
was  disagreeable  and  painful.  Had 
she  thought  seriously  on  certain 
things  T  Lady  Walham  asked.  Kew 
thought  not,"  but  those  who  are  bred 
up  as  you  would  have  them,  mother, 
are  often  none  the  better,"  the  humble 
young  follow  said.    "  I  believe  she  is 
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•  TCTf  good  giri.  She  b  Toy  derer, 
she  u  excfwdwgly  handaone,  the  is 
rery  good  to  hor  pamUs  and  ber 
brothers  and  asters;  bat'' — be  did 
not  finish  the  sentence.  Perhaps  he 
-tiioaght,  as  he  told  Ethel  afterwards, 
that  she  would  baTC  agreed  with  Ladj 
Walham  erepi  worse  than  with  h^ 
imperians  old  grandmother. 

Lady  Walham  Uien  fell  to  deplore 
Sir  Briffi'a  condition,  aeoonnts  of 
whose  setnire,  of  oonrse,  had  been 
desfialched  to  the  Kehl  party,  and  to 
lament  that  a  worldly  man-  as  he  was 
abonld  have  jsueh  an  aiQiction,  ao 
near  the  gvftTC  jmd  ao  little  prepared 
for  it.  Hece  honest  Kew,  however, 
held  oat.  "  ^very  man .  fOr  himaelf, 
mother,"  aays  he.  "Sir  Brian  was 
bred  op  very  strictly,  p^haps  too 
strictly  as  a  young  man.  Don't  yoo 
know  that  that  good  Colon^,  his  elder 
brother,  who  seems  to  me  abont  the 
most  honest  and  good  old  gentleman 
I  ever  met  in  my  life,  was  driven  into 
•  rebellion  and  ail  torts  of  wild  courses 
by  old  Mf9.  Newcome's  tyranny  over 
him?  As  for  ^  Brian, he  goes  to 
chnrch  every  Snnday :  has  prayers  in 
the  family  every  day :  I  'm  aare  has 
led  a  hnodred  times  better  life  than  I 
have,  poor  old  Sir  Brian.  I  often 
have  thought,  mother,  that  though 
our -side  was  wrong,  yoars  coald  not 
be  altogether  r%ht,  because  I  remem- 
ber how  my  tutor,  <and  Mr.  Bonner, 
,and  Dr.  iJasd,  when  they  used  to 
•come  down  to  •«&  <atKewbury,  used 
to  make  themselves  so  unhappy  about 
other  people.''  So  the  widow  with- 
drew her  unhappiness  abont  Sir 
3rian  ;  she  was  quite  glad  to  hopo  for 
the  best  regarding  that  invalid. 

With  some  fears  yet  regarding  her 
son, --« for  many  or  the  books  with 
which  the  good  lady  travelled  could 
not  be  got  to  interest  him  ;  at  some 
he  would  laugh  outright,  -—  with  fear 
mixed  with  the  maternal  joy  that  he 
was  returned  to  her,  and  had  quitted 
his  old  ways ;  with  ket*n  feminine  tri- 
umph, perhaps,  that  she  had  won  him 
back,  and  nappiness  at  hin  daily- 
mendin;;  health,  all  Lady  Walham's 


hoars  wen  passed  in  thaiiliftf  and  de- 
lighted  occupation  Geoi^  Barnes 
kipt  the  Kewcomes  acquainted  with 
the  stale  of  his  brother's  health.  The 
skilfid  soigeon  finom  Strasbourg  re- 
ported daily  better  and  better  of  him, 
and  the  little  fiuaily  were  living  in 
groat  neaoe  and  contentment,  with 
one  sobject  of  dread,  howcTcr,.  hang- 
ing over  the  mother  of  thc'two  young 
men,  the  arrival  of  Lady  Kew,  the 
fierce  old  mother-in-law  who  had 
worsted  liady  Walham  in  many  a 
previons  battle. 

.It  was  what  1&OT«ailthe  summer 
of  St.  \Mmrlin,  and  the  .whether  was 
Inckily  rm  fine ;  Kew«oald  present- 
ly be  wbeded  into  |ik  garden  of  the 
hotel,  whence  he  could  see  the  broad 
turbid  cnmnt  of  the  swollen  Rhine: 
the  French  bank  fringed  with  alders, 
the  vast  yellow  fields  behind  them, 
the  great  avenae  of  popUrs.stret<  hing 
away  to  the  Alsatian  dty,  and  its 
-pnrme  minster  yonder.  Uood  Lady 
'Walham  was  for  improving  the  shin- 
ing hour  by  reading  amusing  extracts 
-fimn  her  fiivorite  voIqbkb,  gentle 
anecdotes  of  Chinese  and  iloitentot 
converts,  and  incidents  from  mission- 
ary travel.  Geoige  Barnes,  a  wily 
young  diplomatist,  insinuated  Galw- 
man  J  and  hinted  that  Kew- might  line 
a  novel ;  and  a  profane  work  called 
"  Oliver  Twist  "^^  having  appeared 
About  diis  time,  .which  &orge  read 
out- to' his  family  with  admirable  em- 
phasis, it  is  a  fact  that  Lady  Walham 
became  so  interested  in  the  parish 
boy <s  progress  Ihat^he  took  his  his- 
tory into  her  bedroom  (where  it 
was  discovered,' under  Blatherwick's 
"Voice  from  Mesopotamia,"  by  her 
Ladyship's  maid),  and  that  Kew 
laughed  so  immensely  at  Mr.  Bumble, 
the  Beadle,  as  to  endanger  the  reopen- 
ing of  his  wound. 

While,  one  day,  they  were  so  harm- 
lessly and  pleasantly  occupied,  a  great 
whacking  of  whips,  blowing  of  homs, 
and  whirling  of  wheels  was  heard 
in  the  stRect  wit  out.  The  wheels 
stopped  at  their  liot€»l  grate ;  Larly 
>W>Uiam stained  up;  ran  throu^lt  the 
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garden-door,  closing  it  behind  her; 
and  divined  justly  who  had  arrived. 
The  landlord  was  bowing ;  the  coa- 
rier  pushing  about ;  waiters  in  attend- 
ance ;  one  of  them,  coming  up  to  pale- 
faced  Lady  Walham,  said,  "  Her  Ex- 
cellency the  Frau  Grafinn  von  Kew 
is  even  now  absteiging." 

"  Will  you  be  good  enough  to  walk 
into  oar  salon.  Lady  Kew?"  said 
the  daughter4n-law,  steppingforwartl 
and  opening  the  door  of  that  apart- 
ment. The  countess,  leaning  on  her 
staHT,  entered  that  darkened  chamber. 
IShe  ran  up  towards  f^  easy-chair, 
where  she  supposed  Lord  Kew  was.. 
"  My  dear  Frattk ! "  cries  the  old  lady ; 
"  my  dear  boy,  what  a  pretty  fright 
Tdu  have  given  us  all !  They  don*t 
keep  YOU  in  this  horrid  noisy  room 
facing  the  — .  Ho,  —  what  is 
this  ?  "  cries  th^  countess,  closing  her 
sentence  abruptly. 

"  It  is  not  Frank.  It  is  only  a  bol- 
ster/Lady Kew ;  and  I  don't  keep  him 
in  a  noisy  room  towards  the  street," 
said  Lady  Walham. 

"  Ho !  how  do  you  do  1  This  is 
the  way  to  him,  I  suppose  " ;  and  sh3 
^nt  to  another  door,  — it  was  a  cup- 
board full  of  the  relics  of  Frank's  ifi- 
nesi,  irom  which  Lady  Walham's 
mother-in-law  shrunk  back  f^hast. 
"Will  you  please  to  see  that  i  have 
a  coinfortable  room,  Maria ;  and  one 
for  my  maid,  next  me  ?  I  will  thank 
YOU  to  see  yourself,'*  the  Empress  of 
&ew  said,  pointing  with  her  stick,  be- 
'fore  which  many  a  time  the  younger 
lady  had  tremibled. 

This  time  Lady  Walham  only  rang 
the  bell.  "  I  don't  spe^k  German ;  and 
have  never  been  on  any  floor  of  the 
house  but  this.  Your  servant  had  bet- 
ter see  to  ^our  room.  Lady  Kew. 
That  next  is  mine;  and  I  keep  the 
door,  which  you  are  trying,  locked  on 
the  other  side." 

"  And  I  suppose  Frank  is  locked  up 
there  I "  cried  the  old  lady, "  with  a  ba- 
sin of  gruel  and  a  book  of  Watts's 
hymns.  A  servant  entered  at  this 
moment^  answering  Lady  Walham's 
summons.    **  Peacock,  the  Countess 


of  Kew  says  that  she  proposes  to  stay 
here  this  evening.  Fleasa  to  ask  the 
lundlord  to  show  her  Ladyshiprooms," 
said  Lady  Walham ;  and  by  this  time 
she  had  thought  of  a  reply  to  Lady 
Kew's  last  kind  speech. 

"  If  my  son  were  locked  up  in  my 
room,  madam,  his  mother  is  surely  the 
best  nurse  for  him.  Why  did  you  not 
come  to  him  three  weeks  sooner,  when 
there  was  nobody  with  him.  1 " 

Lady  Kew  said  nothing,  but  glared 
and  showed  her  teeth,  -^  those  pearls 
6et  in  gold. 

*'  And  my  company  may  not  amuse 
Lord  Kew  — " 

"He — e  — e I "  grinned  the  elder, 
savagely. 

*'  But  at  least  it  is  better  than  some 
to  which  yon  introduced  my  son," 
continued  Lady  Kew's  daughter-in- 
law,  gathering  force  and  wrath  as  she 
spoke.  "  Your  Ladyship  may  think 
lightly  of  me,  but  you  can  hardly 
think  so  ill  of  me  as  of  the  Duchesso 
d'lvry,  I  should  suppose,  to  whom  yoii 
sent  my  boy,  to  form  him,  you  said ; 
about  whom,  when  I  remonstrated,  — 
for  though  I  live  out  the  world  I  hear 
of  it  sometimes,  —  you  were  pleased  to 
t^l  me  that  I  was  a  pmde  and  a  fool. 
It  is  you  I  thank  for  separating  my 
child  from  me  —  yes,  you — for  so 
many  yeanj  of  my  life ;  and  for  bring- 
mg  me  to  him  when  he  was  bleedins^ 
and  almost  a  corpse,  but  that  God  pre- 
served him  to  the  widow's  prayers; 

—  and  you,  you  were  by,  and  never 
came  near  him." 

"I  —  I  did  not  come  to  see  you, 

—  or  —  or — for  this  kind  of  scene, 
■Lady  Walham,"  muttered  the  other. 
Lady  Kew  was  accustomed  to  triumph, 
by  attacking  in  masses,  like  Napoleon. 
Those  who  faced  her  routed  her. 

"No;  you  did  not  come  for  me, 
I  know  very  well,"  the  daughter  went 
on.  "  You  loved  me  no  better  than 
you  loved  your  son,  whose  lilVs,  as  long 
as  you  meddled  with  it,  you  made 
wretched.  You  came  here  for  mv 
boy.  Haven't  yon  done  him  evil 
enough  1  And  now  God  has  raerei- 
fully  preserved  him,  you  want  to  lead 
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him  back  again  into  ruin  and  crime. 
It  shall  not  be  so,  wicked  woman !  bad 
mother !  cruel,  heartless  parent !  — 
George  ! "  (Here  her  younger  son 
entered  the  room,  and  she  ran  towards 
him  with  fluttering  robes  and  seized 
his  hands.)  "Here  is  your  grand- 
mother ;  here  is  the  Countess  of  Kew, 
come  from  Baden  at  last ;  and  she 
wants  —  she  wants  to  take  Frank 
from  us,  my  dear,  and  to  —  give  — 
him  —  back  to  the  — Frenchwoman 
again.  No,  no !  O  my  God ! 
Never  !  never! "  And  she  flung  her- 
self into  George  Barnes's  arms,  faint- 
ing with  an  hysteric  burst  of  tears. 

"  You  had  best  get  a  strait-waist- 
coat for  your  mother,  George  Barnes," 
Lady  Kew  said,  scorn  and  hatred  in 
her  face.  (If  she  had  been  lago's 
daughter,  with  a  strong  likeness  to 
her  sire,  Lord  Steyne*s  sister  could 
not  have  looked  more  dialolical.) 
**  Have  you  had  advice  for  her  ?  Has 
nursing  poor  Kew  turned  her  head  ? 
I  came  to  see  him.  Why  have  I  been 
left  alone  for  half  an  hour  with  this 
mad  woman?  You  ought  not  to 
trust  her  to  give  Frank  medicine.  It 
is  positively  —  " 

"  Excuse  me,"  said  George,  with  a 
bow;  "I  don't  think   the  complaint 
has    as  yet    exhibited   itself  in   my 
mother's  branch  of  the  family.     (She 
always  hated  me,"  thought  George ; 
"  but  if  she  had  by  chance  left  me  a 
legacy,   there  it  goes.)     You  would 
like,  ma'am,   to    see  the    rooms  up 
stairs  ?     Here  is  the  landlord  to  con- 
duct your  Ladyship.     Frank  will  be 
quite  ready  to  receive  you  when  you 
come  down.     I  am  sure  I  need  not 
beg  of  your  kindness  that  nothing 
may  be  said   to  agitate  him.    It  is 
barely  three  weeks  since  M.  de  Cas- 
tillonnes'  ball  was  extracted ;  and  the 
doctors  wish  he  should  be  kept  as 
quiet  as  possible." 

Be  sure  that  the  landlord,  the  cou- 
rier, and  the  persons  enjjaged  in  show- 
ing the  Countess  of  Kew  the  apart- 
ments above  spent  an  agreeable  time 
with  her  Excellency  the  Frau  Graflnn 
Ton  Kew.     She  must  have  had  better 


luck  in  her  encounter  with  these  than 
in   her  previous   passages    with  her 
grandson  and  his  mother;  for  when 
she  issued  from  her  apartment  in  a 
new  dress  and  fresh  cap,  Lady  Kew's 
face  wore  an   expression  of  perfect 
serenity.      Her  attendant  may  have 
shook     her    fist    behind    her,    and 
her    man's    eyes    and    face    looked 
Blitz   and   Donnerwetter ;    but  their 
mistress's  features  wore  that  pleased 
look  which  they  assumed  when  she 
had     been     satisfactorily    punishing 
somebody.    Lord  Kew  had  by   this 
time  got  back  from  the  garden  to  his 
own  room,  where  he  awaited  grand- 
mamma.   If  the  mother  and  her  two 
Fons  had  in  the  inter\'al  of  Lady  Kew's 
toilet  tried  to  resume  the  history  of 
Bumble  the  Beadle,  I  fear  they  could 
not  have  found  it  very  comical. 

"  Bless  me,  my  dear  child  !    How 
well  you  look  !    Many  a  girl  would 
give  the  world  to  have  such  a  com- 
plexion.     There  is  nothing  like  a 
mother  for  a  nurse  1  Ah,  no  !  Maria, 
you  desen-e  to  be  the  Mother  Superi- 
or of  a  House  of  Sisters  of  Charity, 
you  do.     The  landlord  has  given  ine 
a  delightful   apartment,  thank  you. 
He  is  an  extortionate  wretch ;  but  I 
have  no  doubt  I  shall  be  very  com- 
fortable.      The  Dodsburys  stopped 
here,  I  see,  by  the  travellers'  booK,  — 
quite  right,  instead  of  skeping  at  that 
odious  buggy  Strasbourg.    We  have 
had  a  sad,  sad  time,  my  dears,  at 
Baden.  .  Between  anxiety  about  poor 
Sir    Brian,    and    about    jon,'    you 
naughty  boy,  I  am  sure  I  wonder 
how  I  have  got  through  it  all.    Doc- 
tor Finck  would  not  let    me  come 
away  to-day  ;  but  I  would  come." 

"  I  am  sure  it  was  uncommonly- 
kind,  ma'am,"  says  poor  Kew,  with  a 
rueful  face. 

"  That  horrible  woman  agninst 
whom  I  always  warned  you — but 
young  men  will  not  take  the  advice 
of  old  grandmammas  —  has  gone 
away  these  ten  days.  Monsieur  lo 
Due  fetched  her ;  and  if  he  locked  her 
up  at  Montcontour,  and  kept  btr  on 
bread-and-water  for  the  rest  of  her  lib 
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1  am  sure  he  would  serve  her  right 
When  a  woman  once  forgets  religious 
principles,  Kew,  she  is  sure  to  go 
wrong.  The  Conversation  Room  is 
shut  up.  The  Dorkings  go  on  Tues- 
day. Clara  is  reallv  a  dear  little  art- 
less creature  ;  one  that  you  will  like, 
Maria, — and  as  for  Ethel,  I  really 
think  she  is  an  angel.  To  see  her  n  nrs- 
ing  her  poor  father  is  the  most  beau- 
tifol  sight ;  night  after  night  she  has 
sat  up  with  him.  I  know  where  she 
would  like  to  be,  the  dear  child.  And 
if  Frank  falls  ill  again,  Maria,  he 
won't  need  a  mother  or  useless  old 
grandmother  to  nurse  him.  I  have 
got  some  pretty  messages  to  deliver 
from  her ;  out  they  are  for  your  pri- 
vate ears,  my  Lord ;  not  even  mam- 
mas and  brothers  may  hear  them." 

"  Do  not  go,  mother !  Pray  stay, 
Greorgel"  cried  the  sick  man  (and 
again  Lord  Steyne's  sister  looked 
uncommonly  like  that  lamented  mar- 
quis). ''My  cousin  is  a  noble  crea- 
ture," he  went  on.  "  She  has  admir- 
able good  qualities,  which  I  appreciate 
with  all  my  heart ;  and  her  beauty, 
you  know  how  I  admire  it.  I  have 
thought  of  her  a  great  deal  as  I  was 
lying  on  the  bed  yonder"  (the  familv 
look  was  not  so  visible  in  Lady  Kew  s 
face),  "and  —  and  —  I  wrote  to  her 
this  very  morning ;  she  will  have  the 
letter  by  this  time  probably." 

"  Bien,  Frank !  '*  Lady  Kew  smiled 
(in  her  supernatural  way)  almost  as 
much  as  her  portrait,  by  Harlowe,  as 
you  may  see  it  at  Kewbury  to  this 
very  day.  She  is  represented  seated 
before  an  easel,  painting  a  miniature 
of  her  son  Lord  W alham. 

"  I  wrote  to  her  on  the  subject  of 
the  last  conversation  we  had  to- 
gjether,"  Frank  resumed,  in  rather  a 
timid  voice,  •*  the  day  before  my  ac- 
cident. Perhaps  she  did  not  tellyou, 
ma'am,  of  what  passed  between  us. 
We  had  had  a  quarrel ;  one  of  many. 
Some  cowardly  hand,  which  we  both 
of  us  can  guess  at,  had  written  to  her 
an  account  of  mv  past  life,  and  she 
showed  me  the  letter.  Then  I  told 
her,  that  if  she  loved  me  she  never 
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would  have  show^  it  me;  without 
any  other  words  of  reproof  I  bade  her 
farewell.  It  was  not  much,  the 
showing  that  letter;  but  il  was 
enough.  In  twenty  difierences  we 
have  had  together  she  had  been  unjust 
and  captious,  cruel  towards  me,  ami 
too  eager,  as  I  thought,  for  other 
people's  admiration.  Had  she  loved 
me,  it  seemed  to  me  Ethel  would  have 
shown  less  vanity  and  better  temper. 
What  was  I  to  expect  in  life  after- 
wards from  a  girl  who  before  her 
marriage  used  me  sol  Neither  she 
nor  I  could  be  happy.  She  could  be 
gentle  enough,  and  kind,  and  anxious 
to  please  any  man  whom  she  loves^ 
God  bless  her  I  As  for  me,  I  suppose, 
I  'm  not  worthy  of  so  much  talent 
and  beauty,  so  we  both  understoo4 
that  that  was  a  friendly  farewell ;  and 
as  I  have  been  lying  on  my  bed  yon- 
der, thinking,  perhaps,  I  never  might 
leave  it,  or  if  I  did,  that  I  should  like 
to  lead  a  different  sort  of  life  to  that 
which  ended  in  sending  me  there,  my 
resolve  of  last  month  was  only  con- 
firmed. God  forbid  that  she  and  I 
should  lead  the  lives  of  some  folks 
we  know;  that  Ethel  should  many 
without  love,  periiaps  to  fall  into  it 
afterwards;  and  that  I,  after  this 
awful  warning  I  have  had,  should  be 
tempted  back  into  that  dreary  life  I 
'was  leading.  It  was  wicked,  ma'am, 
I  knew  it  was;  many  and  many  a 
day  I  used  to  say  so  to  myself,  and 
longed  to  get  rid  of  it.  I  am  a  poor 
weak  devil,  I  know,  I  am  only  too 
easily  led  into  temptation,  and  I 
should  only  make  matters  worse  if  I 
married  a  woman  who  cares  for  the 
world  more  than  for  me,  and  would 
not  make  me  happy  at  home." 

"  Ethel  care  for  the  world ! "  gasped 
out  Lady  Kew,  "  a  most  artless,  sim- 
ple, afiectionate  creature;  my  dear 
Frank,  she — " 

He  interrupted  her,  as  a  blush  came 
rushing  over  nis  pale  face.  "  Ah ! " 
said  he,  "if  I  had  been  the  painter, 
and  young  Clive  had  been  Lord  Kew, 
which  of  us  do  you  think  she  would 
have  chosen  1    And  she  was  r'"^ 
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He  is  a  hrvre,  luiiidsQrae,  boneet 
young  feUow,  and  is  a  thoasAnd  tiiaas 
•cleverer  and  better  than  I  am." 

"  No  better,  d«ir,  :tbank  God," 
cEted  bis  motber,  oomfig  round  to  tJbte 
otber  side  of  his  aofa,  and  ^eiuag  ber 
son's  hand. 

"  No,  I  don't  ibink  be  js  better, 
!Frank/'  aaid  the  diftlomaiiist,  walking 
awaj  to  tbewijldow(witbia  choking 
▼oioe.  As  for  igrandmamma  at  the 
end  of  tbiSi^tiiie.^Mecl^  and  soeneii  ber 
Ladyship's  Ubaness  to  benliMther;  the 
late  revered  Loxd  JBiejAe,  was  mone 
fdghtfol  than  ever. 

AAer  a  mi«a(e'a  pause,  she-rose  up 
on  her  crooked  atiok,  ^aI|d  •  said, ".  I 
reaUy  feel  I  am  vjiwortbyto  keep 
company  with  so .mneh-^xqq^ite  .vir- 
tue. It  will  be.  enhanced,  my  I«i»Td, 
h^  the  tbon^t  of  the  pe<)iAi\Utf7  sac- 
rifice which  you  areimakiag,  $9r  I  qup- 
pose  ^ou  know  that  1  have  :  been 
hoardiPg)^*-;yQ8,  and  saving*  .  and 
pincbiag,-*- denying  rayscilf'  the  ne- 
cessities -of  life, .  in  order  that  mv 
grandson  might  one  day  haye  ^naugh 
to  sup^rt  his  arank.  Go  <  and  Uveia^d 
starve  in  your  dxeary  M  house/  and 
marry  a. parson's  daughter,  and.  sing 
psalms  ^ith I yonr  precious  mother; 
and  I  have  bo  :doubt  you  -  and  she  ■ — 
sh&  who  has  thwarted  me  all  thvovgh 
life,  and -wbmn  I  hated,  i — yes,  I 
bated  from  the- moment  she  took  my 
son  from  .me.  and  bivought  misery  into 
mv.  family^-*.will  be  all  the  happier 
wnen  she  thinka  that  she  has.  made  a 

I»oor,  .fond,  loqely  old  woman  more 
onely  and  miserable.  If  you  please, 
Oeovge  Bai9ies».be  .good  enough  (|o 
.tell  my  peo|]^e  that  j  shall  go  back  to 
BadiQn'  ;:and  waving  her  children 
away  from  her,  the  old  woman  tot- 
tered ouli  i>f  ibo  isoomon.ber  crutch. 

So  the  wickod. Fairy-  drove  away 
disappointed  in  ber  chariot  with  the 
very  dragons,  which  had  brought'  her 
away  in  the  morning,  and. just  had 
time  to.  get  their  foed  of  b}ack  bruad. 
I  wonder  whether  they  were  the 
horses  Clive  and  J.  J.  and  Jack  Bel- 
aize  bad.  nsQd.w^n  they, passed  on 


lih^r  Boad  to  Switzarkuid'?  Black 
Care .  eka  ^  behind  all  tsorts  ^f  horses, 
Aud  gives  a  trinkgelt  to  Aostilions  .ail 
over  the  map.  A  thrill,  of  trlumpli 
m^  be  .permitted  to  X^ady  Walbam 
after  her  .v^otorv.  over  ber  motberf in- 
law. What  Qbris^an  woman  does 
notHke  to  conquer  .another;  and  if 
that  otber  were  a  mother-in-law, 
wouJkd  the  vietory  be  loss  aw«et  ?  .Hus- 
bands and. wivea both  will,be,pLeas^ 
that  l4idy  W.albam  ha^  Jhad  tbe  better 
of  this  bout :  and  you,  young  boys 
fwd.virgiBs,.  wb^  your  tuim  xomes  to 
bo  raarned,  y^ou  will  understand  the 
•bidden  meaning  of  this  .{passage. 
Geoxge  <Bacnes  got  "  Oliver  Twi^t " 
out,  and  bogan  to  read  therein,  liins 
^ancyiand  .'Fag^n  .again  i^jieire  sum- 
mon^ before  this  little  company  jto 
.frighten  and -delight .  them*  J  dare 
say  evea  Fagin  and-  Miss-Nancy /ail^ 
:with  the; widow,. ao  absoil)ed iwas  .s*he 
wjith  the  thoughts  of  .  the  v^idory 
■wbifh  she  bad  just. won.  -For  .ibe 
evening :  service,  in  which  ber, sons 
rqjoiced  ber  .fond  b.eart  by  joinings  she 
l^bted  on  a  psalm  ^which  >  was  as  .a 
.'Xe  Z^ma^r  the  battle, — the  battle 
ipf  .'Kebl  by  Rhine,  where  Kew's  soul, 
as  Jiia  mother  thought^  was  the  olje^t 
jof  conteatian  between  the  enemies. 
I  -bavc:  said  this  book -is  ■.  all  about 
^e  Wjorld  and  a  reapectable  t  family 
dwelling  in  it.  .  It  is  not  a  sermon,  ex- 
oeptw&re  it  cannot  help  itself,  and 
lhe,:«peaker  ,pnr9miig  the  destiny  of 
bis.  narrative  finds  such  a>  homily  J)e- 
U»e  him.  0  £ciei)d,  in  your  jlife  and 
mine,  don't  we  bgbt  u]X)n  such, ser- 
mons daily  ,-^  don't  we  see<atfb^me 
as  well  as  amopgst  our  neighbors  that 
battle  b^twJKt  £yil  and  Good  ?  Jlere 
on  one  side  is  Self  and  Ambition  and 
Advan^mept;.  and  Kight  and  liOve 
on  the  other.  Which  shallvwe  let-  to 
triI^nph  for  ourselvesr-^  which  fpr  jwr 
.children  ? 

The  young  men  were  sitting  aiaok- 
ing  the  ves^r  cigar.  (Frank  would 
•do  it,  and  his  motner  actually  lighted 
bis  cigar  tor  him  now,  enjoining  bim 
straightway  after  to  go  to  bed. )  .<Kew 
^ne^e^.i|ndiOQkied  at  a.  9tar  §hiwp(^ 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


275 


above  in  the  heaven.  *'  Which  is  that 
star  V*  he  asked  :  and  the  accomplish- 
ed young  diplomatist  answered  it  was 
Jopiter. 

"  Wliat  a  lot  of  things  you  know, 
George  ! "  cries  the  senior,  delighted. 
"  You  ought  to  have  been  the  eld«r, 
you  ought,  by  Jupiter.  But  you 
have  lost  your  chance  this  time.^ 

"  Yes,  thank  God ! "  says  George.  ' 

"  And  I  am  going  to  be  all  right,  — 
and  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf,  old 
boy, — and  paste  down  the  old  ones, 
eh  ?  I  wrote  to  Martins  t^B  morn- 
ing to  have  all  my  horses  sold  ;  and 
I  '11  never  bet  again, —  so  help  me  — 
so  help  me,  Jupiter.  I  made  a  vow, 
—  a  promise  to  myself,  you  see,  that 
I  would  n*t  if  I  recovered.  Attd  I 
wrote  to  Cousin  Ethel  this  momiAg. — 
As  I  thought  over  the  matter  yonder, 
I  •  felt  quite  certain  I  was  right,  and 
that  we  could  never,  Aever  pull  to- 
gether. Now  the  Countess  is  gone,  I 
wonder  whether  I  was  right,— to  give 
up  sixty  thousand  pounids,  and  the 
j^rettiest  girl  in  London  I '' 

'*  Shall  I  take  horses  and  go  after 
her?  My  inoth^r  's  gone  to  bed, 
she  won't  know,"  asked  Greorge. 
**  Sixty  thousand  is  a  lot  of  money 
to  lose." 

Kew  laughed.  "  If  you  were  to  go 
atid  tell  our  grandmother  that  I  could 
not  live  the  night  through ;  and  that 
you  would  be  "Cord  Kew  in  the  morn- 
mg,  and  your  son.  Viscount  Wal- 
Kam,  I  think  the  Countess  would 
make  up  a  match  between  yon  and 
the  sixty  thousand  pounds,  and  the 

Erettiest  girl  in  Ungfand  :  she  would 
y  —  by  Jupiter.  I  intend  only  to 
swear  by  the  heathen  gods  now, 
Georgy. — ^No,  I  am  not  sorry  I  wrote 
to  Ethel.  What  a  fine  girl  she  is !  — 
I  don't  mean  her  beauty  merely,  but 
such  a  nohle-bred  one!  Aiad  to 
think  that  there  she  is  in  the  market 
to  be  knocked  down  to — I  say,  I  was 
going  to  call  that  three-year-old, 
Ethelinda. —  We  must  christen  her 
over  again  for  Tattersall's,  Geor- 
gy" 
A  knock  is  heard  through  an  ad- 


joining door,  and  -a  maternal  voice 
cries  *'  It  is  time  to  go  to  bed."  So 
the  brothers  pa^  ^nd,  let  us  '  hope, 
sleep  soundly.  • 

The  Countess  of  Kew,  meanwhile, 
has  returned  to  Baden;  where, 
though  it  is  midnight  when  she  ar- 
rives, and  the  old  lady  has  had  two 
long  bootless  journeys,  you  will  be 
grieved  to  hear .  that  she  does  not 
sleep  a  single  .wink.  In  the  morning 
she  bobbles  over  to  the  Newroote 
quarters ;  and  Ifithel  comes  down  to 
her  pale  and  calm.  How  is  her 
ikther  1  He  ^las  had  a  good  night : 
he  is  a  little  better,  speaks  more  de^- 
ly,  has  a  •  little  more  the  use  of  his 
hmbs. 

**  I.wish'/  had  had  a  good  night  I " 
groans  out  the  Countess. 

"I  thought  you  were  going  to 
Lord  Kew,  at  Kehl,"  ^  remarked  her 
granddaughter. 

**  I  did  go,  and  returned  with 
wretches  who  would  not  bring  me 
more  than  five  mUes  an  hour !  I 
dismissed  that  brutal  grinning  cou- 
rier, and  1  have  given  warning  to 
&at  fiend  of  a  maid." 

"  And  Frank  is  pretty  well,  grand- 
mamma ?  " 

"Well!  He  looks  as  pink  as  a 
girl  in  her  first  settton!  I  found 
him,  and  his  brother  George,  and 
their  mamma.  -  I  think  Maria  was 
hearing  ^m  their  catechism*,"  cries 
the  old  lady. 

**-  N.  and  M.  togedier  I  Verv  pret- 
ty,^' says  Ethel,  gravely.  **  George 
has  always  been  a  -good  boy,  and  it 
is  quite  time  for  itty  Lord  Kew  to 
begin." 

The  elder  lady  looked  at  her  de- 
scendant, but  Miss  Ethel's  glance 
was  impenetrable.  "  I  suppose  you 
can  fancy,  my  dear,  why  I  ca|ne 
back  ?  "  said  Lady  Kew. 

**  Because  you  quarrelled  with  La- 
dy Walham,  grandmamma.  I  think 
I  have  heard'  that  there  used  to  be 
difierences  between  yoir."  Miss  New- 
come  was  armed  for  defenre  and  at- 
tack; in  which  cases  we  have  said 
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Lady  Eew  did  not  care  to  assault 
her.  "My  grandson  told  me  that 
he  had  written  to  you,"  the  Countess 
said. 

"  Yes :  and  had  you  waited  hut 
half  an  hour  yesterday,  you  might 
have  spared  me  the  humiliation  of 
that  journey. " 

"  you— the  humiliation  —Ethel !  " 

"  Yes,  me,"  Ethel  flashed  out.  "  Do 
you  suppose  it  is  none  to  have  me 
bandied  about  fh)m  bidder  to  bidder, 
and  ottered  for  sale  to  a  gentleman 
who  will  not  buy  me  ?  Why  have 
you  and  all  my  family  been  so  eager 
to  get  rid  of  me  ?  Why  should  you 
suppose  or  desire  that  Lord  Kcw 
should  like  me  ?  Has  n't  he  the  opera ; 
and  such  friends  as  Madame  la  Du- 
chesse  d'lvry,  to  whom  your  Ladyship 
introduced  him  in  early  lite  ?  JEle 
told  me  so  :  and  she  was  good  enough 
to  inform  me  of  the  rest.  What  at- 
tractions have  I  in  comparison  with 
such  women  ?  And  to  this  man  from 
whom  I  am  parted  by  good  fortune  ; 
to  this  man  who  writes  to  remind  me 
that  we  are  separated,  —  your  Lady- 
ship must  absolutely  pro  and  entreat 
him  to  give  me  another  trial !  It  is 
too  much,  grandmamma.  Do  please 
to  let  me  stay  where  I  am  ;  and  worry 
me  with  no  more  schemes  for  my 
establishment  in  life.  Be  contented 
with  the  happiness  which  you  have 
secured  for  Clara  Pulleyn  and  Barnes ; 
and  leave  me  to  take  care  of  my  poor 
father  Here  I  know  I  am  doing  right. 
Here,  at  least,  there  is  no  such  sor- 
row, and  doubt,  and  shame  for  me 
as  my  friends  have  tried  to  make  me 
endure.  There  is  my  father's  bell. 
He  likes  me  to  be  with  him  at  break- 
fast and  to  read  his  paper  to  him. 

"  Stay  a  little,  Ethel,"  cried  the 
Countess,  with  a  trembling  voice. 
"  I  am  older  than  your  father,  and 
jrou  owe  me  a  little  obedience,  that 
IS,  if  children  do  owe  any  obedience 
to  their  parents  nowadays.  I  don't 
know.  I  am  an  old  woman, —  the 
world  perhaps  has  changed  since  my 
time;  and  it   is  you   who  ought  to 

nmand,  I  dare  say,  and  we  to  fol- 


low. Perhaps  I  have  been  wrong  all 
through  life,  and  in  trying  to  teach 
my  children  to  do  as  I  was  made  to 
do.  God  knows  I  have  had  very  lit 
tie  comfort  from  them  :  whether  they 
did  or  whether  they  didn't.  You 
and  Frank  I  had  set  my  heart  on  ;  I 
loved  you  out  of  all  my  grandchil- 
dren,—  was  it  very  unnatural  that 
I  should  wish  to  see  you  together? 
For  that  boy  I  have  been  saving  mon- 
ey these  years  past.  He  flies  back  to 
the  arms  of  his  mother,  who  has 
been  pleased  to  hate  me  as  only  such 
virtuous  people  can  ;  who  took  away 
my  own  son  from  me  ;  and  now  his 
son,  —  towards  whom  the  onlv  fault  I 
ever  committed  was  to  spoil  Jiim  and 
be  too  fond  of  him.  Don't  leave  me 
too,  my  child.  Let  me  have  some- 
thing that  I  can  like  at  ray  years. 
And  I  like  your  pride,  Ethel,  and 
your  beauty,  my  dear  ;  and  I  am  not 
angry  with  your  hard  words  ;  and  if 
I  wish  to  see  you  in  the  place  in  life 
which  becomes  you, — do  Ido  wrong  ? 
No.  Silly  girl !  There, —  giVe  me 
the  little  hand.  How  hot  it  is ! 
Mine  is  as  cold  as  a  stone, —  and 
shakes,  does  n't  it  ?  —  Eh  !  it  was  a 
pretty  hand  once  \  What  did  Ann  — 
what.did  your  mother  say  to  Frank's 
letter  ? " 

"  I  did  not  show  it  to  her,"  Ethel 
answered. 

"  Let  me  see  it,  my  dear,"  whis- 
pered Lady  Kew,  in  a  coaxing  way. 

"  There  it  is,"  said  Ethel,  point- 
ing to  the  fireplace,  where  there  lay 
some  torn  fragments  and  ashes  of 
paper.  It  was  the  same  fireplace 
at  which  Clive's  sketches  had  oeen 
burned. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

AMONGST   THE   PAINTERS. 

When  Clive  Newcome  comes  to  be 
old,  no  doubt  he  will  remember  his 
Roman  days  as  amongst  the  happiest 
which  fate  ever  awarded  him.  The 
simplicity  of  the  student's  life  there, 
the  greatness  and  friv  ndly  splendor  of 
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the  scenes  snrroundmg  him,  the  de- 
lightful nature  of  the  occupation  in 
which  he  is  engaged,  the  pleasant 
company  of  comrades  inspired  by  a 
like  pleasure  over  a  similar  calling, 
the  labor,  the  meditation,  the  holi* 
day  and  the  kindly  feast  afterwards, 
should  make  the  art  -  students  the 
happiest  of  youth,  did  they  but  know 
their  good  fortune.  Their  work  is, 
for  the  most  part,  delightfiilly  easy. 
It  does  not  exercise  the  brain  too 
much,  but  gently  occupies  it,  and 
with  a  subject  most  agreeable  to  the 
scholar.  The  mere  poetic  flame,  or 
jet  of  invention,  needs  to  be  lighted 
up  but  very  seldom,  namely,  when 
the  young  painter  is  devising  his 
subject,  or  settling,  the  composition 
thereof.  The  posing  of  figures  and 
drapery;  the  dexterous  copying  of 
the  line ;  the  artful  processes  of  cross- 
hatching,  of  stumping,  of  laying  on 
lights,  and  what  not;  the  arrange- 
ment of  color,  and  the  pleasing  oper- 
ations of  glazing  and  the  like,  are 
labors  for  the  most  part  merely  man- 
ual These,  with  tne  smoking  of  a 
proper  number  of  pipes,  carry  the 
student  through  his  day's  work.  If 
you  pass  his  door  you  will  very  prob- 
ably hear  him  singing  at  his  easel.  I 
should  like  to  know  what  young  law- 
yer, mathematician,  or  divinity  scholr 
ar  can  sing  over  his  volumes,  and  at 
the  same  time  it.dvance  with  his  lalx)r  ? 
In  every  city  where  Art  is  practised, 
there  are  old  •  gentlemen  who  never 
touched  a  pencil  in  their  lives,  but 
find  the  occupation  and  company  of 
artists  so  agreeable  that  they  are  never 
out  of  the  studios ;  follow  one  genera- 
tion of  painters  after  another ;  sit  by 
with  perfect  contentment  while  Jack 
is  drawing  his  pifFeraro,  or  Tom  de- 
signing his  cartoon,  and  years  after- 
wards, when  Jack  is  established  in 
Newman  Street,  and  Tom  a  Royal 
Academician,  shall  still  be  found  in 
their  rooms,  occupied  now  by  fresh 
painters  and  pictures,  telling  the 
youngsters,  their  successors,  what 
glorious  fellows  Jack  and  Tom  were. 
A  poet  must  retire  to  privy  places 


and  meditate  his  rh3rmes  in  secret ;  a 
painter  can  practise  his  trade  in  the 
company  of  friends.  Your  splendid 
chef  d^^cole,  a  Rubens  or  a  Horace 
Vemet,  may  sit  with  a  secretary 
reading  to  him  ;  a  troop  of  admiring 
scholars  watching  the  master's  hand ; 
or  a  company  of  court  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen (to  whom  he  addresses  a  few 
kind  words  now  and  again)  looking 
on  admiringly;  whilst  the  humblest 
painter,  be  he  ever  so  poor,  may  have 
a  friend  watching  at  his  easel,  or  a 
gentle  wife  sitting  by  with  her  work 
in  her  lap,  and  with  fond  smiles,  or 
talk  or  silence,  cheering  his  labor. 

Amongst  all  ranks  and  degrees  of 
painters  assembled  at  Rome,  Mr. 
Olive  found  companions  and  friends. 
The  cleverest  man  was  not  the  best 
artist  very  often ;  the  ablest  artist  not 
the  best  critic  nor  the  best  companion. 
Many  a  man  could  give  no  account 
of  the  faculty  within  him,  but  achieved 
success  because  he  could  not  help  it ; 
and  did,  in  an  hour  and  without  effort, 
that  which  another  could  not  effect 
with  half  a  life's  labor.  There  were 
young  sculptors  who  had  never  read  a 
line  of  Homer,  who  took  on  them- 
selves, nevertheless,  to  interpret  and 
continue  the  heroic  Greek  art.  There 
were  young  painters  with  the  strongest 
natural  taste  for  low  humor,  comic 
singing,  and  Cider-cellar  jollifications, 
who  would  imitate  nothing  under 
Michael  Angelo,  and  whose  canvases 
teemed  with  tremendous  allegories  of 
fates,  furies,  genii  of  death  and  battle. 
There  were  long-haired  lads  who 
fancied  the  sublime  lay  in  the  Perugi- 
nesque  manner,  and  depicted  saintly 
personages  with  crisp  draperies,' crude 
colors,  and  halos  of  gold-leaf.  Our 
friend  marked  all  these  practitioners 
of  Art  with  their  various  oddities  and 
tastes,  and  was  welcomed  in  the  ate- 
liers of  all  of  them,  from  the  grave 
dons  and  seniors,  the  senators  of  the 
French  and  English  Academy,  down 
to  the  jovial  students  who  railed  at  the 
elders  over  their  cheap  cups  at  the 
"  Lepre."  What  a  gallant,  starving:, 
generous,  kindly  life  many  of  thcia 
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led !  What  'fan  in  their  grotesque 
airs,  what  friendship  and  gentleness 
in  their  poverty !  How  splendidly 
Carlo  talked  of  the  marquis  his  cousin, 
and  the  duke  his  intimate  friend ! 
How  exe&t  Federigo  was  on  the  sub^ 
ject  of  his  wrongs,  from  the  Academy 
at  home,  a  paek  of  tradesmen  who 
could  not  understand  high  art,  and 
who  had  neyer  seen  a  gSod  picture ! 
With  what  haughtiness  Atigusto 
swaggered  about  at  Sir  John's  soirees, 
though  he  was  known  to  have  bor- 
rowed Femando's  coat,  and  Luigi's 
dress-boots !  If  one  pr  the  other  was 
ill,  how  nobly  and  generously  his 
companions  flocked  to  comfort  him, 
took  t<nrns  to  nurse  the  sick  man 
through  nights  of  fever,  contributed 
out  of  their  slender  means  to- help 
him  through  his  difficulty.  Max, 
who  loves  flne  dresses  and  the  carnival 
so,  gave  up  a  costume  and  a  carriage 
so  as  to  help  Paul.  Paul,  when  he 
sold  his  picture  {through  the  agency 
of  Pietro,  with  whom  he  had'  quar- 
relled, and  who  recommended  him  to 
a  patron),  gave  a  third  of  the  money 
back  to  Max,  and  took  another  third 
portion  to^azaro,  with  his  poor  wife 
and  child^n,  who  had  not  got  a  single 
order  all  that  winter, — ^and  so  the 
story  went  on.  I  liave  heard  Olive 
tell  of  two  noble  young  Americans 
who  came  to  Europe  to  study  their 
art ;  of  whom  the  one  fell  sick  whilst 
the  other  supported  his  penniless  com- 
rade, and  out  of  sixpence  a  day  abso- 
lutely kept  but  a  penny  for  himself, 
giving  the  rest  to  his  sick  conipanion. 
"  I  should  like  to  have  known  that 
good  Samaritan,  sir,"  our  Colonel 
said,  twirling  his  mustachios,  when 
we  saw  him  again,  and  his  son  told 
him  that  story. 

J.  J.,  in  his  steady  silent  way, 
worked  on  every  day,  and  for  many 
hours  every  day.  When  Clive  en- 
tered their  studio  of  a  morning,  he 
Ibnnd  J.  J.  there,  and  there  he  left 
him.  When  the  Life  Academy  was 
over,  at  night,  and  Clive  went  out  to 
his  soirees,  J.  J.  lighted  his  lamp  and 
continued  bis  happy  Vabor.    He  did 


not  care  for  the  .brawling  snppcr-par« 
ties  of  his  comrades;  liked  better  to 
stay  at  home  than  to  go  into  the 
world,  and  was  seldom-  abroad  iof  a 
night  except  during  the  illness  of 
Luigi  before  mentioned,  when  J.  J. 
spent  constant  evening  at  the  other's 
bedside.  J.  J.  was  £rtunatc  as  well 
as  skilful :  people  in  the  world  took  a 
liking  to  the  modest  young  man,  and 
he  had.  more  than  one  order  for  pic- 
tures. The  Artists*  Club, ,  at  the 
<*  Lepre,"  set  him  down  as  close  with 
his  money;  but  a  year  after  he  left 
Rome,  Lazaro  and  his  wife,  who  still 
remained  there,  told  a  different  ^i^e. 
Clive  Newcome,  when  he  heard  cf 
their  distress,  gave  them  somethine 
—  as  much  as  he  conid  sp9j« ;  1)ut  J. 
J.  gave  more,  and- Clive  'was  as  eager 
in  acknowledging  and  admiring  liis 
friend's  generosity  as  he  was  in  speak- 
ing of  his  genius.  His  was  a  fortu- 
nate orga.nization  indeedl  Study  whs 
his  chief  amusement.  Self-Denial 
came  easily  to  him.  Pleasure,  or 
wliat  is  generally  called  so,  had  ^t- 
tle  charm  for  him.  His  ordinary- 
companions  were  pure  and  sweet 
thoughts;  his  ont-^oor  enjoyment 
the  contemplation  of  natural  beauty , 
for  recreation,  tiie  hunt^red  ^l^asant 
dexterities  and  manipulations  of  his 
craft  were  ceaselessly  interesting  to 
him  :  he  would  draw  every  knot  in 
an  oak  panel,  or  every  leaf  in  an  or- 
ange-tree, smiling,  and  taking  a  gay 
delight  over  the  simple  feats  of  skiH  * 
whenever  you  found  hfim  he  seemed 
watchful  aiid  serine,  his  modest  vir- 
gin-lamp always  lighted  and  trim. 
Ko  ^sts  of  passion  extinguished  it ; 
no 'hopeless  wandering  in  the  darkness 
afterwards  led  him  astray.  Wayfar- 
ers through  the  world,  we  meet  now 
and  again  with  such  purity,  and  sa- 
lute it,  and  hush  whilst  it  passes  on. 

We  have  it  under  CliveN^wcome's 
own  signature'  ^hat  he  intended  to 
pass  a  couple  of  years  in  Italy,  devot- 
ing himself  exclusively .  to  the  study 
of  his  profession.  Other  besides  pro- 
fessional reasons  were  working  secret- 
ly in  the  young  man's  niind,  causing 


Tfi£  NSWOOMES. 


279 


him  to  think  ttiat  -  iibsenee-  from'  Eng- 
land was  the  best  cure  for  a  malaUy 
under  which  he  secretly  labored.     But 
chanj^e  of  air  may  cure  some  sick  peo- 
ple more  speedily  than  the  sufferers 
ever  hoped ;  and  also  it  is  on  record 
that  young  mun  with  the  very  best 
intentions  respecting  study  jdo   not 
fulfil  them,  and  are  led  away,  from 
their,  scheme  .by  aooident,4>r  pleasur*, 
or    necessity,    or  some -goo  J   cause. 
YovLn^r  Qiive  worked, sedulously  two 
or  three  months  at  his  vocation  at 
Komj,  secretly  ^devourin J,  no  donbt, 
the  pan;^  of  sentimdntal  disappoint- 
ment under  which  he  labored ;  and  he 
drew  from  his  models,  and  be  sketched 
rovind  about  ever^rthing  that  suited 
his  pQacii  on  both  sides  of  Tiber ;  and 
he  labored  at  the  Life  Acf^demy  of 
nights,  —  a  model  himself  to   other 
young  students.     The  symptoms  of 
his    sentimental    malady  began    to 
abate.    He  took  an  interest  in   the 
affairs  of  Jaek,  and  Tom,  and  Harry 
round  ^bont  him :  Art  exerjised  its 
great  healing  infloence  on  his  wound- 
ed  spirit,  wfaleh,  to  be  sure^  had  never 
given  in.  -  The  meeting  of  the  paint- 
ers, at  the"  Cafi^  Gireco,"  and  .at  their 
private  hg^ises,  was  very  jovial,  pleas<i 
ant,  and  lively.    Olive  smoi^ed  his 

gipe,  dr$knk  his  glass  of  Marsala,  sane 
is  song,  and  took  part  in  the  general 
chorus  as  gayly  as  the  joUiest  of '  the 
bo|'s.  He  was  the  eock  of  the  whole 
pamting  school,  the  favorite  of  all; 
and  tO' be  liked  by -the  people,  you 
may  be  prettv  sure4hat  we,:for  our 
part<4„  must  like  them. 

Then,  besides  the  painters,  he  had, 
as  he^has  informed' ns,  the  other  so^ 
ciety  of  i^me.  Every  winter  there 
is  a  gay  and  pleasant  Bnglish  colony 
in  that  capital,  of  conr^.  more  or  less 
remarkable  for  rank,  -  fashion,  and 
agpeeability  with  every  varying  year. 
In  Olive's  year  some .  very  pleasant 
folks  set  up  thair  winter  quarters  in 
the  usual  .  foreigners'  resort  round 
about  the  Piazza  di  Spagna.  I  was 
amused  to  find,  lately,  on  looking 
over  the  travels  of  the  respectable 
M.  de  PoUnitz,  that,  a  hnndred  and 


twenty  years  ago,  the  -same  .qtvafter, 
the  same  streets  and  palaces,  scan» 
changed  fiom  those  days,  were  even 
then  polite  foreigners'  resprt.  Of 
one.  or  two  of  the  gentlemen, .  Olive 
had  made  the  acqajuntance  in  the 
hunting-field ;  othera  he  hful  met  dur- 
ing his.  brief  appearance  in  the  I>on- 
don .  world.  Being  a  youth  of  great 
personal  agility,  fitted  thereby  to  the 
graceful  perfocmance  «f  polkas,  &c. ; 
having  good  manners,  and  good  looks, 
and  good  credit  with  Prince  Polonia, 
or  some  other  hanker,  Mr.  Newcome 
wai  thus  made  very  welcQme  to  the 
Auglo» Roman. society;  and  as  kindly 
received  in  genteel  houses^  where  Uiey 
drank  tea  and  danced  the  ealgp,  as 
in  (hose  dusky  taverns  and  retired 
lodgings  where  hi&  bearded  comrades, 
the  painters,  held  their.  ine^Ungs. 

Thrown  toother  ^very  day,  and 
night  after  night;  flocking  to  the 
same  pictune^gi^leiies,  statue-gaUerios, 
Fincian  drives,  md  church  fi>nctiooi}> 
the.Enghfih  coloiuft8..«it  Bpipe  .per- 
force b^ipe  ioitimate,  and  in.  many 
cases  friendly.  Th^y  have  im  Eng- 
lish library  where  the. various  meets 
for  the  week  are  plaicarded:  on  suqh 
a. day  the  Vatican  galleries  are<open ; 
the  next  is  the  feast  of  Saint  so-and- 
so  ;  oa  Wednesday  there  will  be  music 
and  Vespers  at  the  Sistine  Ohapel; 
on  Thursday  the  Pope  will  bless  the 
anii^als,  — p  sheep,  horses,  and  what 
not :  and- flocks  of  Engliah  according- 
ly rush  to  witness  the  benediction  of 
droves  of  donkeys.  In  a  word,  the 
ancient  city  of  the  GsBsars,  the  august 
fanes  of  the  Popes,  with  their.spl^ndor 
and  ceremony,  are  all  mapped  out 
and  arranged  for  English  diversion ; 
and  we  run  in.  a  crowd  to  high  mass 
at  :St.  Peter's,  or  to  the  illumination 
on  Easter  day,  as.  we  run  when  the 
hell  rings  to  the  Bosjeamen  at  Ore- 
mome,  or  the  fireworks  at  Vauxhall. 

Running  to  see  fireworks  alone, 
rushing  off  to  examine  Bosjesmen  by 
one's  ^f  is  a  dreary  work  i  I  should 
think  very  fi^w  men  would  have  the 
courage  to  do  it  i^nattended,  and  per- 
sonally would  not  prefer  ..a  pipe 
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their  own  rooms.  Hence  if  Clive 
went  to  see  all  these  sights,  as  he  did, 
it  is  to  be  concluded  that  he  went  in 
company,  and  if  he  went  in  company 
and  sought  it,  we  may  suppose  that 
little  affair  which  annoyed  him  at 
Baden  no  longer  tended  to  hurt  his 
peace  of  mind  very  seriously.  The 
truth  is,  our  countrymen  are  pleas- 
anter  abroad  than  at  home;  most 
hospitable,  kindly,  and  e^r  to  be 
pleased  and  to  please.  You  see  a 
family  half  a  dozen  times  in  a  week 
in  the  little  Roman  circle,  whom  you 
shall  not  meet  twice  in  a  season  after- 
wards in  the  enormous  London  round. 
When  Easter  is  over  and  everybody 
is  going  away  at  Rome,  you  and 
your  neighbor  shake  hands,  sincerely 
sorry  to  part:  in  London  we  are 
obliged  to  dilute  our  kindness  so  that 
there  is  hardly  any  smack  of  the 
original  milk.  As  one  by  one  the 
pleasant  families  dropped  off  with 
whom  Clive  had  spent  his  happy 
winter;  as  Admiral  Freeman's  car- 
riage drove  away,  whose  pretty  girls 
he  caught  at  St.  Peter's  Kissing  St. 
Peter's  toe ;  as  Dick  Denby's  family 
ark  appeared  with  all  Denby's  sweet 
young  children  kissing  farewells  to  him 
out  of  window ;  as  those  three  charm- 
ing Miss  Baliols  with  whom  he  had 
that  glorious  day  in  the  Catacombs ; 
as  friend  after  friend  quitted  the  great 
city  with  kind  greetings,  warm  pres- 
sures of  the  hand,  and  hopes  of  meet- 
ing in  a  yet  greater  city  on  the  banks 
of  the  Thames,  young  Clive  felt  a 
depression  of  spirit  Rome  was  Rome, 
but  it  was  pleasanter  to  see  at  in  com- 
pany ;  our  painters  are  smoking  still 
at  the  "Cafe  Greco,"  but  a  society 
all  smoke  and  all  painters  did  not 
suit  him.  If  Mr.  Clive  is  not  a 
Michael  Angelo  or  a  Beethoven,  if 
his  genius  is  not  gloomy,  solitary, 
gigantic,  shining  alone,  like  a  light- 
house, a  storm  round  about  him,  and 
breakers  dashing  at  his  feet,  I  cannot 
help  myself;  he  is  as  Heaven  made 
him,  brave,  honest,  gay,  and  friendly, 
and  persons  of  a  gloomy  turn  must 
not  look  to  him  as  a  hero. 


So  Clive  and  his  companion  worked 
awav  with  all  their  hearts  from  No- 
vember until  for  into  April,  when 
Easter  came,  and  the  glorious  gala 
with  which  the  Roman  Church  cele- 
brates that  holy  season.  B  v  this  time 
Clive's  books  were  full  of  sketches- 
Ruins  imperial  and  mediseval ;  peas- 
ants and  bagpipemeUy  Passionists 
with  shaven  polls;  Capuchins  and 
the  equally  hairy  fr^uentei^  of  the 
"Cafe  Greco";  painters  of  all  na^ 
tions  who  resort  there ;  Cardinals  and 
their  queer  equipages  and  attendants ; 
the  Holy  Father  himself  (it  was 
Gregory  sixteenth  of  the  name) ;  the 
dandified  English  on  the  Pincio  and 
the  wonderful  Roman  members  of 
the  hunt,  —  were  not  all  these  de- 
signed by  the  young  man  and  ad- 
mired bv  lus  friends  in  af^er  davs  ? 
J.  J.'s  sketches  were  few,  but  he  had 
painted  two  beautiful  little  pictures, 
and  sold  them  for  so  good  a  price 
that  Prince  Polonia's  people  were 
quite  civil  to  him.  He  had  orders 
tor  yet  more  pictures,  and,  having 
worked  very  hard,  thought  himseli 
authorized  to  accompany  Mr.  Clive 
upon  a  pleasure-trip  to  l^aples,  which 
the  latter  deemed  necessary  after  his 
own  tremendous  labors.  He  for  his 
part  had  painted  no  pictures,  though 
he  had  commenced  a  dozen  and  turned 
them  to  the  wall ;  but  he  had  sketched^ 
and  dined,  and  smoked,  and  danced, 
as  we  have  seen.  So  the  little  britzska 
was  put  behind  horses  again,  and  our 
two  friends  set  out  on  their  tour,  hav- 
ing quite  a  crowd  of  brother  artists  to 
cheer  them,  who  had  assembled  and 
had  a  breakfast  for  the  purpose  at 
that  comfortable  osteria  near  the 
Lateran  Gate.  How  the  fellows  flung' 
their  hats  up,  and  shouted,  "Lebo 
wohl,"  and  "  Adieu,"  and  "  God  bless 
you,  old  boy,"  in  many  languages ! 
Clive  was  the  young  swell  of  the  ar- 
tists of  that  year,  and  adored  by  the 
whole  of  the  jolly  company.  His 
sketches  were  pronounced  on  all  hands 
to  be  admirable ;  it  was  a^ced  that 
if  he  chose  he  might  do  anythin^i^. 

So  with  promises  of  a  speedy  return 
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they  left  behind  them  the  noble  city, 
which  all  love  who  once  have  seen  it, 
and  of  which  we  think  afterwards  ever 
with  the  kindness  and  the  regard  of 
home.  They  dashed  across  the  Cam- 
pagna  and  over  the  beautiful  hills  of 
Albano,  and  sped  through  the  solemn 
Pontine  Marshes,  and  stopped  to 
roost  at  Terracina  (which  was  not 
at  all  like  Fra  Diavolo's  Terracina  at 
Co  vent  Garden,  as  J.  J.  was  distressed 
to  remark),  and  so,galloping  onwards 
through  a  hundred  ancient  cities  that 
crumble  on  the  shores  of  the  beautiful 
Mediterranean,  behold,  on  the  second 
day,  as  they  ascended  a  hill  about 
noon,  Vesuvius  came  in  view,  its 
great  shape  shimmering  blue  in  the 
distant  haze,  its  banner  of  smoke  in 
the  cloudless  sky.  And  about  five 
o'clock  in  the  evening  (as  everybody 
will  who  starts  from  Terracina  early 
and  pays  the  post-boy  well),  the  trav- 
ellers came  to  ah  ancient  cit}  walled 
and  fortified,  with  drawbridges  over 
the  shining  moats. 

"  Here  is  Capua,"  says  J.  J.,  and 
Clive  burst  out  laughing ;  thinking  of 
his  Capua  which  he  had  left  —  how 
many  months  —  years  it  seemed  ago. 
From  Capua  to  Naples  is  a  fine  straight 
road,  and  our  travellers  were  landed 
at  the  latter  place  at  supper-time; 
where,  if  they  had  quarters  at  the 
"  Vittoria  Hotel,"  they  were  as  com- 
fortable as  any  gentlemen  painters 
need  wish  to  be  in  this  world. 

The  aspect  of  the  place  was  so 
charming  and  delightful  to  Clive :  — 
the  beautiful  sea  stretched  before  his 
eyes  when  waking,  Capri  a  fairy  isl- 
and in  the  distance,  in  the  amethyst 
rocks  of  which  .Sirens  might  be  play- 
ing; that  fair  line  of  cities  skirting 
the  shore  glittering  white  along  the 
purple  water ;  over  the  whole  brilliant 
scfene  Vesuvius  rising,  with  cloudlets 
playing  round  its  summit,  and  the 
country  bursting  out  into  that  glorious 
vegetation  with  which  sumptuous  na- 
ture decorates  every  spring  ;  this  city 
and  scene  of  Naples  were  so  much  to 
Clive's  liking  that  I  have  a  letter  from 
him  dated  a  couple  of  days  after  the 


young  man's  arrival,  in  which  he  an- 
nounces his  intention  of  staying  there 
forever,  and  gives  me  an  invitation  to 
some  fine  lodgings,  in  a  certain  palaz- 
zo,  on  which  he  has  cast  his  eye.  He 
is  so  enraptured  with  the  place  that 
he  says  to  die  and  be  buried  there 
even  would  be  quite  a  treat,  so  charm- 
ing is  the  cemetery  where  the  Neapol- 
itan dead  repose. 

The  Fates  did  not,  however,  ordain 
that  Clive  Newcome  should  pass  all 
his  life  at  Naples.  His  Roman  bank- 
er presently  forwarded  a  few  letters  to 
his  address ;  some  which  had  arrived 
after  his  departure,  others  which  had 
been  lying  at  the  poste  restante,  with 
his  name  written  in  perfectly  legible 
characters,  but  which  the  authorities 
of  the  post,  according  to  their  custom, 
would  not  see  when  Clive  sent  for 
them. 

It  was  one  of  these  letters  which 
Clive  clutched  the  most  eagerly.  It 
had  been  lying  since  October,  actual- 
ly,* at  the  Roman  post,  though  Clive 
had  asked  for  letters  there  a  hundred 
times.  It  was  that  little  letter  from 
Ethel,  in  reply  to  his  own,  whereof 
we  have  made  mention  in  a  previous 
chapter.  There  was  not  much  in  the 
little  letter.  Nothing,  of  course,  that 
Virtue  or  Grandmamma  might  not 
read  over  the  young  writer's  shoulder. 
It  was  afiectionate,  simple,  rather 
melancholy ;  described  in  a  few  words 
8ir  Brian's  seizure  and  present  con- 
dition ;  spoke  of  Lord  Kew,  who  was 
mending  rapidly,  as  if  Clive,  of  course, 
was  aware  of  his  accident ;  of  the 
children  ;  of  Clive's  father ;  and  end- 
ed with  a  hearty  "God  bless  you," 
to  Clive,  from  his  sincere  Ethel. 

**  You  boast  of  its  being  over.  You 
see  it  is  not  over,"  says  Clive's  moni- 
tor and  companion.  "  Else,  why 
should  you -have  dashed  at  that  letter 
before  all  the  others,  Clive  ?  "  J.  J. 
had  been  watching,  not  without  inter- 
est, Clive's  blank  face  as  he  read  the 
youno:  lady's  note. 

"  How  do  vou  know  who  wrote  the 
letter?"  asks  Clive. 

"  I  can  read  the  signature  in  your 
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face,"  says  the  other;  "and  I  coaM 
almost  t^l  the  contents  of  the  note. 
Why  have  you  such  a  tdl-tale  face, 
Clive  ?  " 

*^  It  is  over ;  hut  when  a  man  has 
once,  you  knbw,  gone  through  an  af- 
fair like  that,"  says  Clive,  looking 
very  grave,  "  he  —  he 's  anxious  to 
hear  of  Alice  Gray,  and  how  she 's 
getting  on,  you  see,  my  good  friend." 
And  he  began  to  shout  but  as  of 
old  — 

"  Bet  heut  it  Is  anotlier's,  ^h.e  -^rDever  — 
d^i'—rbe  —  mine'*} 

and- to  laugh  at  the  end  of  the  song. 
**  Well,  well,"  says  he ;  **  it  is  a  very 
kind  note,  a  vei^ proper  little  note; 
the  expressions  is  elegant,  J.  J.,  the 
sentiments  is  most  correct.  .All  the 
littie  t*8  is  most  properly  crossed,  and 
all  the  little  t*s  have  dots  over  their 
little  heads^  It 's  a  sort  of  a  prize 
note,  don't  you  see  ?  and  one  such  as, 
in  the  old  spelling-book  story,  ^  the 
good  boy  received  a  plum-cake'  for 
writing.  Perhaps  you  weren't  edu- 
cated on  the  old  spelling^-book,  J.  J.  ? 
My  good  old  father  taught  me  to  read 
out  of  his  —  I  say,  I  think  it  was  a 
shame  to  keep  the  old  boy  waiting 
whilst  I  have  been  givingan  audience 
to  this  young  lady.  I)ear  oM  fa- 
ther 1 "  and  he  apostrophized  the  let- 
ter. "  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir ;  Miss 
Newcome  requested  five  minutes'  con- 
versation, and  I  was  obliged,  from 
politeness,  you  know,  to  receive. 
There 's  nothing  between  us  ;  nothing 
but  what's  most  correct,  upon  my 
honor  and  conscience."  And  he 
kissed  his  father's  letter,  and  calling 
out  again,  "  Dear  old  father ! "  pro- 
ceeded to  read  as  follows  :  — 

***Your  letters,  my  dearest  CSive, 
have  been  the  greatest  comfort  to  me. 
I  seem  to  hear  you  as  I  read  them. 
I  can't  but  thinK  that  this,  the  mod- 
em  and  natural  style^  is  a  great  pro- 
gress upon  the  cla-fashwned  manner  of 
my  day,  when  we  used  to  begin  to  our 
fathers,  "Honored  Father,"  or  even 
"  Honored  Sir  "  some  precisians  used 
to  write  still  from  Mr.  I^ord's  Acade- 


my, at  Tooting;,  where  I  went  before 
Greyfriars',  —  though  I  suspect  par- 
ents were  no  moi?e  honored  in  those 
days  than  nowadays.  I  know  one 
who  had  rather  be  trusted  than  hon- 
ored ;  and  you  may  call  me  what  you 
please,  so  as  you  do  that. 

"  *  It  is  not  only  to  me  yoar  letters 
give  pleasure.  Last  week  I  took 
yours  from  Baden  Baden,  No.  3,  Sep- 
tember 15,  into  Calcutta,  and  could 
hot  help  showing  it  at  Government 
House,  where  I  dined.  .Your  sketch 
of  the  old  Russian  Princess  and  her 
little  boy,  gamJUing,  was  capital. 
Colonel  ^uckmaster,  :Lord  Bagwig's 
private  secretary,  knew  her,  and  says 
It  is  to  a  T,  And  I  read,  pat  to  some 
of  my  young  fellows  what  yon  said 
about  play,  and  how  you  had  given  it 
over.  I  very  much  rcar  some  of  the 
young  rogues  are  at  dice  and  brandy- 
pawnee  Jiefoce  tiffin.  What  you  say 
of  young  Ridley,  I  take  cum  yrdno. 
His  skietches  I  thought  very  agreea- 
ble ;  but  to  compare,  them  to  a  certain 
gentleman's —  ^Tever  mind,  I  shall 
not  try  to  make  him  think  too  well  of 
himself.  I  kissed  dear  -Ethel's  hand 
in  your  letter.  I  write  her  a  long 
letter  by  this  mul. 

i"  *  If  Paul  de  Floxac  in  any,  way  re- 
sembles his  noother,!  \)etweeii  you  and 
him  there  ought  to  be  a  very  warm 
regard.  I  knew  her  when  1  was  a 
■bOy,  long  before  you  were  bom  or 
thought  of;  and  in  wandering  forty 
years  through  the  world  since,  I  have 
seen  no  woman  in  my  eyes  so  good 
or  so  beautiful.  Your  cousin  Ethel 
reminded  me  of  her;  as  handsonae, 
but  not  so  lovdy.  Yes,  it  was  that 
pale  lady  yon  saw  at  Paris,  with  eyes 
full  of  care,  and  hair  streaked  with 
gray.  So  it  will  be  the  turn  of  you 
young  folks,  come  eight  more  lustres, 
and  your  heads  will  be  bald  like  ndne, 
or  gray  like  Madame.de  Florae's,  a^d 
bending  over  the  ground  where  we 
are  lying  in  quiet.  I  under-tand 
from  you  that  young  Paul  u  not  in 
very  flourishing  circumstances.  If 
he  still  is  in  need,  mind  and  be  l.'s 
banker,  and  /  will  be  ifo^rs.    A.iiy 
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child .  of  hers  mimst  never  want  when 
I  have  a  spare  guinea.  I  do  not  mind 
telling  you,  sir,  that  I  cared  for  h«r 
more  than  millions  of  guineas  once ; 
ami  half  broke  my  heart  about  her 
when  I  went  to  India,  as  a  young 
chap.  So,  if  any  such  misfortunes 
happen  to  ifouy  consifier,  my  hoy,  you 
are  not  the  only  one. 

f*  *  Binnie  writes  me  word  that  he 
has  been  ^ling.  I  hope  you. are  a 
good  correspoadentwith  him  What 
made  me  turn  to<  him  just  after  waeak- 
ing  of  unlucky  love-afiairs?  Could 
I  be'thinkioff  aboat  Httle  fiosey  Ma^ 
kenzie  1  8he  is  a  sweet  little  lass, 
and  James  will  leave  her  a  pretty 
piece  «f  money.  Verbumaap,  I  should 
like  yon  to  marry;  but. Giod> forbid 
you  should  ■  marry -fiu:  ^  jniUi^n  of 
gold  mohurs. 

.  "  'And  gpld.  mohurs  biang  me  to 
another  subject.  Do  vou  kuow,  .1 
narrowly  missed  losing  half  .a  lakh  of 
rupees  which  I  had  at  an  Agent's 
here  1  And  who4o  vou  think  warned 
me  about  him  ?  Our  friend  Bum- 
mun  LoU,  who  has  latelv  been  in 
England,  and  with  whom  1  made  the 
voyage  from  ..Sputhampton.  lie  is  a 
man  of  wonderful  tact  and  observa- 
tion. I  useil  to  think  meanly  of  the 
honesty  of  natives,  and  treat  them 
haughtily,  as  I.|»colleot  doing  this 
very  gentleman  at  your  Uncle  New- 
come's  in  Bryandtone  Square.  He 
heaped  ooalsl  of  iire  on  my  head  by 
saving  jny  money  for.  me ;  and- 1  have 

f  laced  it  |it  interest  in. hiahouse.  : If 
would  but  listQp  toiiim,imy  capital 
might  be  trebled  in  a  year,  he  says, 
and  the  interest  immensely  increased. 
He  jenjoys  the  greatest  esteem  among 
the  moneyed  men  here ;  keeps  .a 
splendid  establishment  and  house 
here,  in  Barrackpoie ;  is  princely  in 
his  benefactions.  He  talks  to  me 
about  the  establishment  of  a  bank,  of 
which  the  profits  are  so  enormous  and 
the  scheme  so  (seemingly)  clear  that 
I  don't  know  whether  I  may  n't  be' 
tempted  to  take  a  few  shareis.  Nous 
ven-ons.  Several  of  my  friends  are 
longing  to  have, a. finger  in  it ;  but  be 
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sure  of  tlus,  I  ahall^  iiothin^v|*as^ 
-and  without  the  very  best  advice.^ 

"  *  I  have  not  been  frightened  y^t 
by  your  drafts  upon  me.  Draw  as 
many  of  these  as  you  please.  You 
know  I  don't  half  like  the  other  kind 
of  drawing,  except  as  a  d^assement : 
but  if  you  chorsc  to  be  a  weaver,  like 
my  grandfather,  I  should  not  say  yqu 
m^y.  Don't  jstint  yourself  of  money 
or  of  honest  pleasure.  Of  what  goo4 
is  monev,  nnless  we  can  make  those 
we  love  nappy. wltli  it.''  There  woulfl 
be  no  need,  feu:  me  to  save  if  you  were 
to.savcijtoo.  So,  and  as  you  know  4s 
well  as  I  what  ^ur  meims  are,  ip  every 
honest  way  nse  them.  I  Eihouki  Ulie 
you  not  to  pass  the  wh^ole  of  next 
lyear  in  .Italy,  but  to  come  .ho.me  .i^nfl 

fay  a  visit  tP  honest  Ji^unes  .Bin.n^e. 
wonder  how  the/^ld  barraek  in  Fitz- 
roy  Square  lookn  witho.nt  me  ?  Try 
and  go  round  by  Faiis  pn  your  w%y 
home,  and  pay  your  visit,  and  parry 
your  father  s  fond  remembrances,  to 
Madame  la  Comtesse  do  Florae.  {I 
don't  si^  remember  me  to  my  broth- 
er, as  1 4wrijte  Brian  by  this  mvil. 
Adieu,  mons  fils  !  je  t'embrasse !  — 
and  am  always  my  Olive's  afiecition- 
,  Ate  father,  T.N.'" 


>» 


'^ Is  n't  he  a  noble,  old  trump? 
That  point  had  been  settled  by  the 
young  .men  any  time  these  three 
years.  And  now  Mr.  J.  J.  remarketl 
dian  wlien.  Olive  had  read  his  father's 
letter  once,  then  he  resid  Ethel's  ov^r 
again,  .and  put  it  in  his  breastrpoeket, 
and  was.  very  disturbed  an  mind  that 
.4ay,  pishing  and  pshawing  at  the 
statue  gallery  which,  they  went  to  see 
at  the  Museo. 

"  After  all,"  says  Olive,  "  what 
]jabbish.jtfaese;second-rate  statues  are ! 
what  a  great  hulking  abortion  is  this 
brute  of  a  Farnese  Hercules !  There  *s 
only  one  bit  in  the  whole  gallery  that 
is  worth  a  twopennv  piece." 

It  was  the  beautiml  fragment  called 
Psyche.  J.  J.  smiled  as  his  comrade 
spoke  in  admiration  of  this  statue,  — 
in  the.  slim  shape,  in  the  delicate  for- 
mation of.  tlie  neck,  in .  the  hAughtv 
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yii^inal  expression,  the  Psyche  is  not 
unlike  the  Diana  of  the  Louvre, — 
and  the  Diana  of  the  Louvre,  we  have 
said,  was  like  a  certain  joang  lady. 

"  After  all,"  continues  Clive,  look- 
ing up  at  the  great  knotted  legs  of 
that  clumsy  caricatured  porter  which 
Glykon  the  Athenian  sculptured  in 
bad  times  of  art  surely,  —  "  she  could 
not  write  otherwise  than  she  did,  — 
don't  you  see?  Her  letter  is  quite 
kind  and  affectionate.  You  see  she 
says  she  shall  always  hear  of  me  with 
pleasure ;  hopes  I  'll  come  back  soon, 
and  bring  some  good  pictures  with 
me,  since  pictures  I  will  do.  She 
thinks  small  beer  of  painters,  J.  J.,  — 
well,  we  don't  think  small  beer  of 
ourselves,  my  noble  friend.  I  —  I 
suppose  it  must  be  over  by  this  time, 
and  I  may  write  to  her  as  the  Count- 
ess of  Kew."  The  custode  of  the 
apartment  had  seen  admiration  and 
wonder  expressed  by  hundreds  of  vis- 
itors to  his  marble  Giant ;  but  he  had 
never  known  Hercules  occasion  emo- 
tion before,  as  in  the  case  of  the 
young  stranger  who,  after  staring  a 
while  at  the  statue,  dashed  his  hand 
across  his  forehead  with  a  groan,  and 
walked  away  from  before  the  graven 
image  of  the  huge  Strongman,  who 
had  nimself  been  made  such  a  fool  by 
women. 

"  My  father  wants  me  to  go  and 
see  James  and  Madame  de  Florae," 
says  Clive;  as  they  stride  down  the 
street  to  the  Toledo. 

J.  J.  puts  his  arm  through  his  com- 
panion's, which  is  deep  in  the  pocket 
of  his  velvet  paletot.  "  You  must  not 
go  home  till  you  hear  it  is  over, 
Clive,"  whispers  J.  J. 

"  Of  course  not,  old  boy,"  says  the 
other,  blowing  tobacco  out  of  his 
shaking  head. 

Not  very  long  after  their  arrival, 
we  mav  be  sure  they  went  to  Pom- 
peii, of  which  place,  &s  this  is  not  an 
Italian  tour,  but  a  history  of  Clive 
Newcome,  Esquire,  and  his  most  re-' 
spectable  family,  we  shall  offer  to 
give  no  description.  The  young  man 
had  read  Sir  Bulwer  Lytton's  ddight- 


ful  story,  which  has  become  the  his- 
tory of  Pompeii,  before  they  came 
thither,  and  Pliny's  description  ajmd 
the  "  Guide-Book."  Admiring  the 
wonderful  ingenuity  with  which  the 
English  writer  had  illustrated  the 
place  by  his  text,  as  if  the  houses 
were  so  many  pictures  to  which  he 
had  appended  a  story,  Clive,  the  wag, 
who  was  always  indulging  his  vein 
for  caricature,  was  proposing  that 
they  should  take  the  same  place, 
names,  people,  and  make  a  burlesque 
story :  **  What  would  be  a  better  fig- 
ure, says  he,  "  than  Pliny's  mother, 
whom  the  historian  describes  as  ex- 
ceedingly corpulent,  and  walking 
away  ^m  the  catastrophe  with  slaves 
holding  cushions  behind  her,  to  shield 
her  plump  person  from  the  cinders  I 
Yes,  old  Mrs.  Pliny  shall  be  my  hero- 
ine !  "  says  Clive.  A  picture  of  her 
on  a  dark  gray  paper,  and  touched  up 
with  red  at  the  extremities,  exists  in 
Clive's  album  to  the  present  day. 

As  they  were  laughing,  rattling, 
wondering,  mimicking,  the  cicerone 
attending  them  with  his  nasal  twad- 
dle, anon  pausing  and  silent,  yielding 
to  the  melancholy  pity  and  wonder 
which  the  aspect  of  that  strange  sad 
smiling  lonely  place  inspires  :  behold 
they  come  upon  another  party  of 
English,  two  young  men  accompany- 
ing a  lady. 

"  What,  aive  I  "  cries  one. 

"  My  dear,  dear  Lord  Kew  !  " 
shouts  the  other ;  and  as  each  young 
man  rushes  up  and  grasps  the  two 
hands  of  the  other,  they  ooth  begin 
to  blush.  ... 

Lord  Kew  and  his  family  resided 
in  a  neighboring  hotel  on  the  Chiafa 
at  Naples,  and  that  very  evening,  on 
returning  from  the  Pompeian  excur- 
sion, the  two  painters  were  invited  to 
take  tea  by  those  friendly  persons. 
J.  J.  excused  himself,  and  sat  at 
home  drawing  all  night.  Clive  went, 
and  passed  a  pleasant  evening ;  in 
which  all  sorts  of  future  tours  and 
pleasure-parties  were  projected  by  the 
young    men.      They    were    to  visi* 
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Paestnm,  Capri,  Sicily  ;  why  not  Mal- 
ta and  the  East  ?  asked  Lord  Kcw. 

Lady  Walliani  was  alarmed.  Had 
not  Kew  been  in  thie  East  already  ? 
Clive  was  surprised  and  agitated  too. 
Could  Kew  think  of  going  to  the 
East,  and  making  long  journeys  when 
he  had  —  he  had  other  engagements 
that  would  necessitate  his  return 
home  ?  No,  he  must  not  go  to  the 
East,  Lord  Kew's  mother  avowed; 
Kew  had  promised  to  stay  with  her 
during  the  summer  at  Castellam- 
mare,  and  Mr.  Newcome  must  come 
and  paint  their  portraits  there,  —  all 
their  portraits.  She  would  like  to 
hare  an  entire  picture-gallery  of  Kews, 
if  her  son  would  remain  at  home  dur- 
ing the  sittings. 

At  an  early  hour  Lady  Walham  re- 
tired to  rest,  exacting  Clive's  prom- 
ise to  come  to  Castellammare ;  and 
George  Barnes  disappeared  to  array 
himself  in  an  evening  costume,  and  to 
pay  his  round  of  visits  as  became  a 
young  diplomatist.  This  part  of  dip- 
lomatic duty  does  not  commence 
until  after  the  opera  at  Naples  ;  and 
society  begins  when  the  rest  of  the 
world  has  gone  to  bed. 

Kew  and  Clive  sat  till  one  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  when  the  latter  re- 
turned to  his  hotel.  Not  one  of  those 
fine  parties  at  FsBstum,  Sicily,  &c. 
vfas  carried  out.  Clive  did  not  go  to 
the  East  at  all,  and  it  was  J.  J.  who 
painted  Lord  Kew's  portrait  that  sum- 
mer at  Castellammare.  The  next 
day  Clive  went  for  his  passport  to  the 
embassy  ;  and,  a  steamqr  departing 
direct  for  Marseilles  on  that  very 
afternoon,  behold  Mr.  Newcome  was 
on  board  of  her.  Lord  Kew  and  his 
brother  and  J.  J.  waving  their  hats  to 
him  as  the  vessel  left  the  shore. 

Away  went  the  ship,  cleaving  swift- 
ly through  the  azure  waters  ;  but  not 
swiftly  enough  for  Clive.  J.  J.  went 
back  with  a  sigh  to  his  sketch-book 
and  easels.  I  suppose  the  other 
young  disciple  of  Art  had  heard 
something  which  caused  him  to  for- 
sake his  sublime  mistress,  for  one  who 
was  much  more  capricious  and  earthly. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

SETUKNS  FBOM  SOME  TO  PALL  MALL. 

One  morning  in  the  month  of  July, 
when  there  was  actually  sunshine  in 
Lamb  Court,  and  the  two  gentlemen 
who  occupied  the  third-floor  chambers 
there  in  partnership  were  engaged,  as 
their  custom  was,  over  their  pipes, 
their  manuscripts,  and  their  Times 
newspaper,  behold  a  fresh  sunshine 
burst  into  their  room  in  the  person  of 
young  Clive,  with  a  bronssed  face, 
and  a  yellow  beard  and  mustachios, 
and  those  bright  cheerful  eyes,  the 
sigljt  of  which  was  always  so  welcome 
to  both  of  us.  "What,  Clive!  What, 
the  young  one !  What,  Benjamin !  " 
shout  Fendennis  and  Warrington. 
Clive  had  obtained  a  veiy  high  place 
indeed  in  the  latter's  fufections,  so 
much  so  that  if  I  could  have  found  it 
in  my  heart  to  be  jealous  of  such  a 
generous  brave  fellow,  I  might  have 
grudged  him  his  share  of  Warrington's 
regard.  He  blushed  up  with  pleasure 
to  see  us  again.  Fidgeon,  our  boy, 
introduced  hiiri  with  a  jubilant  coun- 
tenance ;  and  Flanat^an,  the  laundress, 
came  smirking  out  of  the  bedroom, 
eager  to  get  a  nod  of  recognition  from 
him,  and  bestow  a  smile  of  welcome 
upon  everybody's  favorite,  Clive. 

In  two  minutes  an  arm-chair  full  of 
magazines,  slips  of  copy,  and  books 
for  review,  was  emptied  over  the 
neighboring  coal-scuttle,  and  Clive 
was  in  the  seat,  a  cigar  in  his  mouth, 
as  comfortable  as  if  he  h;id  never  been 
away.  When  did  he  come?  Last 
night.  He  was  back  in  Charlotte 
Street,  at  his  old  lodgings :  he  had 
been  to  breakfast  in  Fitzroy  Square 
that  morning ;  James  Binnie  chirped 
for  joy  at  seeing  him.  His  father  had 
written  to  him  desiring  him  to  come 
back  and  see  James  Binnie;  pretty 
Miss  Tlosey  was  very  well,  thank  you  ; 
and  Mrs.  iflack  1  Was  n't  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie delighted  to  behold  him  ? 
"  Come,  sir,  on  your  honor  and  con- 
science, did  n't  the  widow  give  you  a 
kiss  on  your  return?"  Clive  sends 
an  uncut  number  of  the  Fall  Mall  Gor 
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zette  flying  acroRS  the  r6(im  at  the 
head  of  the  inquirer ;  but  blushes  so 
sweetly  that  1  have  very  little  doubt 
some  such  pf^ty  meeting  had  taken 
place. 

What  a  pity  it  is  he  had  not  been 
here  a  short  while  since  for  a  mar- 
riage in  high  life,  to  give  away  his 
dear  Barnes,  and  sign  the  book,  along 
with  the  other  dignitaries  I  We  de- 
scribed that  ceiremonj  to  him,  and  an- 
nounced the  promotion  of  his  friend. 
Florae,  now  our  friend  also,  Director 
of  the  Great  Anglo-Gallic  Railway, 
the  Prince  de  Montcontour.  Then 
CUve  toM  as  of  his  deeds  daring  the 
winter ;  of  the  good  fan  he  had  had 
at  Rome,  and  toe  jolly  fellows  he  had 
met  there.  Was  he  going  to  astonish 
the  world  by  some  grand  pictures? 
He  was  not.  The  more  he  worked, 
the  more  discontent^  he  was  with 
his  performances  somehow;  but  J.J. 
was  coming  oat  very  strong,  J.  J.  was 
going  to  &  a  stanner.  We  turned 
with  pride  and  satisfaction  to  that 
very  number  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette, 
which  the  youth  had  flnng  at  as,  and 
showed  him  a  fine  article  by  F.  Bay- 
ham,  Esq.,  in  which  the  picture  sent 
home  by  J:  J.  was  enthuMafltically 
hiaded  by  the  great  critic 

So  he  was  back  amongst  us,  and 
it  seemed  b'ut  yesterday  he  had  quit- 
ted as.  To  Londoners  everything 
seems  to  have  happened  bat  yester- 
day; nobody  has  time  to  mis3  his 
neighbor  who  goes  away.  People  go 
to  the  Cape,  ot  on  a  campaign,  or  on 
a  tour  round  the  World,  or  to  India, 
and  return  with  a  wife  arid  two  or 
three  children,  aind  we  fancy  it  was 
only  the  other  day  they  left  tis,  so  en- 
gaged is  every  man  iti  his  individual 
speculations,  studies,  struggles  ;  so 
selfish  does  oar  life  make  us :  —  selfish, 
but  not  ill-natured.  We  are  glad  to 
Fee  an  old  friend,  though  we  do  not 
weep  when  he  leaves  us.  We  humbly 
acknowledge,  if  fate  calls  us  away 
likewise,  that  we  are  no  more  missed 
than  any  other  atom. 

After  talking  for  a  while,  Mr.  Clive 
must  needs  gd  iiito  the  Ci^,  whither 


I'  Accompanied  hlrt;     HIj  interview 
with  Messrs.  Jolly  &  £iuiics,  at  tho 
hoiise  in  Fog  Court,  must  have  bcca 
very  satisfactory ;  Clive  came  out  of 
the  parlor  with  a  radiant  countenance. 
"  Do  you  want  any  moneys  old  boy  ?  " 
says  he  ;  "  the  dear  old  governor  has 
placed  a  jolly  sum  to  my  account,  and 
Mr.  Baines  has  told  me  how  delight^ 
ed  Mrs.  Baines  and  the  giris  will  bo 
to  see  me  at  dinner.    He  says  my  fa- 
ther has  made  a-lueky  escape  oat  of 
one  hoaseF  in  India,  and  a  famous  in- 
vestment  in  another;-  Nothing  could 
be  more    civil ;    how-  uncommonly 
kind  and  friendly  everybody    is  in- 
London !   Everybody!"      Then   be- 
stowing oanelvJss  in  ft  Hansom  cat^, 
which  had  probably  jufit  deposited 
someothe^'cfM^taiiet-in  the  City,  we 
made  for'  the  West  End  of  the  town, 
^here  Mr.  Clive  had  some  import»int 
business  td  transact  with  his  tailors. 
He  dischaiged  his  outstanding  little 
account  with  easy  liberality,  blushing 
as  he  pulled  out  of  hi»  pocket  a  new 
check-ooc^,  page  1  of  which  he  be- 
stowed on  the  delighted  nrtist.    From 
Mr.  B.'s  shop  to  Mr.  Truefitt's  is  but 
a  step.   Our  youtig  friend  was  indueed- 
to  enter  the  hairdresser'^s,  and  leave 
behind  him  a  great  portion  of  the* 
flowing  locks  and  the  yeMow  beard 
which  he  had  brought  with  hira  from 
Rome.    With  his  mustaehios  he  could 
not  be  induced  to  j^art ;  punters  and 
cavalry  offi^^v  having  a  right  to  those 
decoratidttd.    And  why  should   not 
this  young  fellow  wear  smart  clothes, 
and   a   smart  mostachio,   and   look 
handsome,  and  take  his  pleasure,  and 
bask  in  his  sun  when  it  sbone  ?  Time 
enough  for  flannel  and  a  fim  when  the 
winter  comes  ;  and  for  gray  hair  and 
cork-soled  boot»  in  the  natural  de- 
cline of  years. 

Then  we  went  to  pay  a  visit  at  a 
hotel  in  Jermyn  Street  to  our  friend 
Florae,  who  was  now  magnificently 
lodged  there.  A  powdered  giant  loll- 
ing in  the-  hall,  nis  buttons  embla- 
zoned with  prodigious  coronets,  took 
our  cards  up  to  the  Prince.  As  the 
door  <^  an  apartment  on  the  first  fiooi 
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opened,  we  heard  a  cry  taofjoy'ikod' 
toat  nobleman,  in  a  magnificent  Per'* 
si  an  dresding-gown,  inishing  from  the 
room,  plunged  down  the  stairs  and 
began  kissing  Clive,  to  the  .respectful 
astonishment  of  the  Titan  in  livet-y. 

*'  Come'  that  I  pi^esent  yon,  my 
friends,''  onr  good  little  Frenchman 
exclaimed,  *' to  Madame  la — to  my 
wife!"  We  entered  the  drawing- 
room  ;  a  demure  little  lady,  of  near 
sixty  years  of  a^,  was  seated  there, 
and  we  were  presented  in  form-  to 
Madame  la  Princesse  de  Montobntour,' 
nA  ^i^Sf  of  Manchester.  She  made 
u«  a  stiff  little  eoottesv,  bat  looked  not' 
ill-natnred ;  indeed,  few  women  oonld 
look  at  Clive  Newcomers  gallant  fig- 
ure and  brave  smiling  cotfntenance 
and  keep  a  firown  on  their  Own  very 
long. 

"  I  have  *eard  of  you  froiA  some- 
bodvs  else  besides  the  Prince,"  said 
the  lady,  with  rather  a  blush.  "  Your 
uncle  has  spoke  to  me  hofteii  aboat 
yon,  Mr.  Cltve,  and  about  your  good 
father." 

"  C'est  son  Directeur/'  whispers 
Florae  to  me.  I  wondered  which  of 
the  firm  of  Newcome  had  tiUcen  that 
office  upon  him. 

"  Now  yon  are  come  to  England," 
the  lady  continued  (whoseLancashire 
pronunciation  being  once  indicated, 
we  shall  heneefortb,  out  of  respect  to 
the  Princess's  rank,  generally  preter- 
mit),—"  now  you  are  come  to  Eng- 
land, we  hope  to  see  you  often.  Not 
here  in  this  noisy  hotel,  which  I  can't 
bear,  but  in  the  country.  Our  house 
is  only  tf  ree  miles  from  Newcome,  — 
not  such  a  grand  place  as  your 
Auele's ;  but  I  hope  we  shall  see  you 
there  a  great  deal,  and  your  friend, 
Mr.  Pen^ennis,  if  he  is  passing  that 
way."  The  invitation  to  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis,  I  am  bound  to  say,  was  given 
in  terms  by  no  raieaihs  so  warm  as 
those  in  which  the  Princess's  hospi- 
tality to  Clive  were  professed. 

"*  Shall  we  mc'et  you  at  your 
Hunele  'Odson'sl"  the  lady  con- 
tinued to  Clive ;  "  his  wife  is  a  most 
charming,  well-informed  woman^  had 


bi^n  most  kind  and  dvil,  and  we  dine 
there  to-day.  Barnes  and  his  wife 
is-  gone  to  spend  the  honeymoon  at 
Newcome.  Lady  Clara  is  a  sweet 
dear  thing,  and  her  pa  and  ma  most 
afiable,  I  am  sure.  What  a  pity  Sir 
Brian  could  n't  attend  the  marriage  ! 
There  was  everybody  there  in  Lon- 
don, a'most  Sir  Harvey  Diggs  says 
he  is  mending  very  slowlv.  In  life 
we  are  in  death,  Mr.  Newcume! 
Isn't'  it  sad  to  think  of  him,  in  the 
midst' of  all  his  sjdendor  and  pros- 
perityj  and  he  so  infirm  and  unable  to 
enjoy  them  !  But  let  us  hope  for  the 
blest,  and  that  his  health  will  soon 
come  round  I " 

With  diese  and  giintlar  rexnarks, 
in  which  poor  Florae  took  but  a  very 
sniiill  share'  (for  he  seemed  dumb  nhd 
melancholy  in  the  coinpiany  of  the 
Princess,  his  elderly  spouse),  the 
visit  sped  on.  Mr.  Pandennis,  to 
whom  veiry  little  was  said,  having 
leisure  to  make  bis  sileiit  observations 
upon  the  person  ^o  whom  he  had  been 
jast'presbnted. 

As  there  lay  on  the  table  two  n^at 
little  packages,  addressed  '*  The  Prin- 
cess de  Montcontour,"  —  an  envelope 
to  the  same  address,  with  **  The  Prei- 
seripKion,  No.  9396"  further  inscribed 
on  the  phper,  and  a  shelst  of  note- 
paper  bearing  cabalistic  characters, 
and  the  signature  of  that  most  fash- 
ionable physician.  Sir  Harvey  Dig^s, 
I-  was  led  to  believe  that  the  lady  of 
Moncontonr  was,  or  fancied' herself, 
in  a  delicate  state  of  health.  By  the 
side  of  the  physic  for  the  body  was 
medicine  for  the  soul,  —  a  number  of 

Eretty  little  books  in  middle-agfed 
indings,  in  antic^ue  type  many  of 
them,  adorned  with  pictures  of  the 
Grerman  School,  representing  deiAurfe 
ecclesiastics,  with  their  heads  on  one 
side,  children  in  long  starched  night- 
go\^s,  virgins  bearing  lilies,  and  so 
forth;  —  from  which  it  was  to  be  con- 
cluded that  the  owner  of  the  volumes 
was  not  so  hostile  to  Rome  as  she 
had  been  at  an  earlier  period  of  her 
religious  life;  and  that  she  had  mi- 
gtawd  (in  spirit)  icom  Clapham  to 
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Knightsbridge,  as  so  many  wealthy 
mercantile  families  have  likewise  done 
in  the  body.  A  long  strip  of  em- 
broidery, of  the  Gothic  pattern,  fur- 
thermore betrayed  her  present  inclina- 
tions ;  and  the  person,  observing  these 
things  whilst  nobody  was  taking  any 
notice  of  him,  was  amused  when  the 
accuracy  of  his  conjectures  was  con- 
firmed by  the  reappearance  of  the 
gigantic  footman  calling  out  "Mr. 
'Oneyman,"  in  a  loud  voice,  and  pre- 
ceding that  divine  into  the  room. 

"  C'est  le  Directeur.  Venez  fiimer 
dans  ma  chambre.  Pen,''  growled 
Florae,  as  Honeyman  came  sliding 
over  the  carpet,  his  el^ant  smile 
changing  to  a  blush  when  he  beheld 
Clive,  his  nephew,  seated  by  the 
Princess's  side.  This,  then,  was  the 
uncle  who  had  spoken  about  Clive 
and  his  fetber  to  Madame  de  Florae. 
Charles  seeni^  in  the  best  condition. 
He  held  out  two  bran-new  lavender- 
colored  kid  gloves  to  shake  hands 
with  his  dear  Clive ;  Florae  and  Mr. 
Pendennis  vanished  out  of  the  room 
as  he  appeared,  so  that  no  precise  ac- 
count can  be  given  of  this  affecting 
interview. 

.  When  I  quitted  the  hotel,  a  brown 
brougham,  with  a  pair  of  beautiful 
horses,  the  harness  and  panels  embla- 
zoned with  the  neatest  little  ducal 
coronets  you  ever  saw,  and  a  cipher 
under  each  crown  as  easy  to  read  as 
the  arrow-headed  inscriptions  on  one 
of  Mr.  Layard's  Assyrian  chariots, 
was  in  waiting;,  and  I  presumed  that 
Madame  la  Princesse  was  about  to 
take  an  airing. 

Clive  had  passed  the  avuncular 
hanking-house  in  the  City,  without 
caring  to  face  his  relatives  there. 
Mr.  Newcome  was  now  in  sole  com- 
mand, Mr.  Barnes  being  absent  at 
Newcome,  the  Baronet  little  likely 
ever  to  enter  bank  parjor  again.  But 
his  bounden  duty  was  to  wait  on  the 
ladies ;  and  of  course,  only  from 
duty's  sake,  he  went  the  very  first 
day  and  called  in  Park  Lane. 

"The  family  was  habsent  ever 
since  the    marriage  simminery  last 


week,"  the  footman,  who  had  accom- 
panied the  party  to  Baden,  informed 
Clive,  wlien  he  opened  the  door  and 
recognized  that  gentleman.  "  Sir 
Brian  pretty  well,  thank  you,  sir. 
The  family  was  at  Brighting.  That 
,  is.  Miss  Newcome  is  in  London  stay- 
ing with  her  grandmammar  in  Queen 
Street,  May  Fear,  sir."  The  var- 
nished doors  closed  upon  Jeames 
within  ;  the  brazen  knockers  grinned 
their  familiar  grin  at  Clive,  and  he' 
went  do^-n  the  blank  steps  discom- 
fited. Must  it  be  owned  that  he  went 
to  a  club  and  looked  in  the  "  Direc- 
tory "  for  the  number  of  Lady.Kew's 
house  in  Queen  Street  ?  Her  Lady- 
ship had  a  furnished  bouse  for  the 
season.  No  such  noble  name  was  to 
be  found  among  the  inhabitants  of 
Queen  Street 

Mrs.  Hobson  was  from  home ;  that 
is,  Thomas  had  orders  not  to  admit 
strangers  on  certain  days,  or  before 
certain  hours ;  so  that  Aunt  Hobson 
saw  Cliye  without  being  seen  by  the 
voung  man.  I  cannot  say  how  much 
ne  regretted  that  mischance.  His 
visits  of  propriety  were  thus  all  paid, 
and  he  went  off  to  dine  dutifully  with 
James  Binnie,  after  which  meal  he 
came  to  a  certain  rendezvous  given 
to  him  by  some  bachelor  friends  for 
the  evening. 

James  Binnie's  eyes  Jiglitened  up 
with  pleasure  on  beholding  his  young 
Clive ;  the  youth,  obedient  to  his  fa- 
ther's injunction,  had  hastened  to 
Fitzroy  Square  immedia:ely  after  tak- 
ing possession  of  his  old  lods'ings,  — 
his  during  the  time  of  his  absence. 
The  old  properties  and  carved  cabi- 
nets, the  picture  of  his  father  looking  . 
melancholy  out  of  the  canvas,  greeted 
Clive  strangely  on  the  afternoon  of 
his  arrival.  Ko  wonder  he  was  glad 
to  get  away  from  a  solitude  peopled 
with  a  number  of  dismal  recollections 
to  the  near  hospitality  of  Fitzroy 
Square,  and  his  guardian  and  friend 
there. 

James  had  not  improved  in  health 
during  Ciive's  ten  months'  absence. 
He  hi^  never  been  able  to  walk  well. 
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or  take  his  accustomed  exercise,  after 
his  fall.  He  was  no  more  used  to 
riding  than  the  late  Mr.  Gibbon, 
whose  person  James's  somewhat  re- 
sembled, and  of  whose  philosophy  our 
Scottish  friend  was  an  admirihj;  schol- 
ar. The  Colonel  gone,  James  would 
have  arguments  with  Mr.  Honey  man 
over  their  claret,  bring  down  the  fa- 
mous XVth  and  XVlth  chapters  of 
the  "  Dechne  and  Fall "  upon  him, 
and  quite  get  the  better  of  the  clergy- 
man. Jam>;s,  like  many  other  scep- 
tics, was  very  obstinate,  and  for  his 
Eart  believed  that  almost  all  parsons 
ad  as  much  belief  as  the  Roman  au- 
gurs in  their  ceremonies.  Certainly 
poor  Honeyman,  in  their  controver- 
sies, gave  up  one  article  after  another, 
flying  from  James's  assault ;  but,  the 
battle  over,  Charles  Honeyman  would 
pick  up  these  accoutrements  which  he 
nad  flung  away  in  !iis  retreat,  wipe 
them  dry,  and  put  them  on  again. 

Lamed  by  his  fall,  and  obliged  to 
remain  much  within  doors,  where  cer- 
tain society  did  not  alw.iys  amuse 
him,  James  Binnie  sought  excitemsnt 
in  the  pleasures  of  the  table,  partak- 
ing of  them  the  more  freely  now  that 
his  health  could  aflbrd  them  the  less. 
Clive,  the  sly  rogue,  observed  a  great 
improvement  in  the  commissariat 
since  his  good  father's  time,  ate  his 
dinner  with  thankfulness,  and  made 
no  remarks.  Nor  did  he  confide  to 
UH  for  a  while  his  opinion  that  Mrs. 
Mack  bored  the  good  gentleman  most 
severely ;  that  he  pined  aw.iy  under 
her.  kinilncsses  ;  sneaked  off  to  his 
study-chair  and  his  nap ;  was  only 
too  glad  when  some  of  th6  widow's 
friends  came,  or  she  went  out ;  seem- 
ing to  breathe  more  freely  when  she 
was  gOTje,  and  drink  his  wine  more 
cheerily  when  rid  of  the  intolerable 
weight  of  her  presence, 

I  protest  the  great  ills  of  life  are 
nothmg,  —  the  loss  of  your  fortune  is 
a  mere  flea-bite  ;  the  loss  of  your  wife, 
—  how  ininv  men  have  sup]>orted  it, 
and  married  comfortably  afterwards  ? 
It  is  not  what  you  lose,  but  what  you 
havd  daily  to  bear,  that  is  hard.     I 
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can  fancy  nothing  more  cruel,  after  a 
long  easy  life  of  bachelorhood,  than 
to  have  to  sit  day  after  day  with  a 
dull  handsome  woman  opposite;  to 
have  to  answer  her  speeches  about 
the  weather,  housekeeping,  and  what 
not ;  to  smile  appropriately  when  she 
is  disposed  to  be  lively  (that  laughing 
at  the  jokes  is  the  hardest  part),  and 
to  model  your  conversation  so  as  to 
suit  her  intelligence,  knowing  that  a 
word  used  out  of  its  downright  sig- 
nification will  not  be  understoo<l  by 
your  fair  breakfast-maker.  Women 
go  through  this  simpering  and  smil- 
ing life,  and  bear  it  quite  easily. 
Theirs  is  a  life  of  hypocrisy.  What 
good  woman  docs  not  laugh  at  her 
husband's  or  father's  jokes  and  stories 
time  after  time,  and  would  not  laugh 
at  breakfast,  lunch,  and  dinner,  if  he 
told  them  '?  J'lattery  is  their  nature, 
—  to  coax,  flatter^  and  sweetly  befool 
some  onejd  fiv-©ry  woman's  business. 
She  IS  none,  if  she  declines  this  office. 
But  men  are  not  provided  with  such 
powers  of  humbug  or  endurance, — 
they  perish  and  pine  away  miserably 
whjn  bored,  — or  they  shrink  off  to 
the  club  or  public-house  for  comfort. 
I  want  to  say  as  delicately  a<  I  can, 
and  never  liking  to  use  rou<;h  terms 
regarding  a  handsome  woman,  that 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  herself  being  in  the 
highest  spirits  and  the  best  humor, 
extinguished  her  half-brother,  James 
Binnie,  Esq, ;  that  she  wjis  as  a  mala- 
ria to  him,  poisoning  his  atmosphere, 
numbing  his  limbs,  destroying  his 
sleep,  —  that  day  after  day  as  he  sat 
down  at  breakfast,  and  she  levelled 
commonplaces  at  her  dearest  James, 
her  dearest  James  became  more 
wretched  under  her.  And  no  one 
could  see  what  his  complaint  was. 
He  called  in  the  old  physicians  at  the 
club.  He  dosed  himself  with  po  >py, 
and  mandra;j:ora..  and  blue  pill, — 
lower  and  lower  went  poor  James's 
mercury.  If  hn  wanted  to  move  to 
Brighton  or  Cheltenham  well  and 
good.  Whatever  were  her  engaire- 
ments,  or  whatever  pleasures  dar 
ling  Rosey  might  have  in  store,  d' 
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tiling  I  —  at  her  age,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Newcome,  would  not  one  do  all  to 
make  a  young  creature  happy  ?  —  un- 
der no  circumstances  could  1  ihhik  of 
leaving  my  poor  brother. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  thought  herself  a 
most  highly  principled  woman ;  Mrs. 
Newcome  iiad  also  a  great  opinion  of 
her.  Tliese  two  ladies  had  formed  a 
considerable  iriendship  in  the  past 
months,  the  Captain's  widow  having 
pn  unaffected  reverence  for  the  bank- 
er's lady,  and  thinking  her  one  of  the 
best  informed  and  most  superior'  of 
women  in  the  world.  When  she  had 
a  high  opinion  of  a  person  Mrs.  Mack 
always  told  it.  Mrs.  Newcome  in  her 
turn  thought  Mrs.  Mackenzie  a  very 
clever,  agreeable,  ladylike  woman, — 
not  accomplished,  but  one  could  not 
Have  everything.  "  Ko,  no,  my  dear," 
says  simple  Hobson,  "  never  would  do 
to  have  every  woman  as  clever  as  you 
arc,  Maria.  Women  would  have  it 
all  their  own  way,  then." 

Maria,  as  her  custom  was,  thanked 
God  for  being  so  virtuous  and  clever, 
and  graciously  admitted  Mrs.  and 
Miss  Mackenzie  into  the  circle  of 
adorers  of  that  supreme  virtue  and 
talent.  Mr.  Newcome  took  little 
Rosey  and  her  mother  to  some  parties. 
When  anv  took  place  in  Bryanstone 
Square,  they  were  generally  allowed 
to  come' to  tea. 

When  on  the  second  day  of  his  ar- 
rival the  dutiful  Clive  went  to  dine 
with  Mr.  James,  the  ladies,  in  spite 
of  their  raptures  at  his  return  and  de- 
light at  seeing  him,  were  going  in  the 
evening  to  his  aunt.  Their  talk  was 
about  the  Princess  all  dinner-time. 
The  Prince  and  Princess  were  to  dine 
in  Bryanstone  Square.  The  Prin- 
cess had  ordered  such  and  such  things 
at  the  jeweller's,  —  the  Princess 
would  take  rank  over  an  English 
Earl's  daughter,  —  over  Lady  Ann 
Newcome  for  instance.  "  O  dear !  I 
wish  the  Prince  and  Princess  were 
smothered  in  the  Tower,"  growled 
James  BInnie ,  "  since  you  have  got 
acquainted  with  'em    1  have  never 

sard  of  anything  else. 


» 


Clive,  like  a  wise  man,  kept  hia 
counsel  about  the  Prince  and  Prin- 
cess, with  whom  we  have  seen  that  he 
had  had  the  honor  of  an  interview 
that  very  day.  But  after  dinner 
Rosey  came  round  and  whispered  to 
her  mamma,  and  after  Rosey 's  whis- 
per mamma  flung  her  arms  round 
Rosey's  neck  and  kissed  her,  and 
called  her  a  thoughtful  darling. 
"What  do  you  think  this  creature 
says,  Clive  ?  ^'  says  Mrs.  Mack,  still 
holding  her  darling's  little  hand.  "  I 
wonder  I  had  not  thought  of  it  my-' 
self." 

"WTiat  is  it,  Mrs.  Mackenzie?" 
asks  Clive,  laughing. 

"  She  says  why  should  not  you 
come  to  your  aunt's  with  us?  We 
are  sure  Mrs.  Newcome  would  be 
most  happy  to  see  you." 

Rosey,  with  a  little  hand  put  to 
mamma's  mouth,  said,  '*  Why  did 
you  tell,  —  you  naughty  mamma ' 
Is  n't  she  a  naughty  mamma.  Uncle 
James?"  More  kisses  follow  after 
this  sally,  of  which  Uncle  James  re- 
ceives one  with  perfect  complacency : 
mamma  crying  out  as  Rosey  retires 
to  dress,  ''  That  darling  child  is  al' 
ivays  thinking  of  others,  —  always  I " 

Clive  says,  "  he  will  sit  and  smoke 
a  cheroot  with  Mr.  Binnie,  if  they 
please."  James's  countenance  falls. 
"  We  have  left  oiF  Hua  sort  of  thing 
here,  my  dear  Clive,  a-  long  time," 
cries  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  departing  from 
the  dining-room. 

"  But  we  have  improved  the  daret, 
Clive,  my  boy ! "  whispers  Uncle 
James.  **  Let  us  have  another  bottle, 
and  we  will  drink  to  the  dear  Colo- 
nel's good  health  and  speedy  return, 
—  God  bless  him!  1  say,  Clive, 
Tom  seems  to  have  had  a  most  fortu- 
nate escape  out  of  Winter's  house,  — 
thanks  to  our  friend  Rummun  Loll, 
and  to  have  got  into  a  capital  good 
thing  with  this  Bundlecund  Bank. 
They  speak  famously  (f  it  at  Hanover 
Square,  and  I  see  the  flmlara  qiotes 
the  shares  at  a  premium  already." 

Clive  did  not  know  anything  about 
the  Bundlecund  Bank,  except  a  few 
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words  in  a  letter  from  his  father, 
\fhich  he  had  found  in  the  Citjthis 
morning.  "  And  an  uncommonly 
liberal  remittance  the  governor  ha« 
sent  me  home,  sir."  Upon  which 
they  fill  another  bumper  to  the  Colo- 
nel u  health. 

Mamma  and  Rosey  coro^  and  show 
their  pretty  pink  dresses  before  going 
to  Mrs.  Newcomers,  and  Clive  Us^hts 
a  cigar  in  the  hall ;  and  is  n't  there 
a  jubilation  at  the  "Haunt"  when 
the  young  fellow's  face  appears  above 
the  smoke-clouds  there  1 


CHAPTER.  XLL 

AN  OLD  8TOKT. 

Many  of  Clive's  Roman  friends 
were  by  this  time,  come  to  London, 
and  the  young  man  renewed  his  ac* 
quaintance  with  them,  and  had  speed* 
ily  a  considerable  circle  of  his  own. 
Me  thought  fit  to  allow  ^himself  a 
good  horse  or  two,  and  appeared  in 
the  Park  among  other  young  dandies: 
He  and  Monsieur  de  Montcontour 
were  sworn  allies.  Lord  Fareham, 
who,  had  purchased  J.  J/s  picture,  was 
dive's  very  good  friend :  Major  Pen- 
dennis  himself  pronounced  him  to  be 
ft  young  fellow  of  agreeable  manners, 
and  very  &vorably  ou  (as  the  Major 
happened  to  know)  in  some,  yqtj 
good  quarters. 

Kre  many  days  Clive  had  been  to 
Brighton  to  see  Lady  Ann-  and  Sir 
Brian,  and;  good  Aunt  Honeyman,  in 
whose  house  the  Baronet  was  lodged  : 
and  I  suppose  he  found  out  by  some 
means  or  other  where  Lady  Kew 
lived  in  Mav  Fair. 

But  her  Ladyship  was  not  at  home, 
nor  was  she  at  home  on  the  second 
dav,  nop  did  there  come  any  note  from 
Ethel  tA  her  cousin.  She  did  not  ride 
in  the  Park  as  of  old.  Clive,  bien  vu 
as  he  was,  did  not  belong  to  that  great 
world  as  yet,  in  which  he  would  be 
pretty  sure  to  meet  her  every  night  at 
ono  of  those  parties  where  everybody 
goes.    He  read  her  name,  m  the  pap^ 


morning  after  morning,  as  having 
been  present  at  Lady  This's  enter- 
tainment and  Lady  That's  ministerial 
reunion.  At  first  he  was  too  shy  to 
tell  what  the  state  of  the  case  was,  and 
took  nobody  into  his  confidence  re* 
garding  his  little  tendre. 

There  he  was  riding  through  Queen 
Street,  May  Fair,  attired  in  splendid 
raiment :  never  missing  the  Park; 
actually  going  to  places  of  worsliip  in 
the  neighborhood;  and  frequenting 
the  opera,  —  a  waste  of  time  which 
one  would  never  have  expected  in  a 
youth  of  his  nurture.  At  length  a 
certain  observer  of  human  nature,,  re- 
marking his  state,  rightly  conjectured 
that  he  must  be  in  love,  and  tuced 
him  with  the  soffc  impeachment,  —  on 
which  the  young  man,  no  doubt 
anxious  to  open  his  heart  to  some 
one,  poured  out  all  that  story  which 
has  before  been  narrated ;  and  told 
how  he  thought  his  passion  cured, 
and  how  it  was  cured ;  but  when  he 
heard  from  Kew  at  Naples  that  the 
engagement  was  over  between  him 
and  Miss  Newcome,  Clive  found  his 
own  flame  kindle  again  with  new  ar- 
dor. He  was  wild  to  see  her.  He 
dashed  off  from  Naples  instantly  on 
receiving  the  news  tnat  she  was  free. 
He  had  been  ten  days  in  London 
without  getting  a  glimpse  of  her. 
"  That  Mrs.  Mackenzie  bothers  me  so 
I  hardly  know  where  to  turn,"  said 
poor  Clive.  "  And  poor  little  Rosey  is 
made  to  write  me  a  note  about  some- 
thing twice  a  da^.  She  's  a  good  dear 
little  thing,  —  littie  Rosey,  —  and  I 
really  had  thought  once  of — of — O, 
never  mind  that !  O  Pen !  I  'm  up 
another  tree  now !  and  a  poor,  miser- 
able young  beggar  I  am !  "  In  fact 
Mr.  Jrendennis  was^  installed  as  confi- 
dant, vwe  J.  J.,  alisent  on  leave. 

This  is  a  part  which,  especially  for 
&  few  days,  the  present  biographer 
has  always  liked  well  enough.  For  a 
while,  at  least,  I  think  almost  every 
man  or  woman  is  interesting  when 
in  love.  If  you  know  of  two  or  three 
such  affairs  going  on  in  any  soiree  to 
which  you  may  be  invited,,  is  not  th^* 
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party  straightway  amasing  ?  Yonder 
goes  Augustus  Ijompkins,  working  his 
way  through  the  rooms  to  that  far 
comer  where  demure  Miss  Hopkins 
is  seated,  to  whom  the  stupid  grinning 
Bumpkins  thinks  he  is  making  himself 
a^eeable.  Yonder  sits  Miss  Fanny 
eUstraite,  and  yet  trying  to  smile  as 
the  captain  is  talking  his  folly,  the 
parson  his  glib  complements.  And 
see,  her  face  lights  up  all  of  a  sudden : 
her  eyes  beam  with  delight  at  the 
captain's  stories,  and  at  that  delight- 
ful young  clergyman  likewise.  It  is 
because  Augustus  has  appeared  ;  their 
eyes  only  meet  for  one  semi-second, 
but  that  is  enough  for  Miss  Fanny. 
Go  on,  captain,  with  ^our  twaddle ! 
proceed,  my  reverend  friend,  with  your 
smirking  "commonplaces  !  In  the 
last  two  minutes  the  world  has 
changed  for  Miss  Fanny.  That  mo- 
ment has  come  for  which  she  has  been 
fidgeting  and  longing  and  scheming 
all  day  1  How  different  an  interest,  I 
say,  has  a  meeting  of  people  for  a 
philosopher  who  knows  of  a  few  such 
little  secrets,  to  that  which  your  vul- 
gar looker-on  feels,  who  comes  but  to 
eat  the  ices,  and  stare  at  the  ladies' 
dresses  and  beauty !  Th<^re  are  two 
frames  of  mind  under  which  London 
society  is  bearable  to  a  man,  —  to  be 
an  actor  in  one  of  those  sentimental 
performances  above  hinted  at;  or  to 
DC  a  spectator  and  watch  it.  But  as 
for  the  mere  d&ssus  de  cartes^  —  would 
not  an  arm-chair  and  the  dullest  of 
books  be  better  than  that  dull  game  ? 
So  I  not  only  became  Clive's  confi- 
dant in  this  affair,  but  took  a  pleas- 
ure in  extracting  the  youivg  fellow's 
secrets  from  him,  or  rather  in  en- 
^couraging  him  to  pour  them  forth. 
Thus  was  the  great  part  of  the  pre- 
vious tale  revealed  to  me ;  thus  Jack 
Belsize's  misadventures,  of  the  first 
part  of  which  we  had  only  heard  in 
London  (aild  whither  h6  returned 
presently  to  be  reconciled  to  his  father, 
after  his  elder  brother's  death).  Thus 
my  Lord  Kew's  secret  history  came 
"  ^to  my  possession  :  let  us  hope  for 
public's  future  delectation,  and 


the  chronicler's  private  advantage. 
And  ipany  a  night  until  daylight  did 
appear  has  poor  Clive  stamped  his 
chamber  or  my  own,  pouring  his  story 
out  to  me,  his  griefs  and  raptures ;  re- 
calling, in  his  wild  young  way,  recol- 
lections of  Ethel's  sayings  and  doings ; 
uttering  descriptions  of  her  beauty; 
and  raging  against  the  cruelty  which 
she  exhibited  towards  him 

As  soon  as  the  new  confidant  heard 
the  name  of  the  young  lover's  charm- 
er, to  do  Mr.  Fendcnnis  justice,  he 
endeavored  to  fiing  as  mucn  cold  wa- 
ter upon  Clive's  flame  as  a  small  pri- 
vate engine  could  pour  on  such  a  con- 
flagration. *•  Miss  Newcome !  my  dcHf 
Clive,"  says  the  confidant,  "  do  you 
know  to  what  you  are  aspiring  ?  For 
the  last  three  months  Miss  Kewcome 
has  been  the  greatest  lioness  in  Lon- 
don :  the  reigning  ^beauty :  the  win- 
ning horse :  the  first  favorite  out  of 
the  whole  Belgravian  harenl.  No 
young  woman  of  this  year  has  come 
near  her  :  those  of  past  seasons  she 
has  distanced,  and  utterly  put  to 
shame.  Miss  Blackcap,  Lady  Blanche 
Blackcap's  daughter,  was  (as  perhaps 
you  are  not  aware)  considered  by  her 
mamma  the  great  beauty  of  last  sea- 
son ;  and  it  was  considered  ratlier 
shabby  of  the  young  Marquis  of  Far- 
intosh  to  leave  town  without  ofiering 
to  change  Miss  Blackcap's  name. 
Heaven  bless  you!  this  year  Farin 
tosh  will  not  look  at  Miss  Blackcap ! 
He  finds  people  at  home  when  (ha !  I 
see  you  wince,  my  suffering  inno- 
cent!)—  when  he  calls  in  Queen 
Street;  yes,  and  Lady  Kew,  who  is 
one  of  the  cleverest  women  in  Eng- 
land, will  listen  for  hours  to  Lord 
Farintosh's  conversation  ;  than  whom 
the  Rotten  Row  of  Hyde  Park  can- 
not show  a  greater  booby.  Miss  Black- 
cap may  retire,  like  Jephthah's 
daughter,  for  all  Farintosh  \^11  re- 
lieve her.  Then,  my  dear  fellow, 
there  were,  as  possibly  you  do  not 
know.  Lady  Hermcngilde  and  Lady 
Yseult,  Lady  Rackstraw's  lovc'.y 
twins,  whose  appearance  created  sucIj 
a  sensation  at  Lady  Hautbois'  first — 
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was  it  her  fiidt  or  was  it  her  second?  — 
yes,  it   was   her   second  —  breakfast. 
VViiom  were  n't  they  going  to  marry  ? 
Crackthorpewas  mad,  they  said,  about 
both.  —  Bustington,  Sir  John   Fobs- 
by,  the  young  Baronet  with  the  im- 
mense Northern  property,  —  the  Bish- 
op of  Windsor  was  actually  said  to 
be  smitten  with  one  of  them,  but  did 
not   like    to '  offer,  as     her   present 
M jy  like  Qu — n  El-z-b-th  of  gra- 
cious memory,  is  said  to  object  to  bish- 
ops, as  bishops,  marrying.     Where  is 
Bustington  ?  Where  is  Crackthorpe  ? 
Where  is  Fobsby,  the  young  Baronet 
of  the  North  1    My  dear  fellow,  when 
those  two  girls  come  into  a  room  now, 
thej   make  no  more  sensation   thrm 
you  or  I.    Miss  Newcoma  has  carried 
their    admirers    away    from    them  : 
Fobsby  has  actually,  it  is  said,  pro- 
posed for  her  :  and  the  reed  reason  of 
that  affair  between  Lord  Bustington 
and    Captain    Crackthorpe    of   the 
Koyal  Horse  Guards  Green   was  a 
speech  of  Bustington's,  hinting  that 
Miss  Newcome  h^  not  behaved  well 
in  throwing  Lord  Kew  over.    Don't 
you  know  what  old  Lady  Kj^w  will  do 
with  this  girl,  Clive  ?    She  will  many 
Miss  Newcome  to  the  best  min.     If 
a  richer  and  better  parti  than  Lord 
Farin tosh  presents  himself,  —  then  it 
will  be  Farintosh's  turn  to  find  that 
Lady  Kew  is  not  at  home     Is  there 
any  young  man  in  the  Peerage  un- 
married and  richer  than  Farintosh  ? 
I  forget.     Why  do3s  not  some  one 

Euhlish  a  list  of  the  young  male  no- 
ility  and  baronetage,  their  names, 
weights,  and  probable  fortunes?  I 
don't  mean  for  the  matrons  of  May 
Fair,  —  they  have  the  list  by  heart 
and  study  it  in  secret,  — but  for  young 
men  in  the  world  :  so  that  they  may 
know  what  their  chances  are,  and 
who  naturally  has  the  pull  over  them. 
Let  me  see,  —  there  is  young  Lord 
Gaunt,  who  will  have  a  great  fortune, 
and  is  desirable  because,  you  know,  his 
father  is  locked  up,^ —  but  he  is  only 
ten  years  old, — no,  —  they  can  scarce- 
ly bring  him  forward  as  Farintosh's 
rival 


"You  look  astonished,  my  poor 
boy  ?     You  think  it  is  wicked  in  me 
to  talk  in  this  brutal  way  about  bar- 
gain and  sale ;    and  say  that  your 
heart's  darling  is,  at  this  minute,  be- 
ing paced  up  and  down  the  May  Fair 
market  to  be  taken  away,  by  the  best 
bidder.     Can  you  count  purses  with 
Sultan   Farintosh  ?      Can  you  com- 
pete even  with  Sir  John  Fobsby  of 
the  North  ?     What  I  say  is  wicked 
and  worldly,-  is  it  ?     So  it  is :  but  it 
is  true,  as  true  as  Tattersall's,  —  as 
true  as  Circassia  or  Virginia.     Don't 
you  know  that  the   Circassian  girls 
:  are  proud  of  their  bringing  up,  and 
take   rank   according  to    the  prices 
which  they  fetch  1     And  you  go  and 
buy  yourself  some  new  clothes,  and  a 
fifty-pound  horse,  and  put  a  penny 
rose   in   your  button-hole,   and  ride 
past  her  window,  and  think  to  win 
tiiis  prize  ?      O  you  idiot !     A  penny 
rosebud  !    Put  money  in  your  purse. 
A  fifty-pound   hack  when  a  butcher 
rides  as  good  a  one !  —  Put  money  in 
your  purse.     A   brave  young  heart 
all  courage  and  love  and  honor !   Put 
money  in   thy   purse,  —  t'other  coin 
don't  pass  in  the  market, — at  least 
where  old  Lady  Kew  has  the  stall." 

By  these  remonstrances,  playftil 
though  serious,  Clive's  adviser  sought 
to  teach  him  wisdom  about  his  love- 
affair  ;  and  the  advice  was  received 
as  advice  upon  those  occasions  usual- 
ly is. 

After  callins:  thrice,  and  writing  to 
Miss  Newcome,  there  came  a  little 
note  from  that  young  lady,  saying, 
"  De;ir  Clive,  —  We  were  so  sorry 
we  were  out  when  you  called.  We 
shall  be  at  home  to-morrow  at  lunch, 
when  Lady  Kew  hopes  you  will  come,  k 
and  see  yours  ever,  E.  N." 

Clive  went,  —  poor  Clive !  He  had 
the  satisfaction  of  shaking  Ethel's 
hand  and  a  finger  of  Lady  Kew ;  of 
eating  a  mutton-chop  in  Ethel's  pres- 
ence ;  of  conversing  about  the  State 
of  art  at  Rome  with  Lady  Kew,  and 
describing  the  last  works  of  (ribson 
and  Macrlonald.  The  visit  lasted  hnt 
for  half  an  hour.    Not  for  one  minur^^ 
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was  Clive  allowed  to  see  Ethel  alone. 
At  three  o'clock  Lady  Kew's  carriage 
was  announced,  and  our  young  gen- 
tleman rose  to  take  his  leave,  and  had 
the  plea'<ure  of  seeing  the  most  noble 
Peer,  Marquis  of  Farintosh  and 
Earl  of  Rossmont  descend  from  his 
Lordship's  brougham  and  enter  at 
Lady  Kew's  door,  followed  by  a  do- 
mestic bearing  a  small  stack  of  flow- 
ers from  Covent  Garden. 

It  befell  that  the  good-natured  Lady 
Fareham  had  a  bail  in  these  days ; 
and  meeting  Clive  in  the  Park,  her 
lord  invited  him  to  the  entertainment. 
Mr.  Pendennis  had  also  the  honor  of 
a  card.  Accordingly  Clive  took  mo 
up  at  Bays's,  and  we  proceeded  to  the 
ball  together. 

The  lady  of  the  house,  smiling  upon 
all  her  guests,  welcomed  with  partic- 
ular kindness  her  young  friend  from 
Rome.  "  Are  you  related  to  the  Miss 
Newcome,  Lady  Ann  Newcome's 
daughter  ?  Her  cousin  1  She  will 
be  here  to-night."  Very  likely  Lady 
Fareham  did  not  see  Clive  wince  and 
blush  at  this  announcement,  her  Ludy- 
ship  having  to  occupy  herself  with  a 
thousand  other  people.  Clive  found 
a  dozen  of  his  Roman  friends  in  the 
room,  ladies  young  and  middle-aged, 
plain  and  handsome,  all  glad  to  see 
his  kind  fiice.  The  house  was  splen- 
did ;  the  ladies  magnificently  dressed ; 
the  ball  beautifiil,  though  it  appeared 
a  little  dull  until  that  event  took  place 
whereof  we  treated  a  few  pages  back 
(in  the  allegory  of  Mr.  Tompkins  Hud 
Miss  Hopkins),  and  Lady  Kew  and 
her  granddaughter  made  their  appear- 
ance. 

That  old  woman,  who  began  to  look 
more  and  more  like  the  wicked  fairy 
of  the  stories,  who  is  not  invited  to 
the  Princess's  Christening  Feast,  had 
this  advantage  over  her  likeness,  that 
she  was  invited  everywhere ;  though 
how  she,  at  her  age,  could  fly  about 
to  so  many  parties,  unless  she  was  a 
fairy,  no  one  could  say.  Behind  the 
tairy,  up  the  marble  stairs,  came  the 
^ost  noble  Farintosh,  with  thatvacu- 
leer  which  distinguishes  his  Lord- 


ship. Ethel  seemed  to  be  carrying 
tlie  stack  of  flowers  which  the  Marquis 
had  sent  to  her.  The  noble  Bustmg- 
ton  (Viscount  Bustington,  I  ne«i 
scarcely  tell  the  reader,  is  the  heir  of 
the  house  of  Podbury ),  the  Baronet  of 
the  North,  the  gallant  Crackthorpe, 
the  first  men  in  town,  in  a  word, 
gathered  round  the  young  beauty, 
forming  her  court;  and  little  Dick 
Hitchin,  who  goes  everywhere,  you 
may  be  sure  was  near  her  with  a  com- 
pliment and  a  smile.  Ere  this  arrira}, 
the  twins  bad  been  giving  themselves 
great  airs  in  the  room,  —  the  poor 
twins !  when  Ethel  appeared  they 
sank  into  shuddering  insignificam'e, 
and  had  to  put  up  with  the  conversa- 
tion and  attentions  of  second-rate  men, 
belonging  to  second-rate  clubs,  in 
heavy  dragoon  regiments.  One  of 
them  actually  walked  with  a  dancing 
barrister;  but  he  was  related  to  a 
duke,  and  it  was  expected  the  Lord 
Chancellor  would  give  him  something 
very  good. 

Before  ]ie  saw  Ethel,  Clive  vowed 
he  was  aware  of  her.  Indeed,  had 
not  Lady  Fareham  told  him  Miss 
Newcome  was  coming?  Ethel,  on 
the  contrary,  not  expecting  him,  or 
not  having  the  prescience  of  love,  ex- 
hibited signs  of  surprise  when  she  bo- 
held  him,  her  eyebrows  arching,  her 
eyes  darting  looks  of  pleasure.  When 
grandmamma  happened  to  be  in 
ano4;her  room,  she  beckoned  Clive  to 
her,  dismissing  Crackthorpe  and 
Fobsby,  Farintosh  and  Bustington, 
the  amorous  youth  who  around  her 
bowed,  and  summoning  Mr.  Clive  up 
to  an  audience  with  the  air  of  a  young 
princess. 

And  so  she  was  a  princess;  and 
this  the  region  of  her  special  domin- 
ion. The  wittiest  and  handsomest, 
she  deserved  to  reign  in  such  a  place, 
by  right  of  merit  and  by  g«  neral  elec- 
tion. Clive  felt  her  supcri<  rity,  and 
his  own  shortcomings ;  ho  came  up 
to  her  as  to  a  superior  person.  Per- 
haps she  was  not  sorry  to  let  him  see 
how  she  ordered  away  grandees  and 
splendid  Bustingtons,infurming  them, 
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with  a  superb  manner,  t}jAt  she  wished 
to  speak  to  her  cousin,  — that  hand- 
some joung  man  with  the  light  mus- 
tachio  yonder. 

"  Do  you  know  many  people  ? 
This  is  your  first  appearance  in  soci- 
ety ?  Snail  I  introduce  you  to  some 
nice  girls  to  dance  with  ?  What  very 
pretty  buttons  ! " 

"Is  that  what  you  wanted  to 
say  ? "  asked  Clive,  rather  bewil- 
dered. 

"What  does  one  say  at  a  ball? 
One  talks  conversation  suited  to  the 
place.  If  I  were  to  say  to  Captain 
Crackthorpc,  "  What  pretty  but- 
tons ! "  he  would  be  delighted.  But 
you  — you  have  a  soul  at»ve  buttons, 
1  suppose." 

"  Being,  as  you  say,  a  stranger  in 
this  sort  of  society,  you  see  I  am  not 
ar-customed  to  —  to  the  exceeding 
brilliancy  of  its  conversation,"  said 
Clive. 

"  What !  you  want  to  go  away, 
and  we  haven't  seen  each  other  for 
near  a  year,"  cries  Ethel,  in  quite  a 
natural  voice.  "Sir  John  Fobsby, 
I  'm  very  sorry  —  but  do  let  me  off 
this  dance.  I  have  just  met  my 
cousin,  whom  I  have  not  seen  for  y 
whole  \ear,  and  I  want  to  talk  to 
him." 

"  It  was  not  my  fault  that  yon  did 
not  see  me  sooner.  I  wrote  to  you 
that  I  only  got  your  letter  a  month 
ago.  You  never  answered  the  second 
I  wrote  you  from  Rome.  Your  letter 
lay  there  at  the  post  ever  lo  long,  and 
was  forwarded  to  me  at  Naples." 

"  FrA«r«?"  asked  Ethel. 

"I  saw  Lord  Kew  there."  Ethel 
was  smiling  with  all  her  might,  and 
kissing  her  hand  to  the  twins,  who 
passed  at  this  moment  with  their 
mamma.  "  O,  indeed,  you  saw  — 
how  do  you  do  ?  —  Lord  Kew." 

"And,  having  seen  him,  I  came 
over  to  England,"  said  Clive. 

Ethel  looked  at  him  gravely. 
**  What  am  I  to  understand  by  that, 
Clive  ?  —  You  came  over  because  it 
was  very  hot  at  Naples,  and  be^aase 
yon  wanted  to  see  your  friends  here, 


n'est-ce  pas  ?  How  glad  mamma  was 
to  see  you  !  You  know  she  loves  yoti 
as  if  you  were  her  own  son." 

"  What,  as  much  as  that  angel, 
Barnes  ! "  cries  Clive,  bitterly ;  "  im- 
possible." 

Ethel  looked  once  more.  Her  pres- 
ent mood  and  desire  was  to  treat 
Clive  as  a  chit,  as  a  young  fellow 
without  consequence,  —  a  thirteenth 
younger  brother.  But  in  his  looks 
and  behavior  there  was  that  whiih 
seemed  to  say  not  tt>o  many  liberties 
were  to  be  taken  with  him. 

"  Why  were  n't  you  here  a  month 
sooner,  and  you  might  have  seen  the 
marriage?  it  was  a  very  pretty 
thing.  Everybody  was  there.  Clara, 
and  so  did  Barnes  really,  looked  quite 
handsome." 

"  It  must  have  been  beautiful," 
continued  Clive ;  "  quite  a  touching 
sight,  I  am  sure.  Poor  Charles  Bel- 
size  could  not  be  present  because  his 
brother  was  detid ;  and  —  " 

"And  what  else,  pray,  Mr.  New- 
«)me ! "  cries  Miss,  in  great  wrath, 
her  pink  nostrils  beginning  to  quiver. 
"  I  did  not  think,  really,  that  when 
we  met  after  so  many  months,  I  was 
to  be  —  insulted ;  yes,  insulted,  by 
the  mention  of  tliat  name." 

"  I  most  humbly  ask  pardon,"  said 
Clive,  with  a  grave  bow.  "  Heaven 
forbid  that  I  should  wound  your  sensi- 
bility, Ethel  !  It  is,  as  you  say,  my  first 
appearance  in  society.  I  talk  about 
things  or  persons  that  I  should  not 
mention.  I  should  talk  about  but- 
tons, should  I  ?  which  you  were  good 
enough  to  tell  mo  was  the  proper  sub- 
ject of  conversation.  May  n't  I  even 
speak  of  connections  of  the  family  ? 
Mr.  Belsize,  through  this  marriage, 
has  the  honor  of  being  connected  with 
you ;  and  even  I,  in  a  remote  degree, 
may  boast  of  a  sort  of  an  ever-so-dis- 
tant coiisinship  with  him.  What  an 
honor  for  me  !  " 

"  Pray  what  is  the  meaning  of  all 
this  ?  "  cries  Miss  Ethel,  surprised, 
and  perhaps  alariQcd.  Indeed,  Clive 
scnrcely  knew.  He  had  been  chafing 
all  the   while  he  talked  with  her  • 
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smothering  anger  as  he  saw  the  young 
men  round  about  her ;  revolting 
against  himself  for  the  very  humility 
of  his  obedience,  and  angry  at  the 
eagerness  nnd  delight  with  which  he 
had  come  at  her  call. 

"  The  meaning  is,  Ethel,"  —  he 
broke  out,  seizing  the  opportunity,  — 
''  that  when  a  man  comes  a  thousand 
miles  to  see  you,  and  shake  your  hand, 
you  should  give  it  him  a  little  more 
cordially  than  you  choose  to  do  to 
me  ;  that  when*  a  kinsman  knocks 
at  your  door,  time  after  time,  you 
should  try  and  admit  him  ;  and  that 
when  you  meet  him  you  should  treat 
him  like  an  old  friend  :  not  as  you 
treated  me  when  my  Lady  Kew  vouch- 
safed to  give  me  admittance  ;  not  as 
you  treat  the^e  fools  that  are  fribbling 
round  about  you,"  cries  Mr.  Clive, 
in  a  great  rage,  folding  his  arms^  and 
glaring  round  on  a  number  of  the  most 
innocent  young  swells;  and  he  con- 
tinued looking  as  if  he  would  like  to 
knock  a  dozen  of  their  heads  together. 
"Am  I  keeping  Miss  Newcx)me's  ad- 
mirers from  her  ?  " 

"  That  is  not  for  me  to  sav,"  she 
said,  quite  gently.  He  was  ;  but  to 
see  him  angry  did  not  displease  Miss 
Newcome. 

"  That  young  man  who  came  for 
you  just  now,"  Clive  went  on,  — 
"that  Sir  John— " 

"  Are  you  angry  with  me  because 
I  sent  him  away  ?  "  said  Ethel,  put- 
ting out  a  hand.  "  Hark  !  there  is 
the  music.  Take  me  in  and  waltz 
with  me.  Don't  you  know  it  is  not 
my  door  at  which  \ou  knocked?" 
she  said,  looking  up  into  his  face  as 
simply  and  kindly  as  of  old.  She 
whirled  round  the  dancinu-room  with 
liim  in  triumph,  the  other  beauties 
dwindling  before  her ;  she  looked 
more  and  more  beautiful  with  each 
rapid  move  of  the  waltz,  her  color 
hei<rhtening  and  her  eyes  seeming  to 
brighten.  Not  till  the  music  stopped 
did  she  sink  down  on  a  scat,  panting, 
and  smiling  radiant,  — as  many  many 
hundred  years  ago  I  i-cmember  to  have 
^'ien  Taglioni,  after  a  conquering  pas 


seul.  She  nodded  a  "  thank  you  " 
to  Clive.  It  seemed  that  there  was  a 
perfect  reconciliation.  Lady  Kcw 
came  in  just  at  the  end  of  the  dance, 
scowling  when  the  beheld  Ethel's  pai  t- 
ner  ;  but  in  reply  to  her  remonstran- 
ces Ethel  shrugged  her  fair  shoulders, 
with  a  look  which  seemed  to  say  je  le 
veux,  gave  an  arm  to  her  grandmother, 
and  walked  off,  saucily  protecting 
her. 

Clive's  friend  had  been  looking  on 
observingly  and  curiously  as  the  scene 
between  them  had  taken  place,  and 
at  the  dance  with  which  the  recon- 
ciliation had  been  celebrated.  I  must 
tell  you  that  this  arch  young  creature 
had  formed  the  object  of  my  obser- 
vation ibr  some  months  past,  and  that 
I  watched  her  as  I  have  watched  a 
beautiful  panther  at  the  Zoological 
Gardens,  so  bright  of  eye,  so  sleek  of 
coat,  so  slim  in  form,  so  swift  and 
agile  in^her  spring. 

A  more  brilliant  young  coquette 
than  Miss  Newcome,  in  her  second 
season,  these  eyes  never  looked  upon, 
that  is  the  truth.  In  her  first  year, 
being  engaged  to  Loid  Kcw,  she  was 
perhaps  a  little  more  reserved  and  qui- 
et. Besides,  her  mother  went  out 
with  her  that  first  season,  to  whom  Miss 
Newcome,  except  for  a  litle  occasion- 
al flightiness,  was  invariably  obedient 
and  ready  to  come  to  call.  But  when 
Lady  Kew  appeand  as  her  Dueni  a, 
the  girl's  delight  seemed  to  be  to 
plague  the  old  lady,  and  she  would 
dance  with  the  very    youngest  sons 


merely  to  put  grandmamma  in  a  pas- 
sion. In  this  way  poor  young  Cublev 
(who  has  two  hundred  a  year  of  al- 


lowance, besides  eighty,  and  an  annu^ 
al  rise  of  five  in  the  Treasury)  actual- 
ly thought  that  Ethel  was  in  love  with 
him,  and  consulted  with  the  young 
men  in  his  room  in  Powning  Street, 
whether  two  hundred  and  eighty  a 
year,  with  five  pound  more  next  year, 
would  be  enough  for  them  to  keep 
house  on  ?  Young  Tandy  of  the  Tem- 
ple, Lord  Skibberoen's  younger  son 
who  sat  in  the  House  for  some  time 
on  the  Irish  Catholic  side,  was  also 
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deeply  smitten,  and  many  a  night,  in 
our  walks  home  irom  the  parties  at 
the  other  end  of  the  town,  would  en- 
tertain me  with  his  admiration  and 
passion  for  her. 

**  If  you  have  such  a  passion  for 
her,  why  not  propose  1 "  it  was  asked 
of  Mr.  Tandy. 

"  Propose !  propose  to  a  Russian 
Archduchess/'  cries  young  Tandy. 
"  She 's  beautiful,  she 's  delightful, 
she 's  witty.  I  have  never  seen  any- 
thing like  her  eyes ;  they  send  me  wild, 
—  \vild,"  says  Tandy,  —  (slapping 
his  waistcoat  under  Temple  Bar), — 
"  but  a  more  audacious  little  flirt  nev- 
er existed  since  the  days  of  Cleopa^ 
ira. 

With  this  opinion  likewise  in  my 
mind,  I  had  been  looking  on  during 
Olive's  proceedings  with  Miss  Ethel, — 
not,  I  say,  without  admiration  of  the 
young  lady  who  was  leading  him  such 
a  dance.  The  waltz  over,  I  congratu- 
lated him  on  his  own  performance. 
His  Continental  practice  had  greatly 
improved  him.  "And  as  for  your 
partner,  it  is  delightful  to  see  her,"  I 
went  on.  "I  always  like  to  be  by 
when  Miss  Newcome  dances.  I  had 
sooner  see  her  than  anybody  since 
Taglioni.  Look  at  her  now,  with 
her  neck  up,  and  her  little  foot  out, 
just  as  she  is  preparing  to  start  I  Hap- 
py Lord  Bustington ! 

"  You  are  angry  with  her  because 
she  cut  you,"  growls  Clive.  "  You 
know  you  said  she  cut  you,  or  forgot 
you ;  and  your  vanity  's  wounded,  that 
IS  why  you  are  so  satirical." 

"  How  can  Miss  Newcome  remem- 
ber all  the  men  who  are  presented  to 
her  ?  "  says  the  other.  "  Last  year 
she  talked  to  me  because  she  wanted 
to  know  about  you.  This  year  ^he 
docs  n't  talk  :  because  I  suppose  she 
does  not  want  to  know  about  you  any 
more." 

"Hang  it.  Do — on't.  Pen,"  cries 
Clive,  as  a  school-boy  cries  out  to  an- 
other not  to  hit  him. 

"  She  does  not  pretend  to  observe: 
and  is  in  fnll  conversation  with  the 
amiable  Bustington.     Delicious  in ter- 
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change  of  noble  thoughts !  But  she  is 
obser^Mng  us  talking,  and  knows  that 
we  are  talking  about  her.  If  ever  you 
marry  her,  Clive,  which  is  absurd,  I 
shall  lose  you  for  a  friend.  You  will 
infallibly  tell  her  what  I  think  of  her : 
and  she  will  order  you  to  give  me  up." 
Clive  had  gone  on  in  a  brown  study, 
as  his  interlocutor  continued.  "  Yes, 
she  is  a  flirt.  She  can't  help  her  na- 
ture. She  tries  to  vanauish  every  one 
who  comes  near  her.  She  is  a  little  out 
of  breath  from  waltzing,  und  so  she 
pretends  to  be  listening  to  poor  Bus- 
tington, who  is  out  of  breath  too,  but 
puffs  out  his  best  in  order  to  make  him- 
self agreeable.  With  what  a  pretty 
air  she  appears  to  listen !  Her  eyes 
actually  seem  to  brighten." 

"  What  f  "  8ay8  Clive,  with  a  start. 

I  could  not  comprehend  the  mean- 
ing of  the  start :  nor  did  I  x:are  much 
to  know :  supposing  tliat  the  young 
man  was  waking  up  from  some  lover's 
revery  r  and  the  evening  sped  away, 
Clive  not  quitting  the  ball  until  Miss 
Newcome  and  the  Countess  of  Kew 
had  departed.  No  further  communi- 
cation appeared  to  take  place  between 
the  cousins  that  evening.  I  think  it 
was  Captain  Crackthorpe  who  gave 
the  young  lady  an  arm  into  her  car- 
riage ;  Sir  John  Fobsby  having  the 
happiness  to  conduct  the  old  Count- 
ess, and  carrying  the  pink  bag  for  the 
shawls,  wrappers,  &c.,  on  which  her 
Ladyship's  coronet  and  initials  are  em- 
blazoned. Clive  may  have  made  a 
movement  as  if  to  step  forward,  but  a 
single  finger  from  Miss  Newcome 
warned  him  back. 

Clive  and  his  two  friends  in  Lamb 
Court  had  made  an  engagement  for  the 
next  Saturday  to  dine  at  Greenwich ; 
but  on  the  morning  of  that  day  there 
came  a  note  from  him  to  say  that  he 
thought  of  going  down  to  see  his  aunt. 
Miss  Honeyman,  and  begged  to  recall 
his  promise  to  us.  Saturday  is  a  hol- 
iday with  gentlemen  of  our  profe^ssion. 
We  had  invited  F.  Bay  ham,  Esquire, 
and  promised  ourselves  a  merry  even- 
ing, and  were  unwilling  to  balk 
ourselves  of  the  pleasure  on  accoun* 
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of  the  absence  of  odr  yoong  Homad. 
So  we  three  went  to  London  Bridge 
Station  at  an  early  hour,  proposing 
to  breathe  the  firesh  air  of  Greenwich 
Park  before  dinner.  And,  at  London 
Bridge,  by  the  most  «ingular  coinci> 
dence.  Lady  Kew's  carriage  drove  op 
to  the  Brighton  entrance,  and  Miss 
Kthel  and  her  maid  stepped  oat  of  the 
bronghajn. 

When  Miss  Newcome  and  her  niaid 
entered  the  Brighton  station,  did  Mr. 
Clive,  by  another  singular  coincidence, 
happen  also  to  be  there  ?  What  more 
natural  and  dutiful  than  that  he 
should  go  and  see  his  aunt^  Miss 
Honevman  ?  What  more  proper  than 
that  jSliss  Ethel  should  pass  the  Sat- 
urday and  Sunday  with  her  sick  fa- 
ther ;  and  tAke  a  couple  of  wholesome 
nights'  rest  after  those  fire  weary 
past  evenings,  for  each  of  which  we 
may  reckon  a  couple  of  soirees  and  a 
ball  ?  And  that  relataons  should 
travel'together,  the  young  lady  being 
protected  by  her  Jhnme-cle-cnambre ; 
that  surely,  as  every  one  must  allow, 
was  perfectly  right  and  proper. 

That  a  biographer  should. profess*  to 
know  evenrthing  which  passes,  even 
in  a  confidential  talk  in  a  first-class 
carriage  between  two  lovers,  seems 
perfectly  absurd ;  not  that  grave  his- 
torians do  not  pretend  to  the  same 
wondcrftil  degree  of  knowledge,  —  re- 
porting meetings  the  most  occult 
of  conspirators;  private  interviews 
between  monarchs  and  their  ministers, 
even  the  secret  thoughts  and  motives 
^f  those  personages,  which  possibly 
the  persons  themselves- did  not  know. 
All  for  which  the  present  writer  will 
pledge  his  known  character  for  veracity 
IS,  that  on  a  certain  day  certain  par^ 
ties  had  a  conversation,  of  which  the 
upshot  was  so  and  so.  He  guesses, 
of  coarse,  at  a  great  deal  of  what  took 
place;  knowing  the  characters,  and 
being  informed  at  some  time  of  their 
meeting.  You  do  not  suppose  that  I 
bribed  the  fimme-dMihambrej  or  that 
those  two  City  gents,  who  sat  in  the 
same  carriage  with  our  young  friends^ 


and  could  not  hear  a  wysrd  they  said, 
reported  their  talk  to  me  ?  If  Clive 
and  Ethel  had  had  a  coupe  to  them- 
selves, I  wdtild  vet  boldly  tell  what 
took  place,  but  the  coup^*  was  taken 
by  other  throe  young  City  gents  who 
smoked  the  whole  way. 

"  Well,  then,"  the  bonnet  begins 
dose  up  to  the  hat,  "  tell  me,  sir,  is 
it  true  that  you  were  so  very  much 
c/im  of  the  Miss  Freemans  at  Kome ; 
and  that  afterwards  you  were  so  won- 
deriiilly  attentive  to  the  third  Miss 
Balliol  1  Did  you  draw  her  portrait  ? 
You  know  you  drew  her  portrait* 
You  painters  always  pretend  to  ad- 
mire girls  with  auburn  hair,  because 
Titian  and  Raphael  painted  it.  Has 
the  Fomarina  red  hair?  Why  we 
are  at  Croydon,  I  declare ! " 

"The  Fornarina" — the  hat  re- 
plies to  the  bonnet,  "  if  that  picture 
at  the  Borghese  Palace  be  an  original, 
or  a  likeness  of  her  —  is  not  a  hand- 
some woman,  with  vulgar  eyes  and 
month,  and  altogether  a -most  mahog- 
any-colored person.  She  is  so  plain, 
in  fact,  I  think  that  very  likely  it  is 
the  real  woman  ;  for  it  fe  with  their 
own  fancies  that  men  fall  in  love,—- 
or  rather  every  woman  is  handsome 
to  the  lover.  You  know  how  old 
Hden  must  have  been." 

**  I  don't  know  any  such  thing,  or 
anything  about  her.  Who  was  Hel- 
en ? "  asks  the  bonnet ;  and  indeed 
she  did  not  know. 

"  It 's  a  long  story,  and  such  an 
old  scandal  now,  that  there  is  no  use 
in  repeating  it,"  says  Clive. 

"You  only  talk  about  Helen  be- 
cause yQu  wish  to  turn  away  the  con- 
versation from  Miss  Freeman,"  cries 
the  young  lady,  —  "  from  Miss  Balliol, 
I  mean." 

"  We  will  talk  about  whichever 
yon  please.  Which  shall  we  begin  to 
pull  to  pieces  1  "  says  Clive.  You 
see,  to  be  in  this  carria^,  —  to  be 
actually  with  her^  —  to  be  looking  into 
those  wonderful  lucid  eyes,  —  to  see 
her  sweet  mouth  dimpling,  and  hear 
her  sweet  voice  ringing  with  its  ddi- 
cions  laughter,- — to  have  that  hour 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


209 


and  a  half  his  own,  in  spite  of  all  the 
world-dragons,  grandmothers,  conve- 
nances, the  ftiture,  —  made  the  young 
fellow  so  happy,  filled  his  whole  frame 
and  spirit  with  a  delight  so  keen,  that 
no  wonder  he  was  gay,  and  brisk,  and 
lively. 

"  And  so  you  knew  of  my  goings 
on  ?  "  he  asked.  O  me  !  they  were 
at  Reigate  by  this  time;  there  was 
Gatton  Park  flying  before  them  on 
the  wings  of  the  wind. 

"  I  know  of  a  number  of  things," 
says  the  bonnet,  nodding  with  ambro- 
sial curls. 

"And  you  would  not  answer  the 
second  letter  I  wrote  to  you  ?  " 

"  We  w^re  in  great  perplexity. 
One  cannot  be  always  answering 
young  gentlemen's  letters.  I  had 
considerable  doubt  ilbout  answering 
a  note  I  got  fh)m  Charlotte  Street, 
Fitzroy  Square,"  says  the  lady's 
chapeau.  "No,  Clive,  we  must  not 
write  to  one  another,"  she  continued, 
more  gravely,  "or  only  very,  very 
seldom.  Nay,  my  meeting  you  here 
to-day  is  by  the  merest  chance  I  am 
sure ;  for  when  I  mentioned  at  Lndy 
Fareham's  the  other  evenins^  that  I 
was  going  to  see  papa  at  Brighton 
to-day,  I  never  for  one  moment  thought 
of  seeing  you  in  the  train.  But  as 
you  are  here,  it  can't  be  helped  ;  and 
I  may  as  well  tell  you  that  there  are 
obstacles." 

"What  other  obstacles?"  Clive 
gasped  out. 

"Nonsense — you  silly  boy!  No 
other  obstacles  but  those  which  al- 
ways have  existed,  and  must.  When 
we  parted,  —  that  is,  when  you  left  us 
at  Baden,  you  knew  it  was  for  the 
best.  You  had  your  profession  to  fol- 
low, and  could  not  go  on  idling  about 
/—  about  a  family  of  sick  people  and 
children.  Every  man  has  his  profes- 
sion, and  you  yours,  as  you  would 
have  it.  We  are  so  neariy  allied  that 
we  may — Ave  may  like  each  Other 
like  brother  and  sister  almost.  I 
ion't  know  what  Barnes  would  say 
if  he  heard  me.  Wherever  you  and 
vour  father  are,  how  can  I  ever  think 


of  you  but  —  but  you  know  how  1  I 
always  shall,  always.  There  are  cer- 
tain feelings  we  have  which  I  hope  nev- 
er can  change ;  though,  if  you  please, 
about  them  I  intend  never  to  speak 
any  more.  Neither  you  nor  I  can  alter 
our  conditions,  but  must  make  the 
best  of  them.  You  shall  be  a  fine, 
clever  painter ;  and  I  —  who  knows 
what  will  happen  to  me  1  I  know 
what  is  going  to  happen  to-day ;  I  am 
going  to  see  papa  and  mamma,  and 
be  as  happy  as  I  can  till  Monday 
morning. 

"  I  know  what  I  wish  would  hap- 
pen now,"  said  Clive,  —  they  were 
going  screaming  through  a  tunnel. 

"  What  ?  "  said  the  bonnet  m  the 
darkness;  and  the  engine  was  roar- 
ing so  h>udl  V  that  he  was  obliged  to 
put  his  head  quite  close  to  say,  — 

"I  wish  the  tunnel  would  fall  in 
and  close  upon  us,  or  that  we  might 
travel  on  forever  and  ever." 

Here  there  was  a  great  jar  of  the 
carria^,  and  the  lady's-maid,  and  I 
think  Miss  Ethel,  gave  a  shriek.  The 
lamp  above  was  so  dim  tiiat  the  car- 
riage was  almost  totally  dark.  No 
wonder  the  lady's*maid'  was  fright- 
ened !  but  the  daylight  came  stream- 
ing in,  and  all  poor  Clive's  wishes  of 
rolling  and  rolling  on  forever  were 
put  an  end  to  by  the  implacable  sun 
in  a  minute. 

Ah,  why  was  it  the  quick  train  ? 
Suppose  it  had  been  the  parliamentary 
tram? — even  that  too  would  have 
come  to  an  end.  Thev  came  and 
said,  "  Tickets,  please,  and  Clive 
held  out  the  three  of  their  party, — his, 
and  Ethel's,  and  her  maid's.  I  think 
for  such  a  ride  as  that  he  was  right  to 
give  up  Greenwich."  Mr.  Kuhn  was 
in  waiting  with  a  carriage  fdr  Miss 
Ethel.  She  shook  hands  with  Clive, 
returning  his  pressure. 

"  I  may  come  and  see  you  1 "  he 
said. 

"  You  may  come  and  see  mamma, 
—yes." 

"  And  where  are  you  staying  1 " 

"  Bless  my  soul,  —  they  were  stay- 
ing at  Miss   Honeyman's  ! "    Clive 
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burst  into  a  laugh.  Why,  he  was 
going  there,  too !  Of  course  Aunt 
Honeyman  had  no  room  for  him,  her 
liouse  being  quite  full  with  the  other 
Newcomes. 

It  was  a  most  curious  coincidence 
their  meeting  ;  but  altogether  Lady 
Ann  thought  it  was  best  to  say  noth- 
ing about  the  circumstance  to  grand- 
mamma. I  myself  am  puzzled  to 
say  which  would  liave  been  the  better 
course  to  pursue  under  the  circum- 
stances ;  there  were  so  many  courses 
open.  As  they  had  gone  so  far, 
should  they  go  on  farther  together  i 
Suppose  they  were  going  to  the  same 
house  at  Brighton,  oughtn't  they  to 
have  gone  in  the  same  carriage,  with 
Kuhn  and  the  maid  of  course  1  Sup- 
pose they  met  by  chance  at  the  sta- 
tion, ought  they  to  have  travelled  in 
separate  carriages.  I  ask  any  gen- 
tleman and  father  of  a  family,  when 
he  was  immensely  smitten  with  his 
present  wife,  Mrs.  Brown,  if  he  had 
met  her  travelling  with  her  maid,  in 
the  mail,  when  there  was  a  vacant 
place,  what  would  he  himself  have 
done? 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

INJURED  INNOCENCE. 

Vkom    Glivb   Newcomb,    Esq.,  to   Likut.- 
CoL.  Nbwcomb,  C.  B. 

*'  Brighton,  June  12, 18—. 

"  My  DEAREST  Father,  —  As  the 
weather  was  growing  very  hot  at 
Naples,  and  you  wished  1  should 
come  to  England  to  see  Mr.  Binnie, 
I  came  accordingly,  and  have  been 
here  three  weeks,  and  write  to  you 
fiaom  Aunt  Honeyman's  parlor  at 
Brighton,  where  you-  ate  your  last 
dinner  before  embarking  for  India. 
I  found  your  splendid  remittance  on 
calling  in  Fog  Court,  and  have  in- 
vested a  part  of  the  sum  in  a  good 
horse  to  rMe,  upon  which  I  take  my 
diversion  with  other  young  dandies 
in  the  park.  Florae  is  in  England, 
but  he  has  no  need  of  your  kindness. 
Only  think!  he  is  Prince  de  Mont- 


contour  now,  the  second  title  of  the 
Due  d'lvry's  family  :  and  M.  le 
Conite  dc  Florae  is  Due  d'lvry  in 
consequence  of  the  demise  of  t'other 
old  gentleman.  I  believe  the  late 
Duke's  wife  shortened  his  life.  O, 
what  a  woman  !  She  caused  a  duel 
between  Lord  Kew  and  a  Frenchman, 
which  has  in  its  turn  occasioned  all 
sorts  of  evil  and  division  in  families, 
as  you  shall  hear. 

**  In  the  first  place,  in  consequence 
of  the  duel  and  of  incompatibility  of 
temper,  the  match  between  Kew  and 
E.  N.  has  been  broken  otf.  I  met 
Lord  Kew  at  Naples  with  his  mother 
and  brother,  nice  quiet  people  as  you 
would  like  them.  Kew's  wound  and 
subsequent  illness  have  altered  him  a 
good  deal.  He  has  become  much 
more  strions  than  he  used  to  be ;  not 
ludicrously  so  at  all,  but  he  says  ho 
thinks  his  past  life  has  been  useless 
and  even  criminal,  and  he  wishes  to 
change  it.  He  has  sold  his  horses, 
and  sown  his  wild  oats.  He  has 
turned  quite  a  sober  quiet  gentleman. 

"  At  our  meeting  he  told  me  of 
what  had  happened  between  him  and 
Ethel,  of  whom  he  spoke  most  kindly 
and  gemroudy,  but  avowing  his  opin- 
ion that  they  never  could  have  been 
happy  in  married  life.  And  now  I 
think  my  dear  old  father  will  see 
that  there  may  be  another  reason  iic- 
sides  my  desire  to  see  Mr.  Binnie, 
which  has  brought  me  tumbling  back 
to  England  again.  If  need  be  to 
speak,  I  never  shall  have,  I  hope,  any 
secrets  from  you.  I  have  not  said 
much  about  one  which  has  given  roe 
the  deuce's  disquiet  for  ten  months 
past,  because  there  was  no  good  in 
talking  about  it,  or  vexing  you  need- 
lessly with  reports  of  my  griefs  and 
woes. 

"  Well,  when  we  were  at  Baden  in 
September  last,  and  E.  and  I  wrote 
those  letters  in  common  to  you,  I 
dare  say  you  can  fancy  what  my  feel- 
ings might  have  been  towards  such  a 
beautiful  young  creature,  who  has  a 
hundred  faults,  for  which  I  love  her 
just  as  much  as  for  tlio  good  tliut  ij 
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in  her.     I  became  dreadfally  smitten 
intleed,  and  knowing  that  she  was  en- 
gaged  to    Lord   Kew,  1   did  as  you 
told  me  yon  did  once  when  the  ene- 
emy  was  too   strong  for  you, — /  ran 
away.     I  had  a  bad  time  of  it  for  two 
or    three   months.     At  Rome,  how- 
ever, I  began  to  take   matters  more 
easily,  my  naturally  fine  appetite  re- 
turned,- and  at  the  end  of  the  season 
I  found  myself  uncommonly  happy 
in  the  society  of  the  Miss  Balliols  and 
the  Miss  Freemans  ;  but  when  Kew 
told  me  at  Naples  of  what  had  hap- 
pened, there  was  straightway  a  fresh 
eruption  in  my  heart,  and  I  was  fool 
enough  to  come  almost  without  sleep 
to  London  in  order  to  catch  a  glimpse 
of  the  bright  eyes  of  E.  N. 

"  She  is  now  in  this  very  house  up 
stairs  with  one  aunt,  whilst  the  other 
lets  lodgings  to  her.  I  have  seen  her 
but  very  seldom  indeed  since  I  came 
to  London,  where  Sir  Brian  and 
Lady  Ann  do  not  pass  the  season, 
and  Ethel  goes  about  to  a  dozen  par- 
ties every  week  with  old  La  ly  Kew, 
who  neither  loves  you  nor  me. 
Hearing  E.  say  she  was  coming  down 
to  her  parents  at  Brighton,  I  made  so 
bold  as  to  waylay  her  at  ths  train 
(though  I  did  n't  tell  her  that  I  passed 
three  hours  in  the  waiting-room)  ; 
and  we  giade  the  journey  together, 
and  she  was  very  kind  and  beautiful, 
and  though  I  suppose  I  might  just  as 
well  ask  the  Royal  Princess  to  have 
me,  I  can't  help  hoping  and  longing 
and  h  inkering  after  her.  And  Aaiit 
Honeyman  must,have  found  out  that 
I  am  fond  of  her,  for  the  old  lady 
has  received  mj  with  a  scolding. 
Uncle  Charles  seems  to  be  in  very 
good  condition  ajj^ain.  I  saw  him  in 
full  clerical  feathsr  at  Madame  de 
Montcontour's,  a  good-natured  body 
who  drops  her  A's,  though  Florae  is 
not  aware  of  their  absence.  Penden- 
nis  and  Warrinffton,  I  know,  would 
send  you  their  best  regards.  Pen  is 
conceited,  but  much  kinder  in  reality 
than  he  has  the  air  of  being.  Fred 
B  lyham  is  doing  well,  and  prosper- 
ing ill  his  mystcr.ous  way. 


"  Mr.  Binnie  is  not  looking  at  all 
well;  and   Mrs.    Mack  —  well,   as   I 
know  you  never  attack  a  lady  behind 
her  lovely  back,  I  won't  say  a  w«)rd 
I  of  Mrs.   Mack,  —  but  she  has  taken 
;  possession  of  Uncle  James,  and  seems 
;  to  me  to  weigh  upon  him  somehow. 
I  Rosey  is  as  pretty  and  good-natured 
I  as   ever,   and  has  learned   two   new 
songs;  but  you  see,  with  my  senti- 
ments in  another  quarter,  I  feel  as  it 
were  guilty  and  awkward  in  company 
of  Rosey  and    her    mamma.     They 
have  become  the  very  greatest  friends 
with  Bryanstone   Square,   and  Mrs. 
Mack  is  always  citing  Aunt  Uobson 
as   the  most  superior  of  women,   in 
which  opinion,  1  dare  say.  Aunt  Hob- 
son  concurs. 

"  Grood  by,  my  dearest  father ;  my 
sheet  is  full ;  i  wish  I  could  put  my 
arm  in  yours  and  pace  up  and  down 
the  pier  with  you,  and  tell  you  more 
and  more.  But  you  know  enough 
now,  and  that  I  am  your  affectionate 
son  always, 

"  C.  N."  " 

In  fact,  when  Mr.  Clive  appeared 
at  Steyne  Gardens  stepping  out  of 
the  fly,  and  handing  Miss  Ethel 
thence.  Miss  Honeyman  of  course 
was  very  glad  to  see  her  nephew,  and 
saluted  him  with  a  little  embrace  to 
show  her  sense  of  pleasure  at  his 
visit  But  the  next  day,  being  Sun- 
day, when  Clive,  with  a  most  engag- 
ing smile  on  his  countenance,  walked 
over  to  breakfast  from  his  hotel. 
Miss  Honeyman  would  scarcely  speak 
to  him  during  the  meal,  looked  out 
at  him  very  haughtily  from  under  her 
Sundav  cap,  and  received  his  stories 
about  iraly  with  "  Oh !  ah  !  indeed  !  " 
in  a  very  unkind  manner.  And 
when  breakfast  was  over,  and  she 
had  done  washing  her  china,  she  flut- 
tered up  to  Clive  with  such  an  agita- 
tion of  plumage,  redness  of  craw, 
and  anfrer  of  manner,  as  a  maternal 
hen  shows  if  she  has  reason  to  think 
you  menace  her  chickens.  She  flut- 
tered up  to  Clive,  I  say,  and  criod 
out,  **Not  in  Uiis  house,  Clive,  —  n' 


802 


THE  NEWCOMES, 


in  this  house,  I  beg  you  to  understand 
that ! " 

Clive,  looking  amazed,  said,  "  Cer- 
tainly not,  ma'am ;  1  never  did  do  it 
in  the  house,  as  I  know  you  don't 
like  it  I  was  going  into  the  Square." 
The  young  man  meaning  tnat  he 
was  about  to  smoke,  and  coniectur- 
ing  that  his  aunt's  anger  applied  to 
that  practice. 

"  You  know  very  well  what  Imean, 
sir !  Don't  try  to  turn  me  off  in  that 
highty-tighty  way.  My  dinner  to- 
day is  at  half  past  one.  You  cdn 
dine  or  not  as  you  like,"  and  the  old 
lady  flounced  out  of  the  room. 

Toor  Clive  stood  rolling  his  cigar 
in  sad  perplexity  of  spirit,  until  Mrs. 
Honeyman's  servant  Hannah  entered, 
who,  for  her  part,  grinned  and  looked 
particularly  sly.  *'In  the  name  of 
goodness,  Hannah,  what  is  the  row 
about  ?  "  cries  Mr.  Clive.  "  What  is 
my  aunt  scolding  at  1  What  are  you 
grinning  at,  you  old  Cheshire  cat  1 " 

"Git  'long,  Master  Clive,"  says 
Hannah,  patting  the  cloth. 

"  Get  along !  why  get  along,  and 
where  am  I  toget  along  to  1  '* 

"  Did'ee  do  ut  really  now.  Master 
Clive  ?  "  cries  Mrs.  Honeyman's  at- 
tendant, grinning  with  the  utmost 
good-humor.  "  Well,  she  be  as  pret- 
ty a  young  lady  as  ever  I  saV ;  and 
as  I  told  my  Missis,  *Mis8  Marthn,' 
says  I,  '  there  *s  a  pair  on  'em.' 
Though  Missis  was  mortal  angry,  to 
be  sure.     She  never  could  bear  it." 

"Bear  wkatf  you  old  goose!" 
cries  Clive,  who  by  these  playful 
names  had  been  wont  to  designate 
Hannah  these  twenty  years  past. 

"  A  young  gentleman  and  a  young 
lady  a  kissing  of  each  other  in  the 
railway  coach,"  says  Hannah,  jerking 
up  with  her  finger  to  the  ceiling,  as 
much  as  to  say,  "  There  she  is !  Lar, 
she  be  a  pretty  young  creature,  that 
she  be  !  and  so  I  told  Miss  Martha." 
Thus  differently  had  the  news  which 
had  come  to  them  on  the  previous 
night  affected  the  old  lady  and  her 
maid. 

The    news  was, '  that   Miss  New- 1 


come's  m^id  (a  grddy  thing  from  tho 
country,  who  had  not  ieven  learned 
as  yet  to  hold  her  tongue)  had  an- 
nounced with  giggling  delight  to  Lady 
Ann's  maid,  who  was  taking  tea 
with  Mrs.  Hicks,  that  Mr.  Clive  had 
given  Miss  Ethel  a  kiss  in  the  tun- 
nel, and  she  supposed  it  was  a  match. 
This  intelligence  Hantiah  Hicks  took 
to  her  mistress,  of  whose  tmgfy  be- 
havior to  Clive  the  next  morning  you 
may  now  understand  the  Ciiuse. 

CKve  did  not  know  whether  to 
laugh  or  to  be  in  a  rage.  He  swore 
that  he  was  as  innocent  of  all  inten- 
tion of  kissing  Miss  Ethel  as  of  em- 
bracing Queen  Elizabeth.  He  was 
shocked  to  think  of  his  cousin,  walk 
ing  above,  fancy-free  in  maiden  mcdi 
taftion,  whilst    this   conversation  re- 

farding  her  was  earned  on  below. 
[ow  could  he  face  her,  or  her  moth- 
er, or  even  her  maid,  now  he  had 
cognizance  of  this  naughty  calumny  ? 
"  Of  course  Hdnnah  had  contradicted 
it  ?  "  "  Of  course  I  have  a  done  no 
such  a  thine  indeed,"  replied  Master 
Clive's  old  mend ;  "  of  course  I  have 
set  'em  down  a  bit ;  for  when  little 
Trimmer  said  it,  and  she  supposed  it 
was  all  settled  letween  you,  seeing 
how  It  had  been  a  going  on  in  foreign 
parts  last  year,  Mrs.    Pincott  says, 

*  Hold  your  silly  tongue.  Trimmer,' 
she  says ;  '  Miss  Ethel  many  a  paint- 
er,   indeed,    Trimmer ! '    says    she, 

*  while  she  has  refused  to  be  a  Count- 
ess,' slie  says,  *and  can  be  a  Mar- 
chioness anv  day,  and  will  be  a  Mar- 
chioness. Marry  a  painter,  indeed  ! ' 
Mrs.  Pincott  says;  'Trimmer,  I'm 
surprised  at  your  impidence.'  So, 
my  dear,  I  got  angry  at  that,"  Clive's 
champion  continued,  "and  says  I, 
*If  my  young  Master  ain't  good 
enough  for  any  yonrg  lady  in  this 
world/  says  I,  *  I  *d  like  you  to  show 
her  to  me :  and  if  his  di-ar  father,  tho 
Colonel,'  says  I,  *  ain't  as  good  as 
your  old  gentleman  up  stairs,'  says  I, 

*  who  has  gniel  and  aines  upon  doc- 
tor's stuff,  then,  Mrs.  Pincott,  says 
L  '  my  name  is  n't  what  it  is '  says  I. 
Those  were  my  ^'ery  words   Master 
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CUve,  my  dear ;  and  then  Mrs.  Pin- 
cott  says,  'Mrs.  Hicks/  she  says, 
'you  don't  understand  society,'  she 
says ;  '  you  don't  understand  &ociety, 
h'j  1  he ! '  "  and  the  country  lady, 
with  considerable  humor,  ga^e  an 
imitation  of  the  town  lady's  manner. 

At  this  juncture  Miss  Honey  man 
re-enrercd  the  parlor,  arrayed  in  her 
Snnday  bonnet,  her  ^dff  and  spotless 
collar,  her  Cashmere  shawl  and  Agra 
brooch,  and  carrying  her  Bible  and 
PrayerBook,  each  stitched  in  its  neat 
coyer  of  brown  silk.  "Don't  stay 
chattering  here,  you  idle  woman, 
she  cried  to  heir  attendant  with  ex- 
treme asperity.  "And  you,  sir,  if 
you  wish  to  smoke  your  cigars,  you 
had  best  walk  down  to  the  cliff  where 
the  CJockneys  are !  "  «he  added,  glow- 
ering at  Clive. 

■  "  Now  I  understand  it  all,"  Glive 
said,  trying  to  deprecate  her  anger. 
"  My  dear  good  aunt,  it 's  a  most 
absurd  mistake ;  upon  my  honor  Miss 
Ethel  is  as  innocent  as  ^ou  are." 

"  Innocent  or  not,  this  house  is  not 
intended  for  assignations,  Cliye !  As 
long  as  Sir  Brian  Newcome  lodges 
here,  you  will  he  pleased  to  keep 
away  from  it,  sir ;  and  though  I  don't 
approye  of  Sunday  tray^lling,  I  think 
the  yery  best  thing  you  can  do  it*  to 
put  yourself  In  the  train  and  go  back 
to  liondon." 

And  now,  young  people,  who  read 
my  moral  pages,  yon  will  see  how 
highly  imprudent  it  is  to  sit  with 
your  cousins  in  railway  -  carriages  ; 
and  how,  though  you  may  not  mean 
the  slightest  harm  in  the  world,  a 
great  deal  may  be  attribute  to  you ; 
and  how,  when  you  think  you  are 
managing  your  little  absurd  love- 
affairs  eyer  so  quietly,  Jeames  and 
B«tsy  in  the  servants'  hall  are  very 
likely  talking  about  them,  and  you 
are  putting  yourself  in  the  power  of 
those  menials.  If  the  ])erusal  of  these 
lines  has  rendered  one  single  young 
couple  uncomfortable,  surely  my  ami- 
able end  is  answered,  and  I  have  writ- 
ten not  altogether  in  vain. 

Clive  was  going  away,  innoeent 


though  he  was,  yet  quivering  under 
iiis  aunt's  reproof,  and  so  put  out  of 
countenance  that  he  had  not  even 
thought  of  lighting  the  great  cigar 
which  he  stuck  into  his  foolish 
mouth;  w'ncn  a  shout  of  "Clive! 
Clive ! "  from  half  a  dozen  little  voi- 
ces roused  him,  and  presently  as 
many  little  Newcomes  came  toddling 
down  the  stairs,  and  this  one  clung 
round  his  knees,  and  that  at  the  skins 
of  his  coat,  and  another  took  his  hand 
and  said  he  must  come  and  walk 
with  them  on  the  beach. 

So  away  went  Clive  to  walk  with 
his  cousins,  and  then  to  see  his  o!d 
friend  Miss  Cann,  with  whom  and 
the  elder  children  he  walked  to 
church,  and  issuing  thence  greetud 
Lady  Ann  and  Etlrcl  (who  had  also 
attended  the  service)  in  the  most 
natural  way  in  the  world. 

While  engaged  in  talking  with 
these,  Miss  Honeyman  came  out  of 
the  sacred  edifice,  crisp  and  stately  in 
the  famous  Agra  brooch  and  Cash- 
mere shawl.  The  good-natured  Lady 
Ann  had  a  smile  and  a  kind  word  for 
her  as  for  everybody.  Clive  went  up 
to  his  maternal  aunt  to  offer  his  arm. 
"  You  must  give  him  up  to  us  for 
dinner,  Miss  Honeyman,  if  you  please 
to  be  so  very  kind.  He  was  so  good 
natured  in  escorting  Ethel  down," 
Lady  Ann  said. 

"  Hm  !  my  lady,"  says  Miss  Honey- 
man,  perking  her  head  up  in  her  col- 
lar. Clive  did  not  know  whether  to 
laugh  or  not,  but  a  fine  blush  illumi- 
nated his  countenance.  As  for  Ethel, 
she  was  and  looked  perfectly  uncon- 
scious. So,  mstling  in  her  stiff  black 
silk,  Martha  Honeyman  walked  with 
her  nephew  silent  by  the  shore  of  the 
mu(^i  -  sounding  sea.  The  idea  Of 
courtship,  of  osculatory  processes,  of 
marrying  and  giving  in  marriaire, 
made  this  elderly  virgin  chafe  and 
fume,  she  never  having,  at  any  pe- 
riod of  her  life,  indulged  in  any  such 
ideas  or  practices,  and  being  angry 
against  them,  as  childless  wives  will 
sometimes  be  angry  and  testy  against 
matrons  with  their  prattle  about  "" 
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Tiarseries.  Now,  Miss  Cann  was  a 
different  sort  of  spinster,  and  loved  a 
bit  of  sentiment  with  all  her  fieart, 
from  which  I  am  led  to  conclude  — 
but,  pray,  is  this  the  history  of  Miss 
Cann  or  of  the  Newcomes  1 

All  these  Newcomes  then  entered 
into  Miss  Honeyman's  house,  where 
a  number  of  little  knives  and  forks 
.were  laid  for  them.    Ethel  was  cold 
and  thoughtful ;  Lady  Ann  was  per- 
fectly good-natured  as  her  wont  was. 
Sir  Brian  came  in  on  the  arm  of  his 
valet  presently,  wearing  that  look  of 
extra  neatness  which  invalids  have, 
who   have    just    been    shaved     and 
combed,  and  made  jready  by   their 
attendants   to  receive  company.     He 
was  voluble ;  though  there  was  a  per- 
ceptible change  in  his  voice  :  he  talked 
chiefly  of  matters  which  had  occurred 
forty  years    ago,    and    especially  of 
Clive's  own  father,  when  he  was  a 
boy,  in  a  manner  which  interested  the 
young  man  and  Ethel.     "He  threw 
me  down  in  a  chaise,  —  sad  chap,  — 
always   reading  *  Orme's    History  of 
India,' — wanted    marry   Frenchwo- 
man.    He  wondered  Mrs.  Newcome 
did  n't  leave  Tom  anything,  —  *  pon 
my  word,  quite  s'prise."     The  events 
of  to-day,  the   House  of  Commons, 
the  City,  had  little  interest  for  him. 
All  the  children  went  up  and  shook 
him  by  the  hand,  with  awe  in  their 
looks,   and  he    patted  their    yellow 
heads  vacantly  and  kindly.   He  asked 
Clive   (several  times)   where  he  had 
been  ?  and  said  he  himself  had  had  a 
slight  'tack,  —  vay  slight,  —  was  get- 
ting well  ev'y  day,  —  strong    as   a 
horse,  —  go  back  to  Parliament  d'- 
rectly.     And  then  he  became  a  little 
peevish  with  Parker,  his  man,  about 
nis  broth.      The  man    retired,   and 
came  back  presently,  with  profound 
bows  and  gravity,  to  tell  Sir  Brian 
dinner  was  ready,  and  he  went  away 
quite  briskly  at  this  news,  giving  a 
conple  of  fingers  to  Clive  before  he 
disappeared    into   the    upper  apart- 
ments.   Good-natured  Lady  Ann  was 
as  easy  about  this  as  about  the  other 
events  of  this  world.    In  later  days, 


with  what  a  strange  feeling  we  re- 
member that  last  sight  we  have  of 
the  old  friend ;  that  nod  of  farewell 
and  shake  of  the  hand,  that  last  look 
of  the  face  and  figure  as  the  door 
closes  on  him,  or  the  coach  drives 
away !  So  the  roast  mutton  was 
ready,  and  all  the  children  dined  very 
heartily. 

The  infantile  meal  had  not  been 
long  concluded,  when  servants  an- 
nounced "the  Marquis  of  Farin- 
tosh";  and  that  nobleman  made  his 
appearance  to  pay  his  respects  to 
Miss  Newcome  and  Lady  Ann.  He 
brought  the  very  last  news  of  the 
very  last  party  in  London,  where 
*'Eeally,  upon  my  honor,  now,  it 
was  quite  a  stupid  party,  because 
Miss  Newcome  was  n't  there.  It  was 
now,  really." 

Miss  Newcome  remarked,  if  he  said 
so  upon  his  Lonor,  of  course  she  was 
satisfied. 

"  As  you  were  n't  there,"  the 
young  nobleman  continued,  "  the 
Miss  Hackstraws  came  out  quite 
strong;  really  they  did  now,  upon 
my  honor.  It  was  quite  a  quiet 
thing.  Lady  Merri^orough  had  n't 
even  got  a  new  gown  on.  Lady 
Ann,  you  shirk  London  society  thin 
year,  and  we  miss  you :  we  expected 
you  to  give  us  two  or  three  things 
this  season ;  we  did  now,  really.  I 
said  to  Tufthunt,  only  yesterday, 
why  has  not  Lady  Ann  Newcome 
given  anything?  lou  know  Tuft- 
hunt? They  sav  he's  a  clever  fel- 
low, and  that  —  out  he 's  a  low  little 
beast,  and  I  hate  him." 

Lady  Ann  said,  "  Sir  Brian's  bad 
state  of  health  prevented  her  fi*om 
going  out  this  season,  or  receiving 
at  home." 

"  It  don't  prevent  your  mother  from 
going  out,  though,  continued  mv 
Lord.  "  Upon  my  honor,  I  think 
unless  she  got  two  or  three  things  ev- 
ery night,  I  think  she  'd  die,  L«dy 
Kew  *s  like  one  of  those  horses,  you 
know,  that  unless  they  go  they  drop." 

"  Thank  you  for  my  mother,"  said 
Lady  Ann. 
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She  is,  upon  my  honor.  Last 
night  I  know  she  was  at  ever  so  many 
places.  She  dined  at  the  Bloxam's, 
for  I  was  there.  Then  she  said  she 
was  going  to  sit  with  old  Mrs.  Crack- 
thor^je,  who  has  broke  her  collar- 
bone (that  Crackthorpe  in  the  Life 
Guards,  her  grandson,  is  a  brute,  and 
I  hope  she  won't  leave  him  a  shillin'), 
and  then  she  camo  on  to  Lady  Hawk- 
stone's,  where  I  heard  her  say  she 
ha  1  been  at  the  —  at  the  Flowerdales', 
too.  People  begin  to  go  to  those 
Flowerdales.  Hanged  if  I  know 
where  they  won't  go  next.  Cotton- 
spinner,  was  n't  he  ?  " 

"  So  were  we,  my  Lord,"  says  Miss 
Newcome. 

"  O  yes,  I  forgot  1  But  you  're  of 
an  old  family,  —  very  old  family." 

"  We  can't  help  it,"  said  Miss 
Ethel,  archly.  Indeed,  she  thought 
she  was. 

"  Do  you  believe  in  the  barber-sur- 
geon ■?  "  asked  Clive.  And  my  Lord 
looked  at  him  with  a  noble  curiosity, 
as  much  as  to  say,  "  Who  the  deuce 
was  the  barber- surgeon  ?  and  who  the 
devil  are  you  ?  " 

"  Whv  should  we  disown  our  fim- 
ily  ?  "  Miss  Ethel  said,  simply.  *'  In 
those  early  days  I  suppose  people 
did  —  did  all  sorts  of  tnings,  and  it 
was  not  considered  at  all  out  of  the 
way  to  be  surgeon  to  William  the 
Conqueror." 

"  F]dward  the  Confisssor,"  inter- 
posed Clive.  "  And  it  must  be  true, 
because  I  have  seen  a  picture  of  the 
barber  -  surgeon  :  a  friend  of  mine, 
M'Collop,  did  the  picture,  and  I  dare 
say  it  is  for  sale  still." 

Lady  Ann  said  "  she  should  be  de- 
lighted to  see  it."  Lord  Farintosh 
remembered  that  the  M'Collop  had 
the  moor  next  to  his  in  Argyleshire, 
but  did  not  choose  to  commit  himself 
with  the  stranger,  and  preferred  look- 
ing at  his  own  handsome  face  and  ad- 
miring it  in  the  glass  until  the  last 
speaker  had  concluded  his  remarks. 

As  Clive  did  not  offer  any  further 
conversation,  but  went  back  to  a  ta- 
ble, where  he  began  to  draw  the  bar-' 


ber-surgeon.  Lord  Farintosh  resumed 
the  delightful  talk.  "  VVhat  infernal 
bad  glasses  these  are  in  these  Brigh- 
ton lodging-houses  !  They  make  a 
man  look  quite  green,  really  they  do, 
—  and  there  's  noching  green  in  me, 
is  there,  Lady  Ann  1 

*'  But  you  look  very  unwell.  Lord 
Farintosh;  indeed  you  do,"  Miss 
Newcome  said,  gravely.  "  I  think 
late  hours,  and  smoking,  and  going 
to  that  horrid  Piatt's,  where  I  dare 
say  you  go  —  " 

"  Go  1  don't  I  ?  But  don't  call  it 
horrid ;  really,  now,  don't  call  it  hor- 
rid !  "  cried  the  noble  Marquis. 

"  Well  —  something  has  made  you 
look  far  from  well,  lou  know  how 
very  well  Lord  Farintosh  used  to 
look,  mamma,  —  and  to  see  him  now, 
in  his  only  second  season,  —  O,  it  is 
melancholy  1 " 

"  God  bless  my  «oul.  Miss  New- 
come  !  what  do  you  mean  1  I  think 
I  look  pretty  .  well,"  and  the  ncrtJe 
youth  passed  his  hand  through  his 
hair.  "  It  is  a  hard  life,  I  know ; 
that  tearin'  about  night  after  night, 
anl  sittin'  up  till  ever  so  much 
o'cloiik;  and  then  all  these  races,  you 
know,  comin'  one  after  another, — 
it  *s  enough  to  knock  up  any  fellow. 
I  'U  tell  you  what  I  '11  do,  Miss  New- 
come.  I  '11  go  down  to  Codlington, 
to  my  mother ;  I  will,  upon  my  hon- 
or, and  lie  quiet  all  July,  and  then 
I  '11  go  to  Scotland,  —  and  you  shall 
«ee  whether  I  don't  look  better  next 
season." 

"  Do,  Lord  Farintosh  !  "  said  Eth- 
el, greatly  amused,  as  much,  perhaps, 
at  the  young  Marquis,  as  at  her  Cous- 
in Clive,  who  sat,  whilst  the  other  was 
speaking,  fuming  with  rage,  at  his  ta- 
ble. "  What  are  you  doing,  Clive  ? " 
she  asks. 

"  I  was  trvin<?  to  draw,  Lord  knows 
who,  —  Lord  Newcome  who  was  killed 
at  the  Battle  of  Bosworth,"  said  the 
artist,  and  the  girl  ran  to  look  at  the 
picture. 

"  Why,  you  have  made  him  like 
Punch,"  cries  the  young  lady. 

"  It 's  a  shame  caricaturing 
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own  flesh  and  blood,  is  n't  it  ?  **  asked 
Clive,  gravely. 

"  What  a  droll,  funny  picture ! " 
exclaims  Lady  Ann.  "  Is  n't  it  capi- 
tal. Lord  Farintosh  ?  " 

"1  dare  say, — I  confess  I  don't 
understand  that  sort  of  thing,"  says 
his  Lordship.  *'  Don't,  upon  my 
honor.  There 's  Odo  Carton,  always 
making  those  caricatures,  —  /  don't 
understand  'em.  You  '11  come  up  to 
town  to-morrow,  won't  you?  And 
you  're  goin'  to  Lady  Hm's,  and  to 
Hm  and  Hm's,  ain't  you  1 "  (The 
names  of  these  aristocratic  places  of 
resort  were  quite  inaudible.)  "  You 
must  n't  let  JB^i^s  Blackcap  have  it  all 
her  own, way,  you  know,  that  you 
must  n't." 

"  She  won't  have  it  all  her  own 
way,"  says  Miss  Ethel.  "  Lord  Farin- 
tosh, will  you  do  me  a  favor?  Lady 
Innishowan  is  your  aunt  ?  " 

"  (>f  course  she  is  my  aunt." 

"  Will  you  be  so  very  good  as  to 
get  a  card  for  her  party  on  Tuesday, 
for  my  cousin,  Mr.  Clive  Newcomc  1 
Clive,  please  be  introduced  to  the 
Marquis  of  Farintosh." 

The  young  Marquis  perfectly  well 
recollected  those  mustachios  and  their 
wearer  on  a  former  night,  though  he 
had  not  thought  fit  to  make  any  sign 
of  recognition.  "  Anything  you  wish. 
Miss  Newcome,"  he  said ;  "  delighted, 
I  'm  sure  "  ;  and  turning  to  Clive,  — 
"  In  the  army,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  I  am  an  artist,  says  Clive,  turn- 
ing very  red. 

"  0,  really,  I  did  n't  know,"  cries 
the  nobleman ;  and,  my  Lord  burst- 
ing out  laughing  presently  as  he  was 
engaged  in  conversation  with  Miss 
Ethel  on  the  balcony,  Clive  thought, 
very  likely  with  justice,  "  He  is  mak- 
ing fun  of  mv  mustachios.  Confound 
him ;  I  should  like  to  pitch  him  over 
into  the  street."  But  this  was  only 
a  kind  wish  on  Mr.  Newcome's  part ; 
not  followed  out  by  any  immediate 
fulfilment. 

As  the  Marqnis  of  Farintosh  seemed 
Inclined  to  prolong  his  visit,  and  his 
company  was  exwedingly  disagreea- 


ble to  Clive,  the  latter  took  his  de- 
parture for  an  afternoon  walk,  con- 
soled to  think  that  he  should  have 
Ethel  to  himself  at  the  evening's  din- 
ner, when  Lady  Ann  would  be  occu- 
pied about  Sir  Brian,  and  would  be 
sure  to  be  putting  the  children  to  bed, 
and  in  a  word,  would  give  him  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour  of  delightful  tete-a-tete 
with  the  beautiful  Ethel. 

dive's  disgust  was  considerable 
when  he  came  to  dinner  at  length, 
and  found  Lord  Farintosh  likewise 
invited,  and  sprawling  in  the  draw* 
ing-room.  His  hopes  of  a  iete-h-tite 
were  over.  Ethel  and  Lady  Ann 
and  my  Lord  talked,  as  all  people 
will,  about  their  mutual  acquaint- 
ance :  what  parties  were  coming  ofl^, 
who  was  going  to  marry  whom,  and 
so  forth.  And  as  the  persons  about 
whom  they  conversed  were  in  their 
own  station  of  life,  and  belonged  to 
the  (iishionable  world,  of  which  Clive 
had  but  a  slight  knowledge,  he  chose 
to  fancy  that  his  cousin  was  giving 
herself  airs,  and  to  feel  sulky  and  un- 
easy during  their  dialogue. 

Miss  Newcome  had  faults  of  her 
own,  and  was  worldly  enough,  as  per- 
haps the  reader  has  begun  to  per- 
ceive ;  but  in  this  instance,  no  harm, 
sure,  was  to  be  attributed  to  her.  If 
two    gossips   in    Aunt  Honeyman's 

Srlor  had  talked  over  the  affairs  of 
r.  Jones  and  Mr.  Brown,  Clive 
would  not  have  been  angrv  ;  but  a 
young  man  of  spirit  not  unfrequently 
mistakes  his  vanity  for  independence  : 
and  it  is  certain  that  nothing  is  more 
ofiensive  to  us  of  the  middle  class 
than  to  hear  the  names  of  great  folks 
constantly  introduced  into  conversa- 
tion. 

So  Clive  was  silent  and  ate  no  din- 
ner, to  the  alarm  of  Hannah,  who 
had  put  him  to  bed  many  a  time,  and 
always  had  a  maternal  eye  over  him. 
When  he  actually  refused  currant 
and  raspberry  tart,  and  custard,  the 
chf/'d'ceuvre  of  Miss  Honey  man,  for 
which  she  had  seen  him  absolntely 
cry  in  his  childhood,  the  good  Han- 
nah wa9  alarmed. 
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"Law,  Master  Oliver"  she  said, 
"  do-ce  eat  some.  Missis  made  it, 
you  know  she  did  "  ;  and  she  in- 
sisted' on  bringing  back  the  tart  to 
him. 

Lady  Ann  and  Ethel  laughed  at 
this  eagerness  on  the  worthy  old 
woman's  part.  "Do*ee  eat  some, 
Clive,''  says  Ethel,  imitating  honest 
Mrs.  Hicks,  who  had  left  the  room. 

"  It 's  doosid  good/'  remarked  Lord 
Farintosh. 

"  Then  do'ee  eai  some  more,"  said 
Miss  Newcome ;  on  which  the  yoang 
nobleman,  holding  oat  his  plate,  ob- 
served with  mnch  affability,  that  the 
cook  of  the  lodgings  was  really  a 
stunner  for  tarts. 

"  The  cook,  dear  me,  it 's  not  the 
eook!"  cries  Miss  Ethel.  "Don't 
you  remember  the  princess  in  the 
Arabian  Nights,  who  was  snch  a  stun- 
ner for  tarts.  Lord  Farintosh  ?  " 

Lord  Farintosh  couldn't  say  that 
he  did. 

"  Well,  I  thought  not;  but  there 
was  a  princess  in  Arabia  or  China 
or  somewhere,  wlio  made  such  de- 
licious tarts  and  custards  that  no- 
body's could  compare  with  them ; 
and  there  is  an  old  lady  in  Brighton 
who  has  the  same  wonderful  talent. 
She  is  the  mistress  of  this  house." 

"  And  she  is  mv  aunt,  at  your 
Lordihip's  service/  said  Mr.  Olive, 
with  ^eat  dignity. 

"  Upon  my  honor  !  did  you  make 
'em,  Ladv  Ann  ?  "  asked  my  Lord. 

"  The  C^ueen  of  Hearts  made  tarts ! " 
cried  out  Miss  Newcome,  rather  eager- 
ly, and  blushing  somewhat. 

"  My  good  oM  aunt,  Miss  Honey- 
man,  made  this  one/'  Olive  would  go 
on  to  say. 

"Mr.  Honeyman's  sister,  the  preach- 
er, yon  know,  where  we  go  on  Sun- 
day/' Miss  Ethel  interposed. 

"  The  Honeyman  pedigree  is  not  a 
matter  of  very  great  iraporttmce," 
Lady  Ann  remarked  gently.  "  Knhn, 
will  you  have  the  goodness  to  take 
away  these  things  ?  When  did  you 
hear  of  Colonel  Newcome,  Clive  ?  " 

An  air  of  deep  bewildfiHii^and 


perplexity  had  spread  over  Lord  Far- 
mtosh's  nne  countenance  whilst  this 
talk  about  pastry  had  been  going  on. 
The  Arabian  Princess,  the  Queen  of 
hearts  making  tarts,  Miss  Honey- 
man  ?  W  ho  the  deuce  were  all  these  ? 
Such  may  have  been  his  Lordship's 
doubts  and  queries.  Whatever  nls 
cogitations  were,  he  did  not  give  ut- 
terance to  them,  but  remained  in 
silence  for  some  time,  as  did  the  rest 
of*the  little  party.  Clive  tried  to 
think  he  had  asserted  his  indepen- 
dence by  showing  that  he  was  not 
ashamed  of  his  oM  aunt;  but  the 
doubt  may  be  whether  there  was  any 
necessity  for-  presenting  her  in  this 
company,  and  whether  Mr.  Olive  had 
not  much  better  have  left  the  tart 
question  alone. 

Ethel  evidently  thought  so ;  for  she 
talked  and  rattled  in  the  musc  lively 
manner  with  Lord  Farintosh  for  the 
rest  of  the  evening,  and  scarcely 
chose  to  say  a  word  to  her  cousin. 
Lady  Ann  was  absent  with  Sir  Brian 
and  her  children  for 'the  most  part  of 
the  time;  and  thns  Clive  had  the 
pleasure  of  listening  to  Miss  Newcome 
uttering  all  sorts  of  odd  little  para 
doxes,  firing  the  while  sly  shots  at 
Mr.  Clive,  and,  indeed,  making  fun 
of  his  friends,  exhibiting  herself  in 
not  the  most  agreeable  light.  Her 
talk  only  served  the  more  to  bewilder 
Lord  Farintosh,  who  did  not  under- 
stand a  tithe  of  her  allusions;  for 
Heaven,  which  had  endowed  the 
young  Marquis  with  personal  charms, 
A  large  estate,  an  ancient  title  and 
the  pride  belonging  to  it,  had  not 
supplied  his  Lordship  with  a  great 
quantity  of  braina,  or  a  very  ieeling 
heart. 

Lady  Ann  came  baek  from  the 
upper  regions  presently  with  rather  a 
grave  face,  and  saying  that  Sir  Brian 
was  not  so  well  this  evening,  upon 
which  the  young  men  rose  to  depart. 
My  Lord  said  he  hnd  had  "  a  most 
delightful  dinner  and  a  most  delight- 
ful tart,  'pon  his  honor,"  and  was  the 
only  one  of  the  little  company  who 
laughfld  at  bis  own  remark*    Miss 
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Ethers  eyes  na^Uied  scorn  at  Mr. 
C  AVii  wUcn  that  uiifortanate  subject 
was  iiiiroduced  a^ain. 

My  Lord  was  going  back  to  Lon- 
don to  morrow.  Was  Miss  Newcome 
goin^  back  ?  Would  n't  he  like  to 
^o  back  in  the  train  with  her!  — 
another  unlucky  observation.  Lady 
Ann  said,  "  It  would  depend  pn  the 
Ktate  of  Sir  Brian's  health  the  next 
morning  whether  Ethel  would  return ; 
and  both  of  you  gentlemen  are*  too 
young  to.  be  her  escort,"  added  the 
kind  lady.  Then  she  shook  hands 
with  Clive,  as  thinking  she  had  said 
something  too  severe  for  him. 

Farintosh  in  the  mean  time  was  tak- 
ing leave  of  Miss  Newcome,  "  Pray, 
pray,"  said  his  Lordship,  "don't 
throw  me  over  at  Lady  Innishowan's. 
You  know  I  hate  balls  and  never  go 
to  'em,  except  when  you  go.  I  hate 
dancing,  I  do,  'pon  my  honor." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Miss  New- 
come,  with  a  courtesy. 

"  Except  with  one  person  —  only 
one  person,  upon  my  honor.  I  '11 
remember  and  get  the  invitation  for 
your  friend.  And  if  you  would  but 
try  that  mare,  I  give  you  my  honor  I 
bred  her  at  Codlington.  She's  a 
beauty  to  look  at,  and  as  quiet  as  a 
lamb." 

"  I  don't  want  a  horse  like  a  lamb,*' 
replied  the  young  lady. 

«  Well  —  she  '11  go  like  blazes 
now :  and  over  timber  she  's  splendid 
now.     She  is,  upon  my  honor." 

"When  I  come  to  London  per- 
haps you  may  trot  her  out,"  said  Miss 
Ethel,  giving  him  her  hand  and  a 
fine  smile. 

Clive  came  up  biting  his  lips.  *'  I 
suppose  you  don't  condescend  to 
ride  Bhurtpore  any  more  now  1 "  he 
said. 

"  Poor  old  Bhurtpore  I  The  chil- 
dren ride  him  now,"  said  Miss  Ethel, 
—  giving  Clive  at  the  same  time  a 
dangerous  look  of  her  eyes  as  though 
to  see  if  her  shot  Iiad  hit.  Then 
she  added,  "  No,  —  he  has  not  been 
bronirht  up  to  town  this  year :  he  is 
at  Newcome,  and  I  like  him  very 


much."  Perhaps  she  tl.ou^^ht  the 
shot  had  struck  too  deep. 

But  if  Clive  was  hurt  he  did  not 
show  his  wound.  "  You  have  had  him 
these  four  years*  —  yes,  it 's  four  years 
since  my  father  broke  him  for  you. 
And  you  still  continue  to  like  him  ? 
What  a  miracle  of  constancy  !  You 
use  him  sometimes  in  the  country,  — 
when  you  have  no  better  horse, — 
what  a  compliment  to  Bhurtpore !  " 

"  Nonsense  !  "  Miss  Ethel  here 
made  Clive  a  sign  in  her  most  im- 
perious manner  to  stay  a  moment 
when  Lord  Farintosh  had  departed. 

But  he  did  not  choose  to  obey  this 
order.  "  Good  night,"  he  said.  "  Be- 
fore I  go  I  must  shake  hands  with 
my  aunt  down-stairs."  And  he  was 
gone,  following  close  upon  Lord 
Farintosh,  who  I  dare  say  thought, 
"  Why  the  deuce  can't  he  shake  hands 
with  bis  aunt  up  here  ?  "  and  when 
Clive  entered  Miss  Honeyman's  back 
parlor,  making  a  bow  to  the  young 
nobleman,  my  Lord  went  away  more 
perplexed  than  ever;  and  the  next 
day  told  friends  at  White's  what  un- 
commonly queer  people  those  New- 
comes  were.  **  I  give  you  my  honor 
there  was  i^  fellow  at  Lady  Ann's 
whom  they  call  Clive,  who  is  a  paint- 
er by  trade,  —  his  uncle  is  a  preacher, 
—  his  father  is  a  horse-dealer,  and 
his  aunt  lets  lodgings  and  cooks  the 
dinner." 


CHAPTER  XLIIL 

BETCRNS  TO  SOME  OLD  FBIENDS. 

The  haggard  youth  burst  into  my 
chambers,  in  the  Temple,  on  the  very 
next  morning,  and  confided  to  me  the 
story  which  has  been  just  here  nar- 
rated. When  ho  had  concluded  it, 
with  many  ejaculations  regarding  the 
heroine  of  the  tale,  "  I  saw  her,  sir," 
he  added,  "  walking  with  the  children 
and  Miss  Cann  as  I  drove  round  in 
the  fly  to  the  station,  —  and  did  n't 
even  bow  to  her." 

"Why  did  you  go  round  by  the 
cli£6fl|mit|d  (;iivo's  fnend.     "  That 
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is  not  the  way  from  the  'Steyne 
Anns  "  to  the  railroad." 

"Hang  it,"  says  Clive,  turning 
very  red,  "  I  wanted  to  pass  just  un- 
der her  windows,  and^  if  I  saw  her, 
not  to  see  her :  and  that 's  what  I 
did." 

"  Why  did  she  walk  on  the  cWfT," 
mused  Clive's  friend,  "  at  that  early 
hour  ?  Not  to  m'jet  Lord  Farintosh, 
1  should  think.  He  never  gets  up 
before  twelve.  It  must  have  been  to 
see  you.  Didn't  you  tell  her  you 
were  going  away  in  the  morning  1  *' 

"I  tell  you  what  she  does  with 
me,"  continues  Mr.  Clive.  "Some- 
times she  seems  to  like  me,  and  then 
she  leaves  me.     Sometimes    she  is 

?uite  kind,  —  kind  she  always  is,  — 
mean,  you  know.  Pen, — yow.know 
what  i  mean  ;  and  then  up  comes  the 
old  Countess,  or  a  young  Mjarquis,  or 
some  fellow  with  a  handle  to  his 
name,  and  she  whistles  me  off  till  the 
next  convenient  opportunity." 

"  Women  ar^j  like  that,  my  ingenu- 
ous youth,"  say^  Clive's  counsellor. 

"jT  won't  stand  it.  /  won't  be 
made  a  fool  of!  "  he  continues.  "  She 
seems  to  explect  everybody  to  bow  to 
her,  ami  moves  through  the  world 
with  her  imperious  airs.  O,  how 
confoundedly  handsome  she  is  with 
them !  I  tell  you  what.  I  feel  in- 
clined to  tumble  down  and  feel  one 
of  hur  pretty  little  feet  on  my  neck, 
and  say,  There!  Trample  my  life 
out.  Make  a  slave  of  me.  Let  me 
get  a  silver  collar  and  mark  *  Ethel ' 
on  it,  and  go  through  the  world  with 
my  badge." 

"  And  a  blue  ribbon  for  a  footman 
to  hold  you  by;  and  a  muzzle  to 
wear  in  the  dog-days.  Bow !  wow  ! " 
says  Mr.  Pendennis. 

(At  this  noise  Mr.  Warrington  puts 
his  head  in  from  the  neighboring  bed- 
chamber, and  shows  a  beard  just 
lathered  for  shaving:.  **^We  are  talk- 
ing sentiment !  Go4)ack  till  you  are 
wanted  !  "  says  Mr.  Pentttinnis.  Exit 
he  of  the  soap-suds. ) 

"D.m't  make  fun  of, a  fellow," 
Clive  continues,  laughii^   ruefully. 


"  You  see  I  mttst  talk  about  it  to  some- 
body. I  shall  die  if  I  don't.  Some- 
times, sir,  I  rise  up  in  mv  might  and 
I  defy  her  lightning.  The  sarcastic 
dodge  is  the  best ;  I  have  borrowed 
that  from  you.  Pen,  old  boy.  That 
puzzles  her :  that  would  beat  her  if  £ 
could  but  go  on  with  it.  But  there 
comes  a  tone  of  her  sweet  voice,  a  look 
out  of  those  killing  gray  eyes,  and  all 
my  frame  is  in  a  thrill  and  a  tremble. 
When  slie  was  engaged  to  Lord  Kew 
I  did  battle  with  the  confounded  pas- 
sion, —  and  I  ran  away  from  it  like  an 
honest  man,  and  the  gods  rewarded 
me  with  ease  of  mind  after  a  while. 
But  now  the  thing  rages  worse  than 
ever.  Last  night,  I  give  you  my 
honor,  I  heard  every  one  of  the  con- 
founded hours  toll,  except  the  last, 
when  I  was  dreaming  of  my  father, 
and  the  chambermaid  woke  me  with 
a  hot-water  jug." 

•*Did  she  scald  you?  What  a 
cruel  chambermaid  !  I  see  you  have 
shaven  the  mustachios  off." 

"Farintosh  asked  me  whether  I 
was  goin<^  in  the  army,"  said  Clive, 
"  and  she  laughed.  I  thought  I  had 
best  dock  them.  O,  I  would  like 
to  cut  my  heal  off  as  well  as  my 
hair  1 " 

"  Have  yon  ever  asked  her  to  mar- 
ry you  ?  "  asked  Clive's  friend. 

"  I  have  seen  her  but  five  times 
since  my  return  from  abroad,"  the 
lad  went  on  ;  "  therohas  been  always 
somebody  by.  Who  am  I  ?  a  painter 
with  five  hundred  a  year  for  an  allow- 
ance. Isn't  she  used  to  walk  upon 
velvet  and  dine  upon  silver;  and 
hasn't  she  got  marquises  and  barons, 
and  all  sorts  of  swells,  in  her  train  ? 
I  dare  n't  ask  her —  " 

Here  his  friend  hummed  Montrose's 
lines,  —  "  He  either  fears  his  fate  too 
much,  or  his  desert  is  small,  who 
dares  not  put  it  to  the  touch,  and  win 
or  lose  it  all." 

"  I  own  I  dare  not  nsk  her.  If 
she  were  to  refuse  mo,  I  know  I  should 
never  ask  again.  This  is  n't  the  mo- 
ment, when  all  Swelldom  is  at  hei 
feet,  for  me  to  come  forward  and  say, 
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'  Maiden,  I  have  watched  thee  daily, 
and  I  think  thou  lovest  me  well.'  I 
read  that  ballad  to  her  at  Baden,  sir. 
I  di-ew  a  picture  of  the  Lord  ol'  Bur- 
leigh wooing  the  maiden,  and  asked 
wliat  she  woald  have  done  ?  " 

**  0,  you  didi  I  thought,  when 
we  were  at  Baden,  we  were  so  modest 
that  we  did  not  even  whisper  our  con- 
dition ? " 

'*  A  fellow  can't  help  letting  it  be 
seen  and  hinting  it,"  says  Clive,  with 
another  blush.  '*  They  can  read  it 
in  our  looks  fast  enough ;  and  what 
is  going  on  in  our  minds,  hang  them ! 
I  recollect  she  said,  in  her  grave,  cool 
way,  that  after  all  the  Lord  and  Lady 
of  Burleigh  did  not  seem  to  have 
made  a  very  good  marriage,  and  that 
the  lady  would  have  been  much  bap- 
pier  in  martying  one  of  her  own  de- 
gree." 

**  That  was  a  very  prudent  saying 
for  a  young  lady  of  eiglitcen,"  remarks 
Clive  s  friend. 

"  Yes ;  but  it  was  not  an  unkind 
one.  Say  Ethel  thought  —  thought 
what  was  the  case ;  and  being  engaged 
herself,  and  knowing  how  friends  of 
mine  had  provided  a  very  pretty  little 
partner  for  me,  —  she  is  a  dear,  good 
little  pirl,  little  Ro'^ey ;  and  twice  as 
pood,  Pen,  when  her.  mother  is  away, 
—  knowing  this  and  that,  I  say,  sup- 
pose Ethel  wanted  to  give  me  a  bint 
to  keep  quiet,  was  she  not  right  in 
the  counsel  she  g^ve  me  ?  She  is  not 
fit  to  be  a  poor  man's  wife.  Fancy 
Ethel  Newcome  going  into  the  kitchen 
and  making  pies  like  Aunt  Honey- 
man  !  " 

**  The  Circassian  beauties  don't  sell 
under  so  many  thousand  purses,"  re- 
marked Mr.  rendennis.  "  If  there  's 
a  beauty  in  a  well-regulated  Greorgian 
family,  they  fatten  her ;  they  feed  her 
with  the  best  RoLcahout  des  Arahes. 
They  give  her  silk  robes  and  perfumed 
baths ;  have  her  taught  to  play  on 
the  dulcimer  and  dance  and  sing; 
and  when  she  is  quite  perfect,  send 
her  down  to  Constantinople  for  the 
Sultan's  inspection.  The  rest  of  the 
family  never  think  of  grumbling,  but 


eat  coarse  meat,  bathe  in  the  rivcrj 
wear  old  clothes,  and  praise  Allah  for 
their  sister's  elevation.  Bah!  Do 
you  suppose  the  Turkish  system 
does  n't  obtain  all  the  world  over  ? 
My  piior  Clive,  this  article  in  the  May 
Fair  Market  is  beyond  your  worship  s 
price.  Some  things  in  this  world  are 
made  for  our  betters,  young  man. 
Let  Dives  say  grace  for  his  dinner, 
and  the  dogs  and  Lazarus  be  thankful 
for  the  crumbs.  Here  comes  War- 
rington, shaven  and  smart  as  if  he 
was  "going  out  a  courting." 

Thus  it  will  be  seen,  that  in  his 
communication  witfa-  certain  friends 
who  approached  nearer  to  his  own 
time  of  life,  Clive  was  much  more 
eloquent  and  rhapsodical  than  in  the 
letter  which  he  wrote  tt>  his  father,, 
regarding  his  passion  for  Miss  Ethel. 
He  celebrated  her  with  pencil  and 
pen.  He  was  forever  drawing  the 
outline  of  her  head,  the  solemn  eye- 
brow, the  nose  (that  wondrous  little 
nose)  descending  from  the  straight 
forehead,  the  short  upper  lip,  and 
chin  sweeping  in  a  full  carve  to  the 
neck,  &c.,  &c.,  &c.  A  freauenter  of 
his  studio  might  see  a  whole  gallery 
of  Ethels  there  represented  :  when 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  visited  that  place, 
and  remarked  one  face  and  figure  re- 
peated on  a  hundred  canvases  and 
f)apers,  gray,  white,  and  brown^  I  be- 
ieve  she  was  told  that  the  original 
was  a  fkmous  Roman  model,  from 
whom  Clive  had  studied  a  great  deal 
during  his  residence  in  Italv:  on 
which  Mrs.  Mack  gave  it  as  her  opin- 
that  Clive  was  a  sad,  wicked,  young 
fellow.  The  widow  thought  rather 
the  better  of  him  for  being  a  sad, 
wicked  young  fellow ;  and  as  for  Miss 
Rosey,  she,  of  course,  was  of  mamma's 
way  of  thinking,  Rosey  went  through 
the  world  constantly  siiuling  at  what- 
ever occurred.  She  was  good-hu- 
mored through  the  dreariest  long 
evenings  at  the  raost  stupid  parries ; 
sat  good-humoredly  for  hours  at 
Shoolbred's  whilst  mamma  was  mak- 
ing purchases ;  heard  good-huniorcdiy 
those  old  old  stories  of  her  mother  s 
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dajT  after  day ;  bore  an  hour's  joking 
or  ail  hour's  scolding  with  equal  good> 
humor,  and  whatever  had  been  the 
occurrences  of  her  simple  day,  whether 
there  was  sunshine  or  cloudy  weather, 
or  flashes  of  lightning  and  bursts  of 
rain,  I  fancy  Mass  Mackenzie  slept 
after  them  quite  undisturbedly,  and 
was  sure  to  greet  the  morrow's  dawn 
with  a  smile. 

Had  Olive  become  more  knowing 
in  his  travels,  had  Love  or  Experience 
opened  his  eyes,  that  they  looked  so 
diiferently  now  upon  objects,  which 
before  used  well  enough  to  please 
tiiem.  It  is  a  fact  that,  until  he  went 
abroad,  he  thought  Widow  Mackenzie 
a  dashing,  lively,  f^reeable  woman : 
he  used  to  receive  her  stories  about 
Cheltenham,  the  colonies,  the  balls  at 
Grovernment  Mouse,  the  observations 
which  the  Bishop  made,  and  the  pe- 
culiar attention  of  the  Chief  Justice 
to  Mrs.  Major  MacShane,  with  the 
Major's  uneasy  behavior,  —  all  these 
to  hear  at  one  time  did  Clive  not  un- 
graciously incline.  "Our  friend, 
Mrs.  Mack,''  the  good  old  Colonel 
used  to  say,  "is  a  clever  woman  of 
the  world,  and  has  seen  a  great  deal 
of  company."  That  story  of  Sir 
Thomas  Sadman  dropping  a  pocket- 
handkerchief  in  his  court  at  Colombo, 
which  the  Queen's  Advocate  O'Gog- 

farty  picked  up,  and  on  which  Laura 
lacS.  was  embroidered,  whilst  the 
Major  was  absolutely  in  the  witness- 
box  giving  evidence  against  a  native 
servant  who  had  stolen  one  of  his 
cocked  hats,  —  that  story  always 
made  good  Thomas  Newcome  laugh, 
and  Clive  used  to  enjoy  it  too,  and 
the  widow's  mischievous  fun  in 
narrating  it;  and  now,  behold,  one 
day  when  Mrs.  Mackenzie  "recounted 
the  anecdote  in  her  best  manner  to 
Messrs.  Pendennis  and  Warrington, 
and  Frederick  Bay  ham,  who  had  been 
invited  to  meet  Mr.  Clive  in  Fitzroy 
Square,  —  when  Mr.  Binnie  chuckled, 
when  Rosey,  as  in  dury  bound,  looked 
discomposed  and  snid,  "  Law,  mam- 
ma !  "  —  not  one  sign  of  good-humor, 
not  one  ghost  of  a  smile,,  made  its  ap- 


parition on  Clive's  dreary  face.  He 
painted  imaginary  portraits  with  a 
strawberrv  stalk :  he  looked  into  his 
water-glass  as  though  he  would  plunge 
and  drown  there;  and  Bayham  bad 
to  remind  him  that  the  claret-jug  was 
anxious  to  have  another  embrace  from 
its  constant  friend,  F.  B.  When 
Mrs.  Mack  went  away  distributing 
smiles,  Clive  groaned  out,  "  Good 
Heavens !  how  thai;  story  does  lK>re 
me ! "  and  lapsed  into  his  former 
moodiness,  not  giving  so  much  as  a 
glance  to  Rosey,  whose  sweet  face 
looked  at  him  kindly  tor  a  moment, 
as  she  followed  in  the  wake  of  her 
mamma. 

"  The  mother 's  the  woman  for  my 
money,"  1  heard  F.  B.  whisper  to 
Warrington.  "  Splendid  figure-head 
sir,  —  magnificent  build,  from  bows 
to  stern,  —  1  like  'em  of  that  sort. 
Thank  you,  Mr.  Binnie,  I  will  take  a 
baek-hander,  as  Clive  don't  seem  to 
drink.  The  youth,  sir,  hiis  grown 
melancholy  with  his  travels ;  1  m  in- 
clined to  think  some  noble  Roman 
has  stolen  the  young  man's  heart. 
Why  did  you  not  send  us  over  a  pic- 
ture of  the  charmer,  Clive  ?  Young 
Ridley,  Mr.  Binnie,  you  will  bo  hap- 
py to  bear,  is  bidding  fair  to  take  a 
distinguished  place  in  the  world  of 
arts.  His  picture  has  been  greatly 
admired ;  and  my  good  friend  Mrs 
Ridley  tells  me  that  Lord  Todmorden 
has  sent  him  over  an  order  to  paint 
him  a  couple  of  pictures  at  a  hundred 
guineas  apiece." 

'^  I  should  think  so.  J.  J.'s  pic- 
tures will  He  worth  five  times  a  hun- 
dred guineas  ere  five  years  are  over," 
says  Clive. 

"  In  that  case  it  would  n't  be  a  bad 
speculation  for  our  friend  Sherrick," 
remarked  F.  B.,  "  to  purchase  a  few 
of  the  young  man's  works.  I  would, 
only  I  have  n't  the  capital  to  spare. 
Mine  has  been  vested  in  an  Odessa 
venture,  sir,  in  a  large  amount  of 
wild  oats,  which  up  to  the  present 
moment  make  me  no  return.  But  it 
will  always  be  a  consolation  to  me  to 
think  that  I  have  been  the  means  ^_ 


812 


THE .  NEWC0MF6, 


the  humble  means  —  of  furthering 
that  deserving  young  man's  prospects 
in  life." 

"You,  F.  B. !  and  how?"  we 
asked. 

"  By  certain  humble  contributions 
of  mine  to  the  press,"  answered  Bay- 
ham,  majestically.  "  Mr.  Warring- 
ton, the  claret  happens  to  stand  with 
you ;  and  exercise  does  it  good,  sir. 
i'es,  the  articles,  trifling  as  thev  may 
appear,  have  attracted  notice,  con- 
tinued F.  B.,  sipping  his  wine  with 
gi*eat  gusto.  "They  are  noticed, 
Peiidennis,  give  me  leave  to  say,  by 

f>arties  who  don't  value  so  much  the 
iterary  or  even  the  political  part  of 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  though  both,  I 
am  told  by  those  who  read  them,  are 
cond ucted  wi  th  considerable — con- 
summate ability.  John  Ridley  sent 
a  hundred  pounds  over  to  his  tathcr, 
the  other  day,  who  funded  it  in  his 
son's  name.  And  Ridley  told  the  sto- 
ry to  I/ord  Todmorden,  when  the  ven- 
erable nobleman  congratulated  him  on 
having  such  a  child.  I  wish  F.  B. 
had  one  of  the  same  sort,  sir."  In 
which  sweet  prayer  we  all  of  us  joined 
with  a  laugh. 

One  of  us  had  told  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
(let  the  criminal  blush  to  own  that 
quizzing  his  fellow-creatures  used  at 
one  time  to  form  part  of  his  youthful 
amusement)  that  F.  B.  was  the  son  of 
a  gentleman  of  most  ancient  family 
and  vast  landed  possessions,  and  as 
Bayh^m  was  particularly  attentive  to 
the  widow,  and  grandiloquent  in  his 
remarks,  she  was  greatly  pleased  by 
his  politeness,  and  pronounced  him  a 
most  distincm^  man,  —  reminding  her, 
indeed,  of  General  Hopkirk,  who  com- 
manded in  Canada.  And  she  bade 
Rosey  sing  for  Mr.  Bayham,  who  was 
in  a  rapture  at  the  young  lady's  per- 
formances, and  said  no  wonder  such 
an  accomplished  daughter  came  from 
such  a  mother,  though  how  such  a 
mother  could  have  a  daughter  of  such 
an  age  he,  F.  B.,  was  at  a  loss  to  un- 
derstand. O  sir!  Mi*s.  Mackenzie 
was  charmed  and  overcome  at  this 
novel  compliment    Meanwhile    the 


little  artless  Rosey  warbled  on  her 
pretty  ditties. 

"  It  IS  a  wonder,"  growled  out  Mr. 
Warrington,  "  that  that  sweet  girl  can 
belong  to  such  a  woman.  I  don't 
understand  much  about  women,  but 
that  one  appears  to  me  to  be  — 
hum ! " 

"  What,  George  1 "  asked  Warring- 
ton's friend. 

"  Well,  an  ogling,  leering,  schem- 
ing, artful  old  campaigner,"  grunjbled 
the  misogynist.  "As  for  the  little 
girl  I  should  like  to  have  her  to  sing  to 
me  all  night  long.  Depend  upon  it 
she  would  make  ti  much  better  wife 
for  Olive  than  tiiat  fashionable  cousin 
of  his  he  is  hankering  after.  I  heard 
him  bellowing  about  her  the  other 
day  in  chambers,  as  I  was  dressing. 
What  the  deuce  does  the  boy  want 
with  a  wife  at  all  ? "  And  Rosey's 
song  being  by  this  time  finished, 
Warrington  went  up  with  a  blushing 
face  and  absolutely  paid  a  compliment 
to  Miss  Mackenzie,  —  an  almost  un- 
heard-of effort  on  George's  part. 

"  I  wonder  whether  it  is  every 
young  fellow's  lot,"  quoth  George,  as 
we  trudged  home  together,  "  to  pawn 
his  heart  away  to  some  girl  that 's 
not  worth  the  winning  ?  Psha  !  it 's 
all  road  rubbish  this  sentiment.  The 
women  ought  not  to  be  allowed  to  in- 
terfere with  us  :  married  if  a  man 
must  be,  a  suitable  wife  should  be 
portioned  out  to  him,  and  there  an 
end  of  it  Why  does  n't  the  young 
man  marrj'  this  girl,  and  get  back  to 
his  business  and  paint  his  pictures? 
Because  his  father  wishes  it,  —  and 
the  old  Nabob  yonder,  who  seems  a 
kindly  disposed,  easy-going  old  Hea- 
then philosoi'hi r.  Here's  a  pretty 
litile  girl ;  money  I  suppose  m  suf- 
ficiency, —  everything  satisfactory, 
except,  I  grant  you,  the  campaigner. 
The  lad  might  daub  his  canvases, 
christen  a  child  a  year,  and  be  as  hap- 
py as  any  young  donkey  that  browses 
on  this  common  of  onrs,  —  but  ho 
must  go.  and  heehaw  after  a  zebra 
forsooth  !  a  lusus  naturo'  U  she  !  1  nev- 
er spoke  to  a  woman  of  fashion,  thank 
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mj  stars,  —  I  don*t  know  the  nature 
of  the  beast ;  and  sincj  I  went  to  our 
race-balls,  as  a  boy,  scarcely  ever  saw 
one ;  as  I  don't  frequent  operas  and 
parties  in  London  like  you  young 
flunkeys  of  the  aristocracy.  I  heard 
YOU  talking  about  this  one,  I  could  n't 
help  it,  as  mv  door  was  open  and  ths 
young  one  was  shouting  like  a  mad- 
m  m.  What !  do3s  he  choose  to  hang 
on  on  sufferance  and  hope  to  be  taken, 
provided  Miss  can  get  no  better  ? 
l)o  you  mean  to  say  that  is  the  gen- 
teel custom,  and  that  women  in  your 
confounded  society  do  such  things 
every  day  ?  Rather  than  have  such  a 
creature  I  would  take  a  savage  wo- 
man, who  should  nurse  my  dusky 
brood ;  and  rather  than  have  a  daugh- 
ter brouglit  up  to  the  trade  I  would 
bring  her  dow^n  from  the  woods  and 
sell  her  in  Virginia."  With  which 
bur^t  of  indignation  ot^r  friend's  anger 
ended  for  that  night. 

Though  Mr.  Clive  had  the  felicity 
to  meet  his  cousin  Ethel  at  a  party 
or  two  in  the  ensuing  weeks  of  thle 
season,  every  time  he  perused  the 
features  of  Lady  Kew's  brass  knocker 
in  Queen  Street,  no  result  came  of 
the  visit.  At  one  of  their  meetings 
in  the  world  Ethpl  fairly  told  him 
that  her  grandmother  would  not  re- 
ceive him.  "You  know,  Clive,  I 
can't  help  myself:  nor  would  it  be 
proper  to  make  you  signs  out  of  the 
window.  But  you  must  call  for  all 
that :  grandmamma  mav  become 
more  good-humored ;  or  if  you  don't 
come  she  may  suspect  I  told  you  not 
to  come  ;  and  to  battle  with  her  day 
after  day  is  no  pleasure,  sir,  I  assure 
you.  Here  is  Lord  Farintosh  coming 
to  take  me  tg  dance.  You  must  not 
speak  to  me  all  the  evening,  mind 
thar,  sir,"  and  away  goes  the  young 
lad/  in  a  waltz  with  the  Marqifis. 

6a  the  same  evening,  —  as  he  was 
biting  his  nails,  or  cursing  his  fate, 
or  wishing  to  invite  Lord  Fsirintosh 
into  the  neighboring  garden  of  Berk- 
eley Square,  whence  the  policeman 
might  carry  to  the  station-house  the 
corpse  of  the  survivor,  —  Lady  Kew 
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would  bow  to  him  with  perfect  gra- 
ciousness  ;  on  other  nights  her  Lady- 
ship would  pass  and  no  more  recog- 
nize liim  than  the  servant  who  open^ 
the  door. 

If  she  was  not  to  see  him  at  her 
grandmother's  house,  and  was  not 
particularly  unhappy  at  his  exclusion, 
why  did  Miss  Newcome  encourage 
Mr.  Clive  so  that  he  should  try  and 
see  her.  If  Clive  could  not  get  into 
the  little  house  in  Queen  Street,  why 
was  Lord  Farintosh's  enormous  cab- 
horse  looking  daily  into  the  first-floor 
windows  of  that  street  ?  Why  were 
little  quiet^inners  made  for  him,  be- 
fore the  opera,  before  going  to  the 
play,  upon  a  half-dozen  occasions, 
when  some  of  the  old  old  Kew  port 
was  brought  out  of  th^  cellar,  wnere 
cobwebs  had  gathered  round  it  ere 
Farintosh  was  born  ?  The  dining- 
room  was  so  tiny  that  not  more  than 
five  people  could  sit  at  the  little  round 
table  :  that  is,  not  more  than  Lady 
Kew  and  her  granddaughter.  Miss 
Crochet,  the  late  vicar's  daughter,  at 
Kewbury,  one  of  the  Miss  Tjoadins, 
and  Captain  Walle/e,  or  Tommy 
Henchman,  Farintosh's  kinsman  and 
admirer,  who  were  of  no  consequence, 
or  old  Fred.  Tiddler,  whose  wife  was 
an  invalid,  and  who  was  always 
ready  at  a  mojnaent's  notice  ?  Crack- 
thorpe  once  went  to  one  of  these  din- 
ners, but  that  young  soldier  being  a 
frank  and  high-spirited  youth  abused 
the  entertainment  and  declined  more 
of  them.  "  I  tell  you  what  I  was 
wanted  for,"  the  Captain  told  his 
mess  and  Clive  at  the  Kegent's  Park 
Barracks  afterwards,  "  I  was  expected 
to  go  as  Farintosh's  Groom  of  the 
Stole,  don't  you  know,  to  stand,  or 
if  I  could  sit,  in  the  back  seat  of  the 
box,  whilst  His  Royal  Highness 
made  talk  with  the  Beauty  ;  to  go 
out    and    fetch    the    carriage,    and 

walk  down   stairs   with  that  d 

crooked  old  dowager,  that  looks  as 
if  she  usually  rode  on  a  broomstick, 
by  Jove,  or  else  with  that  bony  old 
painted  sheep-faced  companion,  wh*-  '  ^ 
raddled  like  an  old  bell-wethr 
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think,  Newcome,  you  seem  to  be 
rather  hit  by  the  Belle  Cousine,  —  so 
was  I  last  season  ;  so  were  ever  so 
many  of  the  fellows.  By  Jove,  sir  ! 
there  's  nothing  I  know  more  comfort- 
able or  inspiritin'  than  a  younger 
son's  position,  when  a  Marquis  cuts 
in  with  fitleen  thousand  a  year  !  We 
fancy  we've  been  making  running, 
and  suddenly  we  find  ourselves  no- 
where. Miss  Mary,  or  Miss  Lucy,  or 
Miss  Ethel,  saving  your  presence, 
will  no  more  look  at  us  than  my  dog 
will  look  at  a  bit  of  bread  when  I  of- 
fer her  this  cutlet.  Will  you,  —  old 
woman  ?  no,  you  old  slut,  that  you 
won't !  "  (to  Mag,  an  Isle-of-Skye 
teiTicr,  who,  in  fat't,  prefers  the  cut- 
let, having  snuffed  disdainfully  at  the 
bread),  —  "  that  you  won't,  no  more 
than  any  of  your  sex.  Why,  do  you 
suppose,  if  Jack's  eldest  brother  had 
been  dead,  —  Barebones  Belsize  they 
used  to  call  him  (I  don't  believe,  he 
was  a  bad  fellow,  though  he  whs  fond 
of  psalm-singing), — do  you  suppose 
that  Lady  Clara  would  have  looked 
at  that  cock-tail  Barney  Newcomel 
Beg  your  pardon,  if  he  s  your  cousin, 
—  but  a  more  odious  little  snob  I 
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never  saw. 

"  I  give  you  up  Barnes,"  said 
Clive,  laughing  ;  "  anybody  may  shy 
at  him  and  I  sna'  n't  interfere." 

"  I  understand,  but  at  nobody  else 
of  the  family.  Well,  what  I  m^n  is, 
that  that  old  woman  is  enough  to 
spoil  any  young  girl  she  takes  in 
hand.  She  dries  'em  up,  and  poisons 
'em,  sir ;  and  I  was  never  more  glad 
than  when  I  heard  that  Kew  had  got 
ont  of  her  old  clutches.  Frank  is  a 
fellow  that  will  always  be  led  by  some 
woman  or  another ;  and  I  'm  only 
glad  it  should  be  a  good  one.  They 
say  his  mother's  serious,  and  that; 
but  why  should  n't  she  be  ?  "  contin- 
ues honest  Crackthorpe,  puffing  his 
cigar  with  great  energy.  "  They  say 
the  old  dowager  does  n't  believe  in 
God  nor  Devil;  but  that  she's  in 
such  a  funk  to  be  left  in  the  dark 
that  she  howls  and  raises  the  doose's 
own  delight  if  her  candle  goes  out. 


Toppleton  slept  next  room  to  her  at 
Groningham,  and  heard  her ;  did  n't 
you.  Top  ?  " 

"Heard  her  howling  like  an  old 
cat  on  the  tiles,"  says  Toppleton,  — 
"  thought  she  was  at  first.  My  man 
told  me  that  she  used  to  fling  all  sorts 
of  things  —  bootjacks  and  things, 
give  you  my  honor  —  at  her  maid, 
and  that  the  woman  was  all  over 
black  and  blue." 

"  Capital  head  that  is  Newcomc 
has  done  of  Jack  Belsize  !  "  Kays 
Crackthorpe,  from  out  of  his  cigar. 

"And  Kew's  too,  —  famous  like- 
ness !  I  say,  Newcome,  if  you  have 
'em  printed,  the  whole  brigade  '11  sub- 
scribe. Make  your  fortune,  see  if 
you  won't,"  cries  Toppleton. 

"  He  's  such  a  heavy  swell ;  he 
don't  want  to  make  his  fortune,"  ejac- 
ulates Butts. 

"  Butts,  old  boy,  he  '11  paint  vou 
for  nothing,  and  send  yon  to  the  Ex- 
hibition, where  some  widow  will  fall 
in  love  with  you ;  and  vou  shall  be 
put  as  frontispiece  for  the  '  Book  of 
Beauty,'  by  Jove,"  cries  another  mili- 
tary satirist  —  to  whom  Butts  :  — 

"You  hold  your  tongue,  you  old 
Saracen's  Head ;  they  're  going  to 
have  you  done  on  the  bears-grease 
pots.  I  say,  I  suppose  Jack  's  all 
right  now.  When  did  he  write  to 
you  last.  Cracky "? " 

"  He  wrote  from  Palermo,  —  a 
most  jolly  letter  from  him  and  Kew. 
He  has  n't  touched  a  card  for  nine 
months ;  is  going  to  give  up  play. 
So  is  Frank,  too,  grown  quite  a  go(>d 
boy.  So  will  you  too.  Butts,  you 
old  miscreant,  repent  of  your  sins, 
pay  your  debts,  and  do  something 
handsome  for  that  poor  deluded  mil- 
liner in  Albany  Street.  Jack  says 
Kew's  mother  has  written  over  to 
Lord  Highgate  a  beautiful  letter, — 
and  the  old  boy  's  relenting,  and 
they  11  come  together  Qgain,  — Jack 's 
eldest  son  now,  you  know.  Bore  for 
Lady  Susan  only  having  girls." 

"Not  a  bore  for  Jack,  though," 
cries  another.  And  what  a  good  fel- 
low Jack  was  ;   and  what  a  trump 
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Kew  is ;  and  how  famously  he  stuck 
by  h.m :  went  to  see  him  in  prison 
and  paid  him  out!  and  what  good 
fellows  we  all  are,  in  general,  became 
the  subject  of  the  conversation,  the 
latter  part  of  which  took  place  in  the 
smoking-room  of  the  Regent's  Park 
Barracks,  then  occupied  by  that  regi- 
ment of  Life  Guards  of  which  Lord 
Kew  and  Mr.  Belsize  had  be.en  mem- 
bers. Both  were  still  fondly  remem- 
bered by  their  companions;  and  it 
was  because  Belsize  had  spoken  very 
warmly  of  Olive's  friendliness  to  him 
that  Jack's  friend,  the  gallant  Crack- 
thorpe,  had  been  interested  in  our 
hero,  and  found  an  opportunity  of 
making  his  acquaintance. 

With  these  frank  and  pleasant 
young  men  Clive  soon  formed  a  con- 
siderable intimacy  :  and  if  any  of  his 
older  and  peaceful  friends  chanced  to 
take  their  afternoon  airing  in  the 
Park,  and  survey  the  horsemen  there, 
we  might  have  the  pleasure  of  behold- 
ing Mr.  Newcome  in  Rotten  Row, 
riding  side  by  side  with  other  dan- 
dies, who  had  mustachios  blond  or 
jet,  who  wore  flowers  in  their  buttons 
(themselves  being  flowers  of  Spring), 
who  rode  magnificent  thorough-bred 
horses,  scarcely  touching  their  stir- 
rups With  the  tips  of  their  varnished 
boots,  and  vwho  Kissed  the  most  beau- 
tiful primrose-colored  kid  gloves  to 
lovely  ladies  passing  them  in  the 
Ride.  Clive  drew  portraits  of  half 
the  officers  of  the  Life  Guards  Green ; 
and  was  appointed  painter  in  ordi- 
nary to  that  distinguished  corps. 
His  likeness  of  the  Colonel  would 
make  you  die  with  laughing :  his 
picture  of  the  Surgeon  was  voted  a 
masterpiece.  He  drew  the  men  in 
the  saddle,  in  the  stable,  in  their 
flannel  dresses,  sweeping  their  flash- 
ing swords  about,  receiving  lancers, 
repelling  infantry,  —  nay,  cutting  a 
sheep  in  two>  as  some  of  the  warriors 
are  known  to  be  able  to  do  at  one 
stroke..  Detachments  of  Life  Guards- 
men made  their  appearance  in  Char- 
lotte Street,  which  was  not  very  dis- 
tant from  their  barracks;  the  most 


splendid  cabs  were  seen  prancing  be- 
fore his  door;  and  curly-whiskered 
youths,  of  aristocratic  appearance, 
smoking  cigars  out  of  his  painting- 
room  window.  How  many  times  did 
Clive's  next-door  neighbor,  little  Mr. 
Finch,  the  miniature-painter,  run  to 
peep  through  his  parlor  blinds,  hoping 
that  a  sitter  was  coming,  and  "  a  car- 
riage-party "  driving  up !  W  hat  wrath 
Mr.  Scowler,  A.R.A.,  was  in  because 
a  young  hopo'mythumb  dandy,  who 
wore  gold  chains  and  his  collars 
turned  down,  should  spoil  the  trade, 
and  draw  portraits  for  nothing.  Why 
did  none  of  the  young  men  come  to 
Scowler?  Scowler  was  obliged  to 
own  that  Mr.  Newcome  had  con- 
siderable talent,  and  a  good  knack  at 
catching  a  likeness.  He  could  not 
paint  a  bit,  to  be  sure,  but  his  heads 
in  black  and  white  were  really  toler- 
able; his  sketches  of  horses  very 
vigorous  and  lifelike.  Mr.  Gandish 
said  if  Clive  would  come  for  three  or 
fonr  years  into  his  academy  he  could 
make  something  of  him.  Mr.  Smee 
shook  his  head,  and  said  he  was 
afraid  that  kind  of  loose,  desultory 
study,  that  keeping  of  aristocratic 
company,  was  anything  but  favorable 
to  a  young  artist,  —  Smee,  who  would 
walk  five  miles  to  attend  an  evening 
party  of  ever  so  little  a  great  man  ! 


•  CHAPTER  XLIV. 

IN  WHICH  MR.   CHARLES   HONEYMAN 
APPEARS  IN  AN  AMIABLE  LIGHT. 

Mr.  Frederick  Bayham  waited  at 
Fitzroy  Square  while  Clive  was  yet 
talking  with  his  friends  there,  and 
favor^  that  gentleman  with  his  com- 
pany home  to  the  usnal  smoky- re- 
fresnment.  Clive  always  rejoiced  in 
F.  B.'s  society,  whether  he  was  in  a 
sportive  mood,  or,  as  now,  in  a  solemn 
and  didactic  vein.  F.  B.  had  been 
more  than  ordinarily  majestic  all  the 
evening.  "  I  dare  say  you  find  me  a 
good  deal  altered,  Clive,"  he  re- 
marked :  "lam  a.  good  deal  altered 
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Since  th^t  good  Samaritan,  your  kind 
&ther,  had  compassion  on  a  poor  fel- 
low fallen  among  thieves  (though  I 
don't  say,  mind  you,  he  was  much 
better  than  his  company),  F.  B.  has 
mended  some  of  his  ways.  I  am  try- 
ing a  course  of  industry,  sir.  Powers, 
perhaps  naturally  great,  have  been 
neglected  over  the  wine-cup  and  the 
die.  I  am  beginning  to  feel  my  way ; 
and  my  chiefs  yonder,  who  have  just 
walked  home  with  their  cigars  in 
their  mouths,  and  without  as  much 
as  saying  '  F.  B.,  my  boy,  shall  we 
go  to  the  "  Haunt"  and  have  a  cool 
lobster  and  a  glass  of  table  beer  ?  '  — 
which  they  certainly  do  not  consider 
themselves  to  be,  —  I  say,  sir,  the 
Politician  and  the  Literary  Critic  " 
(there  was  a  most  sarcastic  emphasis 
laid  on  these  phrases,  characterizing 
Messrs.  Warrington  and  Pendennis) 
"  may  find  thatthere  is  a  hupible  con- 
tributor to  the  Ptdl  Mall  Gazette, 
whose  name,  maybe,  the  amateur 
shall  one  day  reckon  even  higher  than 
their  own.  Mr.  Warrington  I  do 
not  say  so  much,  —  he  is  an  able  man, 
sir,  an  able  man;  but  there  is  that 
about  your  exceedingly  self-satisfied 
friend,  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis,  which 
—  well,  well — let  time  show.    You 
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says  Olive,  delighted ;  **  and  at  Naples 
the  king  furious  against  it." 

"  I  d(m*t  wonder  they  don't  like  it  at 
Rome,  sir.  There  *s  serious  matter  in 
it  which  may  set  the  prelates  of  a  cer- 
tain church  rather  in  a  tremor.  You 
have  n't  read  —  the  —  ahem  —  the 
Pulpit  Pencillings  in  the  P.  M.  G.  ? 
Slight  sketches,  mental  and  corporeal, 
of  our  chief  divines  now  in  London, 
and  signed  Laud  Latimer  ?  " 

**I  don't  do  much  in  that  way," 
said  Clive. 

"  So  much  the  worse  for  you,  my 
young  friend.  Not  that  I  mean  to 
judge  any  other  fellow  harshly,  —  I 
mean  any  other  fellow-stnno-  harshly, 
—  or  that  I  mean  that  those  Pulpit 
Pencillings  would  be  likely  to  do  you 


any  great  good.  But,  such  as  they 
are,  they  have  been  productive  of  bene- 
fit. Thank  you,  Mary,  my  dear,  tho 
tap  is  uncommonly  good,  and  I  drink 
to  your  future  husband's  good  health. 
— ^A  glass  of  good  sound  l^er  refreshes 
after  all  that  claret.  Well,  sir,  to  re- 
turn to  the  Pencillings,  pardon  my 
vanity  in  saying,  that  though  Mr. 
Pendennis  laugl]^  at  them,  they  have 
been  of  essential  ser\"ice  to  the  paper. 
They  give  it  a  character :  they  rally 
round  it  the  respectable  classes.*  They 
create  correspondence.  I  have  re- 
ceived many  interesting:  letters,  chiefly 
from  females,  about  the  Pencillings. 
Some  complain  that  their  favorite 
preacjiers  are  slighted ;  others  applaud 
because  the  clergymen  they  sit  under 
are  supported  by  F.  B.  /  am  Laud 
Latimer,  —  though  I  have  heard  the 
letters  attributed  to  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Bunker,  and  to  a  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment eminent  in  the  religious  world." 

**  So  you  are  the  famous  Laud  Lati' 
mer  ?  "  cries  Clive,  who  had,  in  fact, 
seen  letters  signed  by  those  right  oev- 
erend  names  in  our  paper. 

"  Famous  is  hardly  the  word.  One 
who  scofid  at  everything  —  I  need 
not  say  I  allude  to  Mr.  Arthui'  Pen 
dennis  —  would  have  had  the  letters 
signed  —  the  Beadle  of  the  Parish.  He 
calls  me  the  Venerable  Beadle  some- 
times, —  it  being,  I  grieve  to  say,  his 
way  to  deride  grave  subjects.  You 
would  n't  suppose  now,  my  young 
Clive,  that  the  same  hand  which  pens 
the  Art  criticisms,  occasionally,  when 
his  Highness  Pendennis  is  lazy,  takes 
a  minor  Theatre,  or  turns  the  sportive 
epigram,  or  the  ephemeral  paragraph, 
snould  adopt  a  grave  theme  on  a  Sun- 
day, and  chronicle  the  sermons  of 
British  Divines  ?  For  eighteen  consec- 
utive Sunday  evenings,  Clive,  in  Mrs, 
Ridley's  front  parlor,  which  I  now  oc- 
cupy, vice  Miss  Cann  promoted,  I  have 
written  the  Pencillmgs,  —  scarcely 
allowing  a  drop  of  refreshment,  ex- 
cept under  extreme  exhaustion,  to  pass 
my  lips.  Pendennis  laughs  at  the 
Pencilling.  He  wants  to  stop  them  | 
and  says  they  bore  the  public   I  don't 
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want  to  think  a  man  !s  jealons,  vcho 
was  himself  the  cause  of  my  engage- 
ment at  the  P.  M.  G.,  —  perhaps  my 
powers  were  not  developed  then." 

"  Pen  thinks  he  writes  better  now 
thaii    when    he    began,"    remarked 
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Cllre ;  "  I  have  heard  him  say  so. 

"  His  opinion  of  his  own  writings  is 
high,  whatever  their  date.  Mine,  sir, 
arc  only  just  coming  into  notice. 
They  begin  to  know  F.  B.,  sir,  in  the 
sacrod  ^ificcs  of  his  metropolitan 
cityl  I  saw  the  Bishop  of  London 
looking  at  me  last  Bandar  week,  and 
am  sure  his  Chaplain  whispered  him, 
'  It 's  Mr.  Bayham,  my  Lord,  nephew 
of  your  Lordship's  right  reverend 
brother,  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Bnllock- 
smithv.'  And  last  Sunday  being  at 
church,  —  at  St.  Mungo  the  Martyr's, 
Rev.  S.  Sawdets,  —  by  Wednfesday  I 
got  in  a  female  hand  —  Mrs.  Saw- 
ders's,  no  doubt  —  the  biography  of 
the  incumbent  of  St.  Mungo  ;  an  ac- 
count of  his  early  virtues  ;  a  copy  of 
his  po3ms ;  and  a  hint  that  he  Was  the 
gentleman  destined  for  the  vacant 
Deanery. 

"  Ridley  is  not  the  only  man  I  have 
helped  in  this  world,"  F.  B.  continued. 
"  Perhaps  I  should  blush  to  own  it,  — 
I  do  blush ;  but  I  feel  the  ties  of  early 
acquaintance,  and  I  own  that  I  have 
pui^d  your  uncle,  Charles  Honeyman, 
most  tremendously.  It  was  partly 
for  the  sake  of  the  Aidleys  and  the 
tick  he  owes  'em  ;  partly  for  old  times* 
sake.  Sir,  are  you  aware  that  things 
are  greatly  changed  with  Charles 
Honeyman,  and  that  the  poor  F.  B. 
has  very  likely  made  his  fortune  1 " 

"  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it,"  cried 
Clive;  "and  how,  F.  B.,  have  you 
wl-ought  this  miracle  1 " 

"  By  common  ssnsc  and  enterprise, 
lad,  —  by  a  knowledge  of  the  world 
and  a  benevolent  disposition.  You  '11 
see  La(ly  Whittlesea's  chapel  bears  a 
very  different  aspect  now.  That  mis- 
creant Sherrick  owns  that  he  owes  mc 
a  turn,  and  has  sent  me  a  few  dozen 
of  wine  —  without  any  stamped  paper 
on  my  part  in  return  —  as  an  acknowl- 
edgment of  my  service.    R  chanced, 


sir,  soon  after  your  departure  for 
Italy,  that  going  to  his  private  resi- 
dence respecting  a  little  bill  to  which 
a  heedless  friend  had  put  his  hand, 
Sherrick  invited  me  to  partake  of  tea 
in  the  bosom  of  his  family.  I  was 
thirsty, — having  walked  in  from 
'  Jack  Straw's  Castle,'  at  Hampstead, 
where  poor  Kitely  and  I  had  been  tak- 
ing a  chop,  —  and  accepted  the  prof- 
fered entertainment.  The  ladies  of 
the  family  gave  us  music  after  the 
domestic  itiunin ;  and  then,  sir,  a  great 
idea  occurred  to  me.  You  know  how 
magnificently  Miss  Sherrick  and  the 
mother  sing  ?  They  sang  Mozart,  sir. 
*  Why,'  I  asked  of  Sherrick,  '  should 
those  ladies  who  sing  Mozart  to  a 
piano,  not  sing  Handel  to  an  organ  ? ' 

"  '  Dash  it,  you  don't  mean  a  hur- 
dy-gurdy ? ' 

"  *  Sherrick,'  savs  I,  '  you  are  no 
better  than  a  Heathen  ignoramus.  I 
mean,  why  shouldn't  they%ing  Han- 
del's Church  Music,  and  Church  Mu- 
sic in  general,  in  Lady  Whlttlcsea's 
Chapel  1  Behind  the  screen  up  in 
the  organ-lofl,  what 's  to  prevent  'em  ? 
by  Jingo!  Your  singing  boys  have 
gone  to  the  "  Cave  of  Harmony  " ; 
you  and  your  choir  have  split,  —  why 
should  not  these  ladies  lead  it  ?  '  ae 
caught  at  the  idea.  You  never  heard 
the  chants  more  finely  given,  —  and 
they  would  be  better  still  if  the  con- 
gregation would  but  hold  their  con- 
founded tongues.  It  was  an  excellent 
though  a  harmless  dodge,  sir:  and 
drew  immensely,  to  speak  profanely. 
They  dress  the  part,  sir,  to  admiration, 
—  a  sort  of  nun-like  costume  they 
come  in  :  Mrs.  Sherrick  has  the  soul 
of  an  artist  still,  —  by  Jove,  sir,  when 
they  have  once  smelt  the  lamps,  the 
love  of  the  trade  never  leaves  'em. 
The  ladies  actually  practised  by 
moonlight  in  the  Chapel,  and  came 
over  to  Honeyman 's  to  an  oyster 
afterwards.  The  thing  took,  sir. 
People  began  to  take  box  —  seats  I 
mean  again, — and  Charles  Honeyman, 
easy  in  his  mind  through  your  noble 
father's  generosity,  perhaps  inspirited 
by  returning  good  fortune,  has  been 
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preaching  more  eloquently  than  ever. 
He  took  some  lesjons  of  Husler,  of 
the  Hay  market,  sir.  His  sermons  are 
old,  I  believe ;  but,  so  to  speak,  he  has 
got  them  up  with  new  scenery,  dresses, 
and  effects,  sir.  They  have  flowers, 
sir,  about  the  buildin',  —  pious  ladies 
are  supposed  to  provide  'em,  but, 
entre  nous,  Sherrick  contracts  for  them 
with  Nathan,  or  some  one  in  Covent 
Garden.  And  —  don't  tell  this  now, 
upon  your  honor !  " 

"  Tell  what,  F.  B.  ?  "  says  Clive. 

"I  got  up  a  persecution  against 
your  uncle  for  Popish  practices : 
summoned  a  meetin'  at  the  *  Running 
Footman, '  in  Bolirfgbrokc  Street. 
Billings,  the  butierman ; '  Sharwood, 
the  turner  and  blacking  maker ;  and 
the  Honorable  Phelim  O'Curragh, 
Lord  ScuUabogue's  son,  made 
speeches.  Two  or  three  respectable 
families  (your  aunt,  Mrs.  What-d'- 
you-call-^m  Newcomc  amongst  the 
number)  quitted  the  Chapel  in  disgust, 
—  I  wrote  an  article  of  controversial 
biography  in  the  P.  M.  G. ;  set  the 
business  going  in  the  daily  press ;  and 
the  thing  was  done,  sir.  That  property 
is  a  paying  one  to  the  Incumoent, 
and  to  Sherrick  over  him.  Charles's 
affairs  are  getting  all  right,  sir.  He 
never  had  the  pluck  to  owe  much, 
and  if  it  be  a  sin  to  have  wiped  his 
slate  clean,  satisfied  his  creditors,  and 
made  Charles  easy,  —  upon  my  con- 
science, I  must  confess  that  F.  B.  has 
done  it.  I  hope  I  may  never  do  any- 
thing worse  in  this  life,  Clive.  It  ain't 
bad  to  see  him  doing  the  martyr,  sir : 
Sebastian  riddled  with  paper  pellets ; 
Bartholomew  on  a  cold  gridiron. 
Here  comes  the  lobster.  Upon  my 
word,  Mary,  a  finer  fish  I  've  seldom 
seen.  " 

Now  surely  this  account  of  his 
uncle's  affairs  and  prosperitj'  was 
enough  to  send  Clive  to  Lady 
Whittlesea's  Chapel,  and  it  was  not 
because  Miss  Ethel  had  said  that  she 
and  Lady  Kew  went  there,  that  Clive 
Was  induced  to  go  there  too  ?  He 
attended  punctually  on  the  next 
Sunday,  and  in  the  incumbent's  pew, 


whither  the  pew  woman  conducted 
him,  sat  Mr.  Snerrick  in  great  gravity, 
with  large  gold  pins,  who  handed 
him,  at  the  anthem,  a  large,  new,  gilt 
hymn-book. 

An  odor  of  millefleurs  rustled 
by  them  as  Charles  Honeyman, 
accompanied  by  his  ecclesiastical  val- 
et, passed  the  pew  from  the  vestry, 
and  took  his  place  at  the  desk.  For- 
merly he  used  to  wear  a  flaunting 
scarf  over  his  surplice,  which  was 
very  wide  and  full;  and  Clive  re- 
membered when  as  a  boy  he  entered 
the  sacred  robingr^room,  how  his  uncle 
used  to  pat  and  pufl^  out  the  scarf  and 
the  sleeves  of  his  vestment,  arrange 
the  natty  curl  on  his  forehead,  and 
take  his  place,  a  fine  example  of 
florid  church  decoration.  Now  the 
scarf  was  trimmed  down  to  be  as 
narrow  as  your  neckcloth,  and  hung 
loose  and  straight  over  the  back  ;  the 
ephod  was  cut  straight  and  as  close 
and  short  as  might  be,  —  I  believe 
there  was  a  little  trimming  of  lace  to 
the  narrow  sleeves,  and  a  slight  ara- 
besque of  tape,  or  other  substance, 
round  the  edge  of  the  surplice.  As 
for  the  curl  on  the  forehead,  it  was 
no  more  visible  than  the  Maypole  in 
the  Strand,  or  the  Cross  at  Charing. 
Honeyman's  hair  was  parted  down 
the  middle,  short  in  front,  and  curl- 
ing delicately  round  his  ears  and  the 
back  of  his  head.  He  read  the  service 
in  a  BYfih  manner,  and  with  a  gentle^ 
twang.  When  the  music  began,  ho 
stood  with  head  on  one  side,  and  two 
slim  fingers  on  the  book,  as  composed 
as  a  statue  in  a  mediaeval  niche.  It 
was  fine  to  hear  Sherrick,  who  had 
an  uncommonly  good  voice,  join  in 
the  musical  parts  of  the  service. 
The  produce  of  the  marke^gardener 
decorated  the  church  here  and  there  ; 
and  the  impresario  of  the  establish- 
ment having  picked  up  a  Flemish 
painted  window  from  old  Moss  in 
W ardour  Street,  had  placed  it  in  his 
chapel.  Labels  of  faint  green  and 
gold,  with  long  Gothic  letters  painted 
thereon,  meandered  .over  the  organ- 
loft  and  ^Edleries,  and  strove  to  give 
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as  mediaeval  a  look  to  Lady  Whittle- 
sea's  as  the  place  was  capable  of  as- 


suming. 


"How 
Didn't 


In  the  sermon  Charles  dropped  the 
twang  with  the  surplice,  and  the 
priest  gave  way  to  the  preacher.  He 
preached  short  stirring  discourses  on 
the  subjects  of  the  day.  It  happened 
that  a  noble  young  prince,  the  hope 
of  a  nation  and  heir  of  a  royal  house, 
had  just  then  died  by  a  sudden  acci- 
dent. Absalom,  the  son  of  Pavid, 
furnished  Honeyman  with  a  parallel. 
He  drew  a  picture  of  the  two  deaths, 
of  the  grief  of  kings,  of  the  fate  that 
is  superior  to  them.  It  was,  indeed, 
a  stirring  discourse,  and  caused  thrills 
through  the  crowd,  to  whom  Charles 
imparted  it.  "Famous,  ain't  it?" 
says  Sherrick,  giving  Clive  a  hand 
when  tlie  rite  was  over, 
he 's  corns  out,  has  n't  he  ? 
think  he  had  it  in  him."  Sherrick 
seemed  to  have  become  of  late  im- 
pressed with  the  splendor  of  Charles's 
talents,  and  spoke  of  him  —  was  it 
not  disrespectful'?  —  as  a  mana^r 
would  of  a  successful  tragedian.  Let 
ns  pardon  Sherrick :  ho  had  been  in 
the  theatrical  way.  "  That  Irishman 
was  no  go  at  all,"  he  whispered  to 
Mr.  Newcome,  "got  rid  of  him, — 
let 's  see,  at  Miqhaelmas." 

On  account  of  Clive's  tender  years 
and  natural  levity,  a  little  inattention 
may  be  allowed  to  the  youth,  who  cer- 
tainly looked  about  him  very  eagerly 
during  the  service.  The  house  was 
filled  by  the  ornamental  classes,  the 
bonnets  of  the  newest  Parisian  fashion. 
Away  in  a  darkling  comer,  under  the 
organ,  sat  a  squad  of  footmen.  Surely 
that  powdered  one  in  livery  wor»5  Lady 
Kew  s  colors  ?  So  Clive  looked  under 
all  the  bonnets,  and  presently  spied 
old  Lady  Kcw's  face,  as  grim  and 
yellow  as  her  brass  knocker,  and  by 
It  Ethel's  beauteous  countenance.  He 
dashed  out  of  church  when  the  con- 
gregation rose  to  depart.  "  Stop  and 
see  Honeyman,  won't  you  ?  "  asked 
Sherrick,  surpiised. 

"  Yes,  yes ;  come  back  again,"  said 
Clive,  and  was  gone. 


He  kept  his  word  and  returned 
presently.  The  young  Marquis  and 
an  elderly  lady  were  in  Lady  Kew's 
company.  Clive  had  passed  close 
under  Lady  Kew's  venerable  Ro- 
man nose  without  causing  that  or- 
gan to  bow  in  ever  so  slight  a  de- 
gree towards  the  ground.  Ethel  had 
recognized  him  with  a  smile  and  a 
nod.  My  Lord  was  whispering  one 
of  his  noble  pleasantries  in  her  ear. 
She  laughed  at  the  speech  or  the 
speaker.  The  steps  of  a  fine  be- 
lozenged  carriage  were  let  down  with 
a  bang.  The  Yellow  One  had  jumped 
up  behind  it,  by  the  side  of  his  broth- 
er Giant  Canary.  Lady  Kew's  equi- 
page had  disappeared,  and  Mrs.  Can- 
terton's  was  stopping  the  way. 

Clive  returned  to  the  chapel  by  the 
little  door  near  to  the  Vestiarium. 
All  the  congregation  had  poured  out 
by  this  time.  Only  two  ladies  were 
standing  near  the  pulpit ;  and  Sher- 
rick, with  his  hands  rattling  his 
money  in  his  pockets,  was  pacing  up 
and  down  the  aisle. 

"  Capital  house,  Mr.  Newcome, 
was  n't  it  ?  I  counted  no  less  than 
fourteen  nobs.  The  Princess  of  Mont- 
contour  and  her  husband,  I  suppose, 
that  chap  with  the  beard,  who  yawns 
so  during  the  sermon.  I  'm  blessed, 
if  I  did  n't  think  he  'd  have  yawned 
his  head  off.  Countess  of  Kew,  and 
her  daughter ;  Countess  of  Canterton, 
and  the  Honorable  Miss  Fetlock — 
no,  Ladv  Fetlock.  A  countess's 
daughter  is  a  lady,  I  'm  dashed  if  she 
ain't.  Lady  Glenlivat  and  her  sons ; 
the  most  noble  the  Marquis  of  Farin- 
tosh,  and  Lord  'Enry  Roy;  that 
makes  seven  —  no,  nine — with  the 
Prince  and  Princess. — Jnlia,  my 
dear,  you  came  out  like  a  good  un  to- 
day. Never  heard  you  in  finer  voice. 
Remember  Mr.  Clive  Newcome  ?  " 

Mr.  Clive  made  bows  to  the  ladies, 
who  acknowledged  him  by  graceful 
courtesies.  Miss  Sherrick  was  always 
looking  to  the  vestry-door. 

"How's  the  old  Colonel?  The 
best  feller,  —  excuse  my  calling  him 
a  feller,  —  but  he  is,  and  a  go<^       ^ 
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too.  I  went  to  see  Mr.  Biirnie,  my 
other  tenant.  He  looks  a  little  yj-llow 
about  the  gills,  Mr.   Binnic.     Very 

f)roud  woman  that  is  who  lives  with 
lim,  —  uncommon  haughty.  When 
will  you  come  down  and  take  your 
mutton  in  the  Regent's  Park,  Mr. 
Clive  1  There  *8  some  tolerable  good 
wine  down  there.  Our  reverend  gent 
drops  in  and  takes  a  glass,  don't  he, 
Missis?  '* 

"  We  shall  be  most  'appy  to  see 
Mr.  Newcome,  I'm  sure,"  says  the 
handsome  and  good-natured  Mrs. 
Sherrick.     "  Won't  we,  Julia  1 " 

*'  O  certainly,"  says  Julia,  who 
seems  rather  absent.  And  behold,  at 
this  moment  the  reverend  gent  enters 
Irom  the  vestry.  Botli  the  ladies 
run  towards  him,  holding  forth  their 
hands. 

"  O  Mr.  Hontiyman !  What  a  ser- 
mon !  Me  and  Julia  cried  so  up  in 
the  organ-loft ;  we  thought  you  would 
have  heard  us.     Did  n't  we,  Julia  1  " 

"  O  yes,"  says  Julia,  whose  hand 
the  pastor  is  now  pressing. 

"When  you  described  the  young 
man  1  thought  of  my  poor  boy,  did  n't 
I,  Julia  ? "  cries  the  mother,  with 
tears  streaming  down  her  face. 

"We  had  a  loss  more  than  ten 
years  ago,"  whispei*8  Sherrick  to 
Clive,  gravely.  "And  she 's  always 
thinking  of  it.    Women  are  so." 

Clive  was  touched  and  pleased  by 
this  exhibition  of  kind  feeling. 

"  You  know  his  mother  was  an 
Absalom,"  the  good  wife  continues, 
pointing  to  her  husband.  "  Most  re- 
spectable diamond-merchants  in  —  " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Betsy,  and 
leave  my  poor  old  mother  alone,  do 
now,"  says  Mr.  Sherrick,  darkly. 
Clive  is  in  his  uncle's  fond  embrace 
by  this  time,  who  rebukes  him  for  not 
leaving  called  in  Walpole  Street. 

"No)^  when  will  you  two  gents 
come  up  to  my  shop  to  'ave  a  family 
dinner  1 "  asks  Sherrick. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Newcome,  do  come," 
says  Julia,  in  her  deep  rich  voice, 
looking  up  to  him  with  her  great 
black  eyes.    And  if  Clive  had  beien  a 


vain  fellow  like  some  folks,  who  knows 
but  he  might  have  thought  he  had 
made  an  impression  on  the  handsome 
Julia. 

"  Thursday,  now  make  it  Thurs- 
day, if  Mr.  H.  is  disenj«aged.  Come 
along,  girls,  for  the  flies  bites  the  po- 
nies when  they  're  a  standing  still, 
and  makes  'em  mad  this  weather. 
Anything  you  like  for  dinner.  Cht 
of  salmon  and  cucumber  ?  No,  pick- 
led salmon  's  best  this  weather." 

"  Whatetcr  vou  give  me,  you  know 
1  'm  thankful  f "  says  Honcyman,  in 
&  sweet  sad  voice,  to  the  two  ladies, 
who  were  standing  looking  at  him, 
the  mother's  hand,  clasp^  in  the 
daughter's. 

"  Should  you  like  that  Mendels- 
sohn for  the  Sunday  after  next  ? 
Julia  sings  it  splendid  ! " 

"  No,  1  don't,  tea." 

"  You  do,  dear !  She 's  a  good,  good 
dear,  Mr.  H.,  that 's  what  she  is. 

"  You  must  not  call  —  a  —  him,  in 
that  way.  D<m*t  say  Mr.  H.,  ma," 
says  Julia. 

"  Call  me  what  you  please  ! "  says 
Charles,  with  the  most  heart-rend- 
iiig  simplicity  ;  and  Mrs.  Sherrick 
straightway  kisses  her  daughter. 
Sherrick  meanwhile  has  been  pointr 
ing  out  the  improvement  of  the  chnp- 
el  to  Clive  (which  now  has  indeed  a 
look  of  the  Gothic  Hall  at  Bosher- 
ville),  and  has  confided  to  him  the 
sum  for  which  he  screwed  the  painted 
window  out  of  old  Moss.  "  When  he 
come  to  see  it  up  in  this  place,  sir, 
the  old  man  was  mad,  I  give  you  my 
word  !  His  son  ain't  no  good  :  says 
he  knows  you.  He 's  such  a  screw, 
that  chap,  that  he  '11  overreach  him- 
self, mark  my  words.  At  least,  he  '11 
never  die  rich.  Did  you  ever  hear  of 
me  screwing  ?  No,  I  spend  my  money 
like  a  man.  How  those  girls  arc  a 
goin'  on  about  their  music  with  Hon- 
cyman. I  don't  let  'em  sing  in  the 
evening,  or  him  do  duty  more  than 
once  a  day ;  and  you  can  cac'latc  liow 
the  music  draws,  because  in  the  cvcli- 
in'  there  ain't  half  the  number  of  jko- 
ple  here.    Rev.  Mr.  Journyman  docs 
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the  duty  nowj  — ^  quiet  Hoxford  man, 
—  ill,  I  suppose,  this  morning.  H.  sits 
in  his  pew,  where  we  was,  and  coughs ; 
that's  to  say,  I  told  him  to  cough. 
The  women  like  a  consumptire  par- 
.  son,  sir.    Come,  ^als !  *' 

Olive  went  to  his  ancle's  lodgings,- 
and  was  received  by.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Kidley  i/^ith  great  glee  and  kindness. 
Poth  of  those  good  people  had  made 
it  a  point  to  pay  their  duty  to  Mr. 
Clive  immediately  on  his  return  to 
England,  and  thank  him  over  and 
over  again  for  his  kindness  to  John 
James.  Never,  never  would  they  for- 
get his  goodness,  and  the  Colonel's, 
they  were  sure.  A  cake^  a  heap  of 
biscuits,  a  pyramid  of  jams,  six  friz- 
sling  hot  mutton-chops,  and  four  kinds 
of  wine,  came  bustling  up  to  Mr. 
Honeyman'S  room  twenty  minutes 
after  Clive  had  entered  it,  —  as  a  token 
of  the  Ridleys'  affection  for  him. 

Clive  remarked,  with  a  smile,  the 
Fall  Mall  Gazette  upon  a  side-table, 
and  in  the  chimney-glass  almost  as 
many  cards  as  in  the  time  of  Honey- 
man  s  early  prosperity.  That  he  and 
his  uncle  should  be  very  intimate  to- 
gether was  impossible,  from  the  na- 
ture of  the  two  men ;  Clive  being 
frank,  clear-sighted,  and  imperious; 
Charles,  timid,  vain,  and  double- 
faced,  conscious  that  he  was  a  hum- 
bug, and  that  most  people  found  him 
<>nt,  so  that  he  would  quiver  and  turn 
away,  and  he  more  afraid  of  young 
Clive  and  his  direct  straightforward 
way,  than  of  many  older  men.  Then 
there  'was  the  sense  of  the  money 
transactions  between  him  and  the 
Colonel,  which  made  Charles  Honey- 
man  doubly  uneasy.  In  fine,  they 
did  not  like  each  othei* ;  but,  as  he  is 
a  connection  of  the  most  respectable 
Newcome  family,  surely  he  is  entitled 
to  a  page  or  two  in  tiiese  their  me- 
moirs. 

Thursday  came,  and  with  it  Mr. 
Sherrick's  entertainment,  to  whicl^ 
also  Mr.  Binnie  and  his  party  had  been 
invited  to  meet  Colonel  Newcomers 
son.  Uncle  James  and  Rosey  brought 
Clive  in  their  carriage;  Mrs.  Mac- 
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kenzie  sent  a  headache  as  an  a 
She  chose  to  treat  Uncle  James's 
landlord  with  a  great  deal  of  hauteur, 
and  to  be  angry  with  her  brother  for 
visiting  such  a  persbn.  "  In  fact, 
you  see  how  fond  I  must  be  of  dear 
little  Bosey,  Clive,  that  I  put  up  with 
all  mamma's  tantrums  for  her  sake," 
I'emarks  Mr.  Binnie. 

"  O  uncle !  "  says  little  Rosey,  and 
the  old  gentleman  stopped  her  re- 
monstrances with  a  kiss. 

"  Yes,"  says  he,  "  your  mother 
does  have  tantrums.  Miss ;  and  though 
you  never  complain,  there  's  no  rea- 
son why  I  should  n't.  You  will  not 
tell  on  me  "  (it  was  "  0  uncle ! " 
again) ;  "  and  Clive  won't,  I  am  Sure. 
This  little  thing,  sir,"  James  went  on, 
holding  Rosey's  pretty  little  hand 
and  looking  fondly  in  her  pretty  little 
face,  "  is  her  old  uncle's  only  comfort 
in  life;  I  wish  I  had  had  her  out 
to  India  with  me,  and  never  come 
J>ack  to  this  great  dreary  town  of 
yours.  But  I  was  tempted  home  by 
Tom  Newcome ;  and  I  am  too  old  to 
go  back,  sir.  Where  the  stick  falls 
let  it  lie.  Rosey  would  have  been 
whisked  out  of  my  house,  in  India,  in 
a  month  after  I  had  her  there.  Some 
young  fellow  would  have  taken  her 
away  from  me;    and  now  she  has 

Sromised  never  to  leave  her  old  Uncle 
ames,  has  n't  she  ?  " 

"  No,  never,  uncle,"  said  Rosey. 

"  We  don't  want  to  fall  in  love,  do 
we,  child?  We  don't  want  to  be 
breaking  our  hearts  like  some  young 
folks,  and  dancing  attendance  at  balls 
night  after  night,  and  capering  about 
in  the  Park  to  see  if  we  can  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  beloved  object,  eh, 
Rosey  ?  " 

Rosey  blushed.  It  was  evident 
that  she  and  Uncle  James  both  knew 
of  Clive's  love-affair.  In  fact,  the 
front  seat  and  back  seat  or  the  car- 
riage both  blushed.  And  as  for  the 
secret,  why  Mrs.  Madcenzie  and  Mrs. 
Hobson  had  talked  it  a  hundred  times 
over. 

"  This  little  Rosey,  sir,  has  promised 
to  take  care  of  me  on  this  side  of 
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Styx,"  continued  Uncle  James ;  "  and 
if  she  could  but  be  left  alone,  and 
to  do  it  without  mamma,  —  there,  I 
won't  say  a  word  more  against  her, 
—  we  should  get  on  none  the  worse." 

"  Uncle  James,  I  must  make  a  pic- 
ture of  you,  for  Rosey,"  said  Clive, 
good-humoredly.  And  Kosey  said, 
"  O,  thank  you,  Clive,"  and  held  out 
that  pretty  little  hand,  and  looked  so 
sweet  and  kind  and  happy  that  Clive 
could  not  but  be  charmed  at  the 
sight  of  so  much  innocence  and  can- 
dor. 

"  Quasty  peecoly  Rosiny,"  says 
James,  in  a  fine  Scotch  Italian,  "  e  la 
piu  bella,  la  niu  cara,  ragazza  ma  la 
mawdry  e  il  diav " 

"  Don't,  uncle ! "  cried  Rosey, 
again;  and  Clive  laughed  at  Uncle 
James's  wonderful  outbreak  in  a 
foreign  tongue. 

*•  Eh  !  I  thought  ye  did  n't  know  a 
word  of  the  sweet  language,  Rosey  ! 
It 's  just  the  Lenguy  Toscawny  ift 
Bocky  Romawny  that  I  thought  to 
try  in  compliment  to  this  young 
monkey  who  has  seen  the  world." 
And  by  this  time  Saint  John's  Wood 
was  reached ;  and  Mr.  Sherrick's  hand- 
some villa,  at  the  door  of  which  the 
three  beheld  the  Rev.  Charles  Honev- 
man  stepping  out  of  a  neat  brough- 
am. 

The  drawing-room  contained  sev- 
eral pictures  of  Mrs.  Sherrick  when 
she  was  in  the  theatrical  line,  Smee's 
portrait  of  her,  "which  was  never 
naif  handsome  enough  for  my  Betsy," 
Sherrick  said  indignantly  ;  the  print 
of  her  in  Artaxcrxes,  with  her  signa- 
ture as  Elizabeth  Folthorpe  (not  in 
truth  a  fine  specimen  of  caligraphy), 
the  testimonial  presented  to  her  on 
the  conclusion  of  the  triumphal  sea- 
son of  18 — ,  at  Drury  Lane,  by  her 
ever-grateful  friend,  Adolphus  Smack- 
er, I^see,  who  of  course  went  to  law 
with  her  next  year,  and  other  Thes- 
pian emblems.  But  Clive  remarked, 
with  not  a  little  amusement,  that  the 
drawing-room  tables  were  now  cov- 
ered with  a  number  of  those  books 
which  he  had  seen  at  Madame  de 


Montcontour'tf,  and  many  -French 
and  German  ecclesiastical  gimcracks, 
such  as  are  familiar  to  numberless 
readers  of  mine.  There  were  the  Lives 
of  "  St.  Botibol  of  Islington,"  and 
"  St.  Willibald  of  Bareacres  " ;  with- 
pictures  of  those  confessors.  Then 
there  was  the  . "  Legend  of  Margery 
Dawc,  Virgin  and  Martyr,"  with  a 
sweet  double  frontispiece,  representing 
(1)  the  sainted  woman  selling  her 
feather-bed  for  the  benefit  of  the  poor ; 
and  (2)  reclining  upon  straw,  the 
leanest  of  invalids.  'There  was  "  Old 
Daddy  Longlegs,  and  how  he  was 
brought  to  say  his  Prayers;  a  Tale 
for  Children,  by  a  Lady,"  with  a  pre- 
face dated  St.  Chad's  Eve,  and  signed 
"  C.  H."  "  The  Rev.  Charles  Honey- 
man's  Sermons,  delivered  at  Laoy 
Whittlesea's  Chapel,"  "Poems  of 
Early  I)ays,  by  Charles  Honeyman, 
A.  M."  "  The  Life  of  good  Damfl 
Whittlesea,"  by  do.  do.  Yes,  Charlcf 
had  come  out  in  the  literary  line ;  and 
there  in  a  basket  was  a  strip  of  Berlin 
work,  of  the  very  same  Gothic  pattern 
which  Madame  de  Montcontour  was 
weaving,  and  which  you  afterwards 
saw  round  the  pulpit  of  Charles's 
chapel.  Rosey  was  welcomed  most 
kindly  by  the  kind  ladies ;  and  as  the 
gentlemen  sat  over  their  wine  after 
dinner  in  the  summer  evening,  Clivo 
beheld  Rosey  and  Julia  pacing  up 
and  down  the  lawn,  Miss  Julia's  arm 
round  her  little  friend's  waist;  he 
thought  they  would  make  a  pretty  lit- 
tle picture. 

"  My  girl  ain't  a  bad  one  to  look  at, 
is  she  ?  "  said  the  pleased  father.  "  A 
fellow  might  look  far  enough  and  not 
see. prettier  than  them  two. 

"  Charles  sighed  out  that  there  was 
a  German  print,  the  "  Two  Leonoras," 
which  put  him  in  mind  of  their  vari- 
ous styles  of  beauty. 

"  I  wish  I  could  paint  them,"  said 
Clive. 

•  "  And  why  not,  sir  ?  "  asks  his  host. 
"  Let  me  give  you  your  first  commis- 
sion now,  Mr.  Clive ;  I  would  n't 
mind  paying  a  good  bit  for  a  picture 
of  my  Julia.    I  forget  how  much  old 
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Smee  got  for  Betsy's,  the  old  hum- 
bug ! " 

Clive  said  it  was  not  the  will,  but 
the  power,  that  was  deficient.  He 
succeeded  with  men,  but  the  ladies 
were  too  much  for  him  as  yet. 

"  Those  you  Ve  done  up  at  Albany 
Street  Barracks  are  famous;  I  've 
seen  *em,"  said  Mr.  Sherrick ;  and  re- 
marking tliat  his  guest  looked  rather 
surpris^  at  the  idea  of  his  being  in 
such  company,  Sherrick  said,  "  What, 
you  think  they  are  too  great  swells  for 
me  1  Law  bless  you,  I  often  go  there, 
I  've  business  with  several  of  'em ; 
had  with  Captain  Belsize,  with  the 
Earl  of  Kew,  who  *s  every  inch  the 
gentleman,  —  one  of  nature's  aristoc- 
racy, and  paid  up  like  a  man.  The 
Earl  and  me  has  had  many  dealings 
together." 

Honeyman  smiled  faintly,  and  no- 
body complying  with  Mr.  Sherrick's 
boisterous  entreaties  to  drink  more, 
the  gentlemen  quitted  the  dinner- 
table,  which  bad  been  served  in  a 
style  of  prodigious  splendor,  and 
went  to  the  drawing-room  for  a  little 
music. 

This  was  all  of  the  gravest  and  best 
kind ;  so  grave,  indeed,  that  James 
Binnic  might  be  heard  in  a  comer 
giving  an  accompaniment  of  little 
snores  to  the  singers  and  the  piano. 
But  Bosey  was  delighted  with  the 
performance,  and  Sherrick  remarked 
to  Clive,  "  That 's  a  good  gal,  that  is ; 
I  like  that  gal ;  she  ain't  jealous  of 
Julia  cutting  her  out  in  the  music,  but 
listens  as  pleased  as  any  one.  She 's 
a  sweet  little  pipe  of  her  own,  too. 
Miss  Mackenzie,  if  ever  you  like  to 
go  to  the  opera,  send  a  word"  either  to 
mv  West  End  or  my  City  office. 
I  ve  boxes  every  week,  and  you  *re 
welcome  to  anything  I  can  give 
you." 

So  all  agreed  that  the  evening  had 
been  a  veiy  pleasant  one ;  and  they 
of  Fitzroy  Square  returned  home  talk- 
ing in  a  most  comfortable  friendly 
way,  —  that  is,  two  of  them,  for  Un- 
cle James  fell  asleep  again,  taking 
possession  of  the  back  seat ;  and  Clive 


and  Rosey  prattled  together.  He  had 
offered  to  try  and  take  all  the  young 
ladies'  likenesses.  "  You  know  what 
a  failure  the  last  was,  Bosey  ?  "  — 
he  had  very  nearly  said  "dear  Ro- 
sey. 

"  Yes,  but  Miss  Sherrick  is  so  hand- 
some that  you  will  succeed  better 
with  her  than  with  my  round  face, 
Mr.  Newcome." 

"Mr.  What? "cries  Clive. 

"  Well,  Clive,  then,"  says  Rosey,  in 
a  little  voice. 

He  sought  for  a  little  hand  which 
was  not  very  far  away.  "  You  know 
we  are  like  brother  and  sister,  dear 
Rosey  1  "  he  said  this  time. 

"  Yes,"  said  she,  and  gave  a  little 
pressure  of  the  liand.  And  then  Un- 
cle James  woke  up ;  and  it  seemed  as 
if  the  whole  drive  did  n't  occupy  a 
minute,  and  they  shook  hands  very 
very  kindly  at  the  door  of  Fitzroy 
Square. 

Clive  made  a  famous  likeness  of 
Miss  Sherrick,  with  which  Mr.  Sher- 
rick was  delighted,  and  so  was  Mr. 
Honeyman,  who  happened  to  call 
upon  his  nephew  once  or  twice  when 
the  ladies  happened  to  be  sitting. 
Then  Clive  proposed  to  the  Rev. 
Charles  Honeyman  to  take  his  head 
off ;  and  made  an  excellent  likeness 
in  chalk  of  his  uncle,  —  that  one,  in 
fact,  from  which  the  print  was  taken, 
which  you  may  see  any  day  at  Ho- 
garth's, in  the  Hay  market,  along  with 
a  whole  regiment  of  British  divines. 
Charles  became  so  friendly,  that  he 
was  constantly  coming  to  Charlotte 
Street,  once  or  twice  a  week. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sherrick  came  to  look 
at  the  drawing,  and  were  charmed 
with  it ;  and  when  Rosey  was  sitting, 
they  came  to  see  her  portrait,  whicli 
again  was  not  quite  so  successful. 
One  Monday,  the  Sherricks  and  Hon- 
eyman too  happened  to  call  to  see  tlie 
picture  of  Rosey,  who  trotted  over 
with  her  uncle  to  Clive's  studio,  and 
they  all  had  a  great  laugh  at  a  para- 
graph in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  evi- 
dently from  F.  B.'s  hand,  to  the  fol- 
lowing effect :  — 
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"  COITVEBSIOK  IN  HlOH  LiFE.  — 

A  foreign  nobleman  of  princely  rank, 
who  has  married  an  English  lady,  and 
has  resided  among  ns  for  some  time, 
is  likely,  we  hear  and  trust,  to  join 
the  English  Church.  The  Prince  de 
M — ntc — ^nt — ^r  has  been  a  constant 
atendant  at  Lady  Whittlesea's  chap- 
el, of  which  the  Kev.  C.  Honcyman  is 
the  eloquent  incumbent;  and  it  is 
said  this  sound  and  talented  divine 
has  been  the  means  of  awakening  the 
prince  to  a  sense  of  the  erroneous 
doctrines  in  which  he  has  been  bred. 
His  ancestors  were  Protestant,  and 
fought  by  the  side  of  Henry  IV.  at 
/try.  In  Louis  XIV.'s  time,  they 
adopted  the  religion  of  that  persecut- 
ing monarch.  We  sincerely  Irust 
that  the  present  heir  of  the  house  of 
Ivry  will  see  fit  to  return  to  the  creed 
which  his  forefathers  so  unfortunately 
abjured." 

The  ladies  received  this  news  with 
perfect  gravity ;  and  Charles  uttered 
a  meek  wish  that  it  might  prove  true. 
As  they  went  away,  they  offered  more 
hospitalities  to  Clive  and  Mr.  Binnie 
and  his  niece.  They  liked  the  music, 
would  they  not  come  and  hear  it 
«  again  ? 
.When  they  had  departed  with  Mr. 
Honeyman,  Clive  could  not  help 
saying  to  Uncle  James,  "Why  are 
those  people  always  coming  nere; 
praising  mc;  and  asking  me  to 
dinner?  Do  you  know,  I  can't 
help  thinking  that  they  rather  want 
me  as  a  pretender  for  Miss  Sher- 
rickl" 

Binnie  burst  into  a  loud  guffaw, 
and  cried  out,  **  O  vanitas  vanitaw- 
lum  !  "    Rosey  laughed  too. 

"  I  don't  think  it  any  joke  at  all,'* 
said  Clive. 

"  Why,  you  stupid  lad,  don't  you 
see  it  is  Charles  Honeyman  the  girl 's 
in  love  with  *?  "  criea  Uncle  «James. 
"  Rosey  saw  it  in  the  very  first  in- 
stant we  entered  their  drirwing-room 
three  weeks  ago." 

'*  Indeed,  and  how  ?  "  asked  Clive. 

"By — by  the  Way  she  looked  at 
bim/'  said  little  Rosey. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

▲   STAG   OF   TEN. 

The  London  season  was  very  near- 
ly come  to  an  end,  and  Lord  Farinto^h 
had  danced  I  don't  know  how  many 
times  with  Miss  Newcome,  had  drunk 
several  bottles  of  the  old  Kew  port, 
had  been  seen  at  numerous  breakfasts, 
operas,  races,  and  public  places  by 
the  young  lady's  side,  and  had  not  as 
yet  made  any  such  proposal  as  Lady 
Kew  expected  for  her  granddaughter. 
Clive  going  to  see  his  military  friends 
in  the  Regent's  Park  once,  and  finish 
Captain  Butts's  portrait  in  barracks, 
heard  two  or  three  young  men  talk- 
ing, and  one  say  to  another,  "  I  bet 
you  three  to  two  Farintosh  don't  mar- 
ry her,  and  1  bet  you  even  that  he 
don't  ask  her."  Then  as  he  entered 
Mr.  Butts's  room,  where  these  gen- 
tlemen were  conversing,  there  was  a 
silence  and  an  awkwardness.  The 
young  fellows  were  mailing  an 
"event"  out  of  Ethel's  maniage, 
and  sporting  their  money  freely  on  it^ 

To  have  an  old  countess  hunting 
a  young  marquis  so  resolutely  that  all 
the  world  should  be  able  to  look  on 
and  speculate  whether  her  game  would 
be  run  down  by,  that  stanch  toothless 
old  pursuer, — that  is  an  amusing  sport 
is  n  t  it  ?  and  affords  plenty  of  fun 
and  satisfaction  to  those  who  follow 
the  hunt.  But  for  a  heroine  of  a  sto- 
ry, be  she  ever  so  clever,  handsome, 
and  Sarcastic,  I  don't  think,  for  my 

Sart,  at  this  present  stage  of  the  tale, 
liss  Ethel  Newcome  occupies  a  very 
dignified  position .  To  break  her  heart 
in  silence  for  Tomkins,  who  is  in 
love  with  another;  to  suffer  no  end 
of  poverty,  starvation,  capture  by 
ruffians,  ill-treatment  by  a  bullying 
husband,  loss  of  beauty  by  the  small- 
pox, death  even  at  the  end  of  the  vol- 
ume ;  all  these  mishaps  a  3'oung 
heroine  may  endure  (and  has  endured 
in  romances  over  and  over  again), 
without  losing  the  least  dignity,  or 
suffering  any  diminution  of  the  senti- 
mental reader's  esteem.  But  a  pirl 
of  great  beauty,  high  temper,  and 
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strong  natural  intellect,  who  shbmits 
to  bs  dragged  hither  and  thither  in  an 
old  grandmother's  leash,  and  in  pur- 
suit of  a  husband  who  will  run  away 
from  the  couple,  such  a  person,  1  say, 
is  in  a  very  awkward  position  as  a 
heroine ;  and  I  declare  if  I  had  an- 
other ready  to  my  hand  (and  unless 
there  were  extenuating  circnm stan- 
ces), Ethel  should  be  deposed  at  this 
very  sentence. 

But  a  novelist  mast  go  on  with 
his  heroine,  as  a  man  with  his  wife, 
for  better  or  worse,  and  to  the  eUd. 
•For  how  many  years  have  the  Span- 
iards borne  with  their  gracious  queen, 
not  because  she  was  faultless,  but  be- 
cause she  was  there.  So  Chambers 
and  grandees  cried,  "  God  save  her," 
Alabarderos  turned  out,  drums  beat, 
cannons  fired,  and  people  saluted 
Isabella  Segunda^  who  was  no  better 
than  the  humblest  washerwoman  of 
her  subjects.  Are  ive  much  better 
than  our  neighbors  1  Do  we  never 
yield  to  our  peculiar  temptation,  our 
pride,  or  our  avarice,  or  our  vanity, 
or  what  not?  Eth«l  is  very  wrong 
certainly.  But  recollect  she  is  verv 
young.  She  is  in  other  people  s 
hands.  She  has  been  bred  up  and 
governed  by  a  very  worldly  family, 
and  taught  their  traditions.  We 
would  hardly,  for  instance,  —  the 
stanchest  Protestant  in  England 
would  hardly  be  angry  with  poor 
Isabella  Scgunda  for  being  a  Catholic. 
So  if  Ethel  worships  at  a  certain  im- 
ai^e  which  a  great  number  of  good 
folks  in  England  bow  to,  let  us  not  be 
too  angry  with  her  idolatry,  and  bear 
with  our  queen  a  little  longer  before 
wo  make  our  proijunciamento. 

No,  Miss  Newcome,  yours  is  not  a 
dignified  position  in  life,  however  you 
may  argue  that  hundreds  of  people  in 
the  world  are  doing  like  you.  O 
me !  what  a  confe<^sion  it  is,  in  the 
very  outset  of  life  and  blushing 
brightness  of  youth's  morning,  to 
o  vn  that  the  aim  with  which  a  young 
p:irl  sets  out,  and  the  object  of  her  ex- 
istence, is  to  marry  a  rich  man  ;  that 
sho  was  endowed  with  beauty  so  that 


she  might  buy  Wealth,  and  a  title 
with  it ;  that  as  sure  as  she  has  a  soul 
to  be  saved,  her  business  here  on  earth 
is  to  try  and  get  a  rich  husband. 
That  is  the  career  for  which  many  a 
woman  is  bred  and  trained.  A  young 
man  begins  the  world  with  some  as- 
pirations at  least;  he  will  try  to  be 
good  and  follow  the  truth ;  he  will 
strive  to  win  honors  for  himself,  and 
never  do  a  base  action ;  he  will  pass 
nights  over  his  books,  and  forego  ease 
and  pleasure  so  that  he  may  achieve 
a  name.  Many  a  poor  wretch  who  is 
worn  out  now  and  old,  and  bankrupt 
of  fame  and  money  too,  has  com- 
menced life  at  any  rate  with  noble 
views  and  generous  schemes,  from 
which  weakness,  idleness,  passion,  or 
overpowering  hostile  fortune  have 
turned  him  away.  But  a  girl  of  the 
world,  Iwn  Dieu!  the  doctrine  with 
which  she  begins  is  that  she  is  to 
have  a  wealthy  husband :  the  article 
of  Faith  in  her  catecliism  is,  "  I  be- 
lieve in  elder  sons,  and  a  house  in 
town,  and  a  house  in  the  country  I  '* 
They  are  mercenary  as  they  step 
fresh  and  blooming  into  the  world 
out  of  the  nursery.  They  have  been 
schooled  there  to  keep  their  bright  eyes 
to  look  only  on  the  Prince  and  the 
Duke,  Croesus  and  Dives.  By  long 
cramping  and  careful  process,  their 
little  natural  hearts  have  been  squeezed 
up,  like  the  feet  of  their  fashionable 
little  sisters  in  China.  As  you  see  a 
pauper's  child,  with  an  awful  prema- 
ture knowledge  of  the  pawn-shop,  able 
to  haggle  at  market  with  her  wretch- 
ed halfpence,  and  battle  bargains  at 
hucksters*  stalls,  you  shall  find  a 
young  beauty,  who  was  a  child  in  the 
school-room  a  year  since,  as  wise  and 
knowing  as  the  old  practitioners  on 
that  exchange ;  as  economical  of  her 
smiles,  as  dexterous  in  keeping  hack 
or  producing  her  beautiful  wares,  as 
skilful  in  setting  one  bidder  against 
another,  as  keen  as  the  smartest  mer- 
chant in  Vanity  Fair. 

If  the  young  gentlemen  of  the  Life 
Guards  Green  who  were  talking  about 
Miss  Newcome  and  her  suitor.^ 
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silent  when  Clive  appeared  amongst 
them,  it  was  because  ihey  were  aware 
not  only  of  his  relationship  to  the 
young  lady,  but  his  unhappy  condi- 
tion regarding  her.  Certain  men 
there  are  who  never  tell  their  love, 
but  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  in 
the  bud,  feed  on  their  damask  cheeks ; 
others  again  must  be  not  always 
thinking,  but  talking,  about  the  dar- 
ling object.  So  it  was  not  very  long 
before  Captain  Crackthorpe  was  taken 
into  Clive's  confidence,  and  through 
Crackthorpe  very  likely  the  whole 
mess  became  acquainted  with  his 
passion.  These  young  fellows,  who 
nad  been  early  introduced  into  the 
world,  gave  Clive  small  hopes  of  suc- 
cess, putting  to  him,  in  their  down- 
right phraseology,  the  point  of  which 
he  was  already  aware,  that  Miss  New- 
come  was  intended  for  his  superiors, 
and  that  he  had  best  not  make  his 
mind  uneasy  by  sighing  for  those 
beautiful  grapes  which  were  beyond 
his  reach. 

But  the  good-natured  Crackthorpe, 
who  had  a  pity  for  the  young  paint- 
er's condition,  helped  him  so  far  (and 
gained  Clive's  warmest  thanks  for  his 
good  offices),  by  asking  admission  for 
Clive  to  certain  evening-parties  of  the 
beau-monde,  where  he  haa  the  gratifi- 
cation of  meeting  his  charmer.  Ethel 
was  surprised  and  pleased,  and  Lady 
Kew  surprised  and  angry  at  meeting 
Clive  Newcome  at  these  fashionable 
houses ;  the  girl  herself  was  touched 
very  likely  at  his  pertinacity  in  follow- 
ing her.  As  there  was  no  actual  feud 
between  them,  she  could  not  refuse 
now  and  again  to  dance  with  her 
cousin ;  and  thus  he  picked  up  such 
small  crumbs  of  consolation  as  a  youth 
in  his  state  can  get;  lived  upon  six 
words  vouchsafed  to  him  in  a  qua- 
drille, or  brought  home  a  glance  of  the 
eyes  which  she  had  presented  to  him 
in  a  waltz,  or  the  remembrance  of  a 
squeeze  of  the  hand  on  parting  or 
meeting.  How  eager  he  was  to  get  a 
card  to  this  party  or  that !  how  at- 
tive  to  the  givers  of  such  enter- 
lents  J      Some    friends   of    his 


accused  him  of  being  a  tuffc-hunter 
and  flatterer  of  the  aristocracy,  on  ac- 
count of  his  politeness  to  certain  peo- 
ple ;  the  truth  was,  he  wanted*  to  go' 
wherever  Miss  Ethel  was;  and  the 
ball  was  blank  to  him  which  she  did 
not  attend. 

This  business  occupied  not  only 
one  season,  but  two.  By  the  time  of 
the  second  season,  Mr.  Newcome  had 
made  so  many  acquaintances  that  he< 
needed  few  more  introductions  into 
society.  He  was  very  well  known  as 
a  good-natured  liandsome  young  man, 
and  a  very  good  waltzer,  the  only  son 
of  an  Indian  officer  of  large  wealth, 
who  chose  to  devote  himself  to  paint- 
ing, and  who  was  supposed  to  enter- 
tain an  unhappy  fondness  for  his 
cousin  the  beautifiil  Miss  Newcome. 
Kind  folks  who  heard  of  this  little 
tendre,  and  were  sufficiently  interest- 
ed in  Mr.  Clive,  asked  him  to  their 
houses  in  consequence.  I  dfire  say 
those  people  who  were  good  to  him 
may  have  been  themselves  at  one 
time  unlucky  in  their  own  love-af- 
fairs.' «  « 

When  the  first  season  ended  without 
a  declaration  from  my  Lord,  Lady 
Kew  carried  off  her  young  lady  to 
Scotland,  where  it  also  happened  that 
Lord  Farintosh  was  going  to  shoot, 
and  people  made  what  surmises  they 
chose  upon  this  coincidence.  Sur- 
mises, why  not  ?  You  who  know  the 
world  know  very  well  that  if  you  sec 
Mrs.  So-and-so's  name  in  the  list  of 
people  at  an  entertainment,  on  looking 
down  the  list  you  will  presently  be 
sure  to  come  on  Mr.  Whatd'joucall- 
'em's.  If  Lord  and  Lady  Blank,  of 
Suchandsuch  Castle,  received  a  dis- 
tinguished circle  (including  Lady 
Dash)  for  Christmas  or  Easter, 
without  reading  further  the  names  of 
the  guests,  you  may  venture  on  any 
wager  that  Captain  Asterisk  is  one 
of  the  company.  These  coincidences 
happen  every  day ;  and  some  people 
are  so  anxious  to  meet  other  people, 
and  so  irresistible  is  the  magnetic 
sympathy  I  suppose,  that  they  will 
travel  hundreds  of  miles  in  the  worst 
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of  weather  to  see  their  friends,  and 
break  your  door  open  almost,  pro- 
yided  the  friend  is  inside  it. 

I  am  obhged  to  own  the  fact,  that 
for  many- months  Lady  Kew  hanted 
after  Lord  Farintosh.  Thi»  rheumatic 
old  woman  went  to  Scotland,  where, 
as  he  was  pursuing  the  deer,  she 
stalked  his  Lordship  :  from  Scotland 
she  went  to  Paris,  where  he  was 
taking  lessons  in'  dancing  at  the 
Chaumi^re ;  from  Paris  to  an  English 
country-house,  for  Christmas,  where 
he  was  expected,  but  did  n't  come,  — 
not  being,  his  professor  said,  quite 
complete  in  the  polka,  and  so  on.  If 
Ethel  were  privy  to  these  manoeuvres, 
or  anything  more  than  an  unwittingly 
consenting  party,  I  say  we  would 
depose  her  from  her  place  of  heroine 
at  once.  But  she  was  acting  under 
her  grandmother's  ortlers,  a  most 
imperious,  irresistible,  managing  old 
woman,  who  exacted  everybody's 
obedience,  and  managed  everybody's 
business  in  her  family.  Lady  Ann 
Newcome  being  in  attendance  on  her 
sick  husband,  EtheL.was  consigned  to 
the  Countess  of  Kew,  her  grand- 
mother, who  hinted  that  she  should 
leave  Ethel  her  property  when  dead, 
and  whilst  alive  expected  the  girl 
should  go  about  with  her.  She  had 
and  wrote  as  many  letters  as  a  Secre- 
tary of  State  almost.  She  was 
accustomed  to  set  off  without  taking 
anybody's  advice,  or  announcing  her 
departure  until  within  an  hour  or  two 
of  the  event.-  In  her  train  moved 
Ethel,  against  her  own  ,will,  which 
would  have  led  her  to  stay  at  home 
with  her  father,  but  at  the  special 
wish  and  order  of  her  parents.  Was 
such  a  sum  as  that  of  which  Lady 
Kew  had  the  disposal  ( Hobson  Broth- 
ers knew  the  amount  of  it  quite  well) 
to  be  left  out  of  the  family  ?  .Eorbid 
it  all  ye  powers  !  Barnes  —  who 
would  nave  liked  the  money  himself, 
and  said  truly  that  he  would  live  with 
his  grandmother  anywhere  she  liked 
if  he  could  get  it  —  Barnes  joined 
most  energetically  with  Sir  Brian  and 
Lady  Ann  in  ordering  Ethel's  obedi- 


ence to  Lady  Kew.  You  "know  how 
difficult  it  is  for  one  young  woman 
not  to  acquiesce  when  the  family 
council  strongly  orders.  In  fine,  I 
hope  there  was  a  good  excuse  for  the 
queen  of  this  history,  and  that  it  was 
her  wicked  domineering  old  prime 
minister  who  led  her  wrong.  Other- 
wise, I  say,  we  would  have  another 
dynasty.  O,  to  think  of  a  -generous 
nature,  and  the  world,  and  no^hin^ 
but  the  world,  to  occupy  it !  —  of  a 
brave  intellect,  and  the  milliner's 
bandboxes,  and  the  scandal  of  the 
coteries,  and  the  fiddle-faddle  etiquette 
of  the  court  for  its  sole  exercise !  of 
the  rush  and  hurry  from  entertainment 
to  entertainment ;  of  the  constant 
smiles  and  cares  of  representation ; 
of  the  prayerless  rest  at  night,  and 
the  awaking  to  a  godless  morrow ! 
This  was  the  course  of  life  to  which 
Fate,  and  not  her  own  fault  altogether, 
had  for  a  while  handed  over  Ethel 
Newcome.  Let  those  pity  her  who 
can  feel  their  own  weakness  and 
misgoing;  let  those  punish  her  who 
are  without  fault  themselves. 

Clive  did  not  offer  to  follow  her  to 
Scotland.  He  knew  quite  well  that 
the  encouragement  he  had  had  was 
only  of  the  smallest ;  that  as  a  relation 
she  received  him  frankly  and  kindly 
enough,  but  checked  him  when  he 
would  have  adopted  another  character. 
But  it  chanced  that  they  met  in 
Paris,  whither  he  went  in  the  Easter 
of  the  ensuing  year,  having  worked 
to  some  good  purpose  through  the 
winter,  and  despatched,  as  on  a 
former  occasion,  his  three  or  four 
pictures,  to  take  their  chance  at  the 
Exhibition. 

Of  these  it  is  our  pleasing  duty  to 
be  able  to  corroborate,  to  some  extent, 
Mr.  F.  Bayham's  favorable  report. 
Fancy  sketches  and  historical  pieces 
our  young  man  had  eschewed ;  having 
convinced  himself  either  that  he  had 
not  an  epic  genius,  or  that  to  draw 
portraits  of  his  friends  was  a  much 
easier  task  than  that  which  he  had 
set  himself  formerly.  Whilst  all  the 
world  was  crowding  round  a  r' ' 
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J.  J.'s  little  pictures,  a  couple  of  chfllk 
heads  were  admitted  into  the  Exhibi- 
tion (his  great  picture  of  Captain 
Crackthorpe  on  horseback,  in  full 
uniform,  I  must  own,  was  i^nomini- 
ously  rejected),  and  the  friends  of  the 
parties  had  the  pleasure  of  recognizing 
m  the  miniature  •  room,  No.  1246, 
"Portrait  of  an  Officer, "  — viz., 
Augustus  Butts,  Esq.,  of  the  Life 
Guards  Green  ;  and  "  Portrait  of  the 
Rev.  Charles  Honeyman, "  No.  1272. 
Miss  Sherrick  the  hangers  refused ; 
Mr.  Binnie,  Ciive  had  spoiled,  as 
usual,  in  the  painting ;  the  chalk 
heads,  however,  before  named,  were 
voted  to  be  faithful  likenesses,  and 
executed  in  a  vety  agreeable  and 
spirited  manner.  F.  Bayham's  criti- 
cism on  these  performances,  it  need 
not  be  said,  was  tremendous.  Since 
the  days  of  Michael  Angelo  you  would 
have  thought  there  never  had  been 
such  drawings.  In  fact,  F.  B.,  as 
some  other  critics  do,  clapped  his 
friends  so  boisterously  on  the  back 
and  trumpeted  their  merits  with  such 
prodigious  energy,  as  to  make  his 
mends  themselves  sometimes  uneasy. 
Mr.  Clive,  whose  good  father  was 
writing  home  more  and  more  wonder- 
ful accounts  of  the  Bundlecund  Bank, 
in  which  he  had  engaged,  and  who  was 
always  pressing  his  son  to  draw  for 
more  money,  treated  himself  to  com- 
fortable rooms  at  Paris,  in  the  very 
same  hotel  where  the  young  Marquis 
of  Farintosh  occupied  lodgings  much 
more  splendid,  and  where  he  lived,  no 
doubt,  so  as  to  be  near  the  professor, 
who  was  still  teaching  his  Lordship 
the  polka.  Indeed,  it  must  be  said 
that  Lord  Farintosh  made  great 
progress  under  this  artist,  and  that  he 
danced  very  much  better  in  his  third 
season  than  in  the  first  and  second 
years  after  he  had  come  upon  the  town. 
From  the  same  instructor  the  Marquis 
learned  the  latest  novelties  in  French 
conversation,  the  choicest  oaths  and 
phrases  (for  which  he  was  famous),  so 
that  although  his  French  grammar 
""^s  naturally  defective,  he  was  ena- 
to  order  a  dinner  at  Pbillipe's, 


and  to  bully  a  waiter,  or  curse  a  hack- 
ney  coachman  with  extreme  volubil- 
ity. A  voung  nobleman  of  his  rank 
was  recefved  with  the  distinction  which 
was  his  due  by  the  French  sovereign  of 
that  period  ;  and  at  the  Tuileries,  and 
the  nouses  of  the  French  nobility 
which  he  visited.  Monsieur  le  Marquis 
de  Farintosh  excited  considerable 
remark  bv  the  use  of  some  of  the 
phrases  which  his  young  professor  had 
taught  to  him.  People  even  went  so 
far  as  to  say  that  the  Marquis  was  an 
awkward  and  dull  young  man,  of  the 
very  worst  manners. 

Whereas  the  young  Clive  Newcome 
—  and  it  comforted  the  poor  fellow's 
heart  somewhat,  and  be  sure  pleased 
Ethel,  who  was  looking  on  at  his  tri- 
umphs T-  was  voted  the  most  charm- 
ing young  Englishman  who  had  been 
seen  for  a  long  time  in  our  salons. 
Madame  de  Florae,  who  loved  him  as 
a  son  of  her  own,  actually  went  onco 
or  twice  into  the  world  in  order  to  see 
his  dSut.  Madame  de  Montcontour 
inhabited  a  part  of  the  Hotel  de  Flo- 
rae," and  received  society  there.  Tho 
French  people  did  not  understand 
what  bad  English  she  talked,  though 
they  comprehended  Lord  Farin tosh's 
French  blunders.  "Monsieur  New- 
come  is  an  artist !  What  a  noble  ca- 
reer ! "  cries  a  great  French  lady,  tho 
wife  of  a  marshal,  to  the  astonished 
Miss  Newcome.  "  This  young  man  is 
the  cousin  of  the  charming  Mees? 
You  must  be  proud  to  possess  such 
a  nephew,  Madame!"  says  another 
French  ladv  to  the  Countess  of  Kew 
(who,  you  may  be  sure,  is  delighted  to 
have  such  a  relative).  And  the  French 
lady  invites  Clive  to  her  receptions 
expressly  in  order  to  make  herself 
agreeable  to  the  old  Comtesse.  Before 
the  cousins  have  been  three  minutes  to- 
gether in  Madame  de  Florae's  salon, 
she  sees  that  Clive  is  in  love  with 
Ethel  Newcome.  She  takes  the  boy's 
hand  and  says  "  J*ai  votre  secretf  mon 
ami "  ;  and  her  eyes  regard  him  for  a 
moment  as  fondly,  as  tenderly,  as  ever 
they  looked  at  his  father.  O,  what 
tears  have  they  shed,  gentle  eyes  I     O, 
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what  faith  has  it  kept,  tender  heart ! 
If  love  lives  through  all  life ;  and  sur- 
Tivc3  through  all  sorrow  ;  and  remains 
steadfast  with  us  through  all  chan- 
ges; and  in  all  darkness  of  spirit 
biirns  brightly ;  and,  if  wc  die,  deplores 
us  forever,  and  loves  still  equally; 
and  exists  with  the  Very  last  gasp  and 
throb  of  the  faithful  bosom,  —  whence 
it  passes  With  the  pure  soul,  beyond 
death ;  surely  it  shall  be  immortal ! 
Though  wc  who  remain  are  separated 
from  it,  is  it  not  ours  in  heaven  1  If 
wo  love  still  those  we  lose,  can  we  al- 
together lose  those  we  love?  Forty 
years  have  passed  away.  Youth  and 
dearest  memories  revisit  her,  and  fiope 
almost  wakes  up  again  out  of  its  grave, 
as  the  constant  lady  holds  the  young 
man's  hand,  and  looks  at  the  son  of 
Thomas  Newcome. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

THE   "  HOTEL  DE  FLORAO." 

Since  the  death  of  the  Due  d'lvry, 
the  husband  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots, 
the  Comte  de  Florae,  who  is  now  the 
Icgitimateowncr  of  the  ducal  title,  does 
not  choose  to  bear  it,  but  continues  to 
be  known  in  the  world  by  his  old 
name.  The  old  Count's  world  is 
very  small.  His  doctor,  and  his  di- 
rector, who  comes  daily  to  play  his 
game  of  piquet;  his  daughter's 
children,  who  amuse  him  by  their 
laughter,  and  play  round  his  chair  in 
the  ganJen  of  his  hotel ;  his  faithful 
wife,  and  one  or  two  friends  as  old  as 
himself,  form  his  society.  His  son 
the  Abbe'  is  with  them  but  seldom. 
The  austerity  of  his  manners  fright- 
ens his  old  father,  who  can  little  com- 
prehend the  religionism  of  the  new 
school.  After  going  to  hear  his  son 
preach  through  Lent  at  Notre  Dame, 
where  the  Abbe'  de  Florae  gathered  a 
great  congregation,  the  old  Count 
came  away  quite  puzzled  at  his  son's 
declamations.  "  I  do  not  understand 
your  new  priests,"  he  says ;  •'  I  knew 
my  son  had  bccxmie  a  Cordelier;  I 


went  to  hear  him,  and  found  he  was 
a  Jacobin.  Let  me  make  my  salut  in 
quiet,  my  good  Lconorc.  My  direc- 
tor answers  for  me,  and  plays  a  game 
at  trictrac  into  the  bargain  with  me." 
Our  history  has  but  little  to  do  with 
this  venerable  nobleman.  He  has  his 
chamber  looking  out  into  the  garden 
of  his  hotel ;  his  faithful  old  domestic 
to  wait  upon  him ;  his  House  of  Peers 
to  attend  when  he  is  well  enough; 
his  few  acquaintances  to  help  him  to 
pass  the  evening.  The  rest  of  the 
notel  he  gives  up  to  his  son,  the  Vi- 
comte  de  Florae,  and  Madame  la 
Princesse  de  Montcontour,  his  daugh- 
ter-in-law. 

When  Florae  has  told  his  friends 
of  the  Club  why  it  is  he  has  assumed 
a  new  title, —  as  a  means  of  recon- 
ciliation (  a  reconciliation  all  philo- 
sophical, mv  friends)  with  his  wife, 
ne'e  Hiffg  of  Manchester,  who  adores 
titles  like  all  Anglaiscs,  and  has  re- 
cently made  a  great  succession,  every- 
body allows  that  the  measure  was 
dictated  by  prudence,  and  there  is  no 
more  laughter  at  his  change  of  name. 
The  Princess  takes  the  first  floor  of 
the  hotel  at  the  price  paid  for  it  by 
the  American  General,  who  has  re- 
turned to  his  original  pigs  at  Cincin- 
nati. Had  not  Cincinnatus  himself 
pigs  on  his  farm,  and  was  he  not  a 
general  and  member  of  Congress 
too  ?  The  honest  Princess  has  a  bed- 
chamber, which,  to  her  terror,  she  is 
obliged  to  open  of  reception-evenings, 
when  gentlemen  and  ladies  play  cards 
there.  It  is  fitted  up  in  the  style  of 
Louis  XVI.  In  her  bed  is  an  im- 
mense looking-glass,  surmounted  bv 
stucco  cupids :  it  is  an  alcove  which 
some  powdcfed  Venus,  before  the 
Revolution,  might  have  reposed  in. 
Opposite  that  looking-glass,  between 
the  tall  windows,  at  some  forty  feet 
distance,  is  another  huge  mirror,  so 
that  when  the  poor  Princess  is  in  bed, 
in  her  prim  old  curl-papers,  she  sees  a 
vista  of  elderly  princesses  twinkling 
away  into  the  dark  perspective ;  and 
is  so  frightened  that  she  and  Befc«y, 
her  Lancashire  maid,  pin  up  the  joiis_ 
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quil  silk  curtains  over  the  bed-mirror 
after  the  first  night ;  though  the  Prin- 
cess never  can  get  it  out  of  her  head 
that  her  image  is  still  there,  behind 
the  jonquil  hangings,  turning  as  she 
turns,  waking  as  she  wakes,  &c.  The 
chamber  is  so  vast  and  lonely  that  she 
has  a  bed  made  for  Betsv  in  the 
room.  It  is,  of  course,  whisked  away 
into  a  closet  on  reception-evenings. 
A  boudoir,  rose-tendre,  with  more 
cupids  and  nymphs,  by  Boucher, 
sporting  over  the  door-panels, — 
nymphs  who  may  well  shock  old 
Betsy  and  her  old  mistress, —  is  the' 
Princess's  morning  -  room.  "  Ah, 
mum,  what  would  Mr.  Humper  at 
Manchester,  Mr.  Jowls  o£  Newcome  " 
(the  minister  whom,  in  early  days. 
Miss  Higgs  used  to  sit  under),  "  say 
if  they  was  browt  into  this  room ! 
But  there  is  no  question  of  Mr.  Jowls 
and  Mr.  Humper,  excellent  dissent- 
ing divines,  wno  preached  to  Miss 
Higg,  being  brought  into  the  Prin- 
cesse  de  Montcontour*s  boudoir. 

That  paragraph,  respecting  a  con- 
version in  high  life,  which  F.  B.  in 
his  enthusiasm  inserted  in  the  Pall 
Mall  Gazette,  caused  no  small  excite- 
ment in  the  Plorac  family.  The 
Florae  family  read  the  Pall  Mall  Ga- 
zette, knowing  that  Olive's  friends 
were  engaged  in  that  periodiciil. 
When  Madame  de  Florae,  who  did 
not  often  read  newspapers,  happened 
to  cast  her  eye  upon  that  poetic  par- 
agraph of  F.  B.'s,  you  mav  fancy 
with  what  a  panic  it  filled  tne  good 
and  pious  lady.  Her  son  become  a 
Protestant!  Afler  all  the  grief  and 
trouble  his  wildness  had  occasioned 
to  her,  Paul  forsake  his  religion ! 
But  that  her  husband  was  so  ill  and 
uged  as  not  to  be  able  to  bear  her 
absence,  she  would  have  hastened  to 
London  to  rescue  her  son  out  of  that 
perdition.  She  sent  for  her  younger 
son,  who  undertook  the  embassy;  and 
the  Prince  and  Princesse  de  Montcon- 
tour,  in  their  hotel  at  London,  were 
one  day  surprised  by  the  visit  of  the 
Abb^  de  Florae. 

\s  Paul  was  quite  innocent  of  any 


intention  of  abandoning  his  religion, 
the  mother's  kind  heart  was  very 
speedily  set  at  rest  by  her  envoy. 
Far  from  Paul's  conversion  to  Prot- 
estantism, the  Abb^  wrote  home  the 
most  encotlraging  accounts  of  his 
sister-in-law's  precious  dispositions. 
He  had  communications  with  Ma- 
dame de  Montcontonr's  Anglican  di- 
rector, a  man  of  not  powerful  mind, 
wrote  M.  TAbbe,  though  of  consider- 
able repute  for  eloquence  in  his  sect. 
The  good  dispositions  of  his  sister- 
in-law  were  improved  by  the  French 
clergyman,  who  could  be  most  capti- 
vating and  agreeable  when  a  work  of 
conversion  was  in  hand. '  The  visit 
reconciled  the  family  to  their  English 
relative,  in  whom  good-nature  and 
many  other  good  qualities  were  to  be 
Been  now  that  there  were  hopes  of 
reclaiming  her.  It  was  agreed  that 
Madame  de  Montcontonr  should 
come  and  inhabit  the  "  Hotel  de 
Florae  "  at  Paris  :  perhaps  the  Abb^ 
tempted  the  worthy  lady  by  pictures 
of  the  many  pleasures  and  advanta- 
ges she  would  enjoy  in  that  capital. 
She  was  presented  at  her  own  court 
by  the  French  ambassadress  of  that 
day  ;  and  was  received  at  the  Tuile- 
ries  with  a  cordiality  which  flattered 
and  pleased  her. , 

Having  been  presented  herself, 
Madame  la  Princesse  in  turn  present- 
ed to  her  august  sovereign  Mrs.  T. 
Higg  and  Miss  Higg,  of  Manchester, 
Mrs.  Samuel  Higg,  of  Newcome; 
the  husbands  of  those  ladies  (the 
Princess's  brothers)  also  sporting  a 
court-dress  for  the  first  time.  Sam 
Higg's  neighbor,  the  member  for 
Newcome,  Sir  Brian  Newcome,  Bart., 
was  too  ill  to  act  as  Higg's  sponsor 
before  Majesty  ;  but  Barnes  Newcome 
was  uncommonly  civil  to  the  two 
Lancashire  gentlemen ;  though  their 

Eolitics  were  different  to  his,  and  Sam 
ad  voted  against  Sir  Brian  at  his  last 
election.  Barnes  took  them  to  dine 
at  a  club,  recommended  his  tailor, 
and  sent  Lady  Clara  Pulley n  to  call 
on  Mrs.  Higg,  who  pronounced  •  her 
to  be  a  pretty  young  woman   and 
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most  haffable.  The  Countess  of 
Dorking  would  have  been  delighted 
to  present  these  ladies  had  the  Prin- 
cess not  luckily  been  in  London  to 
do  that  office.  The  Hobson  New- 
comes  were  very  civil  to  the  Lanca- 
shire party,  and  entertained  them 
splendidly  at  dinner.  I  believe  Mrs. 
and  Mr.  Hobson  themselves  went  to 
court  this  year,  the  latter  in  a  deputy- 
lieutenant  s  uniform. 

If  Barnes  Newcome  was  so  very 
civil  to  the  Higg  family,  we  may  sup- 
pose he  had  good  reason.  The 
Higgs  were  very  strong  in  Newcome, 
and  it  was  advisable  to  conciliate 
them.  They  were  very  rich,  and 
their  account  would  not  be  disagreea- 
ble at  the  bank.  Madame  de  Mont- 
contour's  —  a  large  easy  private  ac- 
count—  would  be  more  pleasant  still. 
And,  Hobsoa  Brothers  having  entered 
largely  into  the  Anglo-Continental 
Railway,  whereof  mention  has  been 
made,  it  was  a  bright  thought  of 
Barnes  to  place  the  Prince  of  Mont- 
contour,  &c.,  &c.,  on  the  French  Di- 
rection of  the  railwav  :  and  to  take 
the  princely  prodigal  down  to  New- 
come  with  his  new  title,  and  reconcile 
him  to  his  wife  and  the  Higg  family. 
Barnes,  we  may  say,  invented  the 
principality ;  rescued  the  Vicomte  de 
Florae  out  of  his  dirty  lodgings  in 
Leicester  Square,  and  sent  the  Prince 
of  Montcontour  back  to  his  worthy 
middle-aged  wife  again.  The  disa- 
greeable dissenting  days  were  over. 
A  brilliant  young  curate  of  Doctor 
Bulders,  who  also  wore  long  hair, 
straight  waistcoats,  and  no  shirt-col- 
lars, had  already  reconciled  the  Vi- 
comtesse  de  Florae  to  the  persuasion, 
whereof  the  ministers  are  clad  in  that 
queer  uniform.  The  landlord  of  their 
hotel  in  St.  James's  got  his  wine 
from  Sherrick,  and  sent  his  family  to 
Xady  Whittlesea's  Chapel.  The  Rev. 
Charles  Honey  man's  eloquence  and 
amiability  were  appreciated  by  his 
new  disciple, —  thus  the  historian  has 
traced  here  step  by  step  how  all  these 
people  became  acquainted. 

Sam  Higg,  whose  name  was  very 


good  on  'Change  in  Manchester  and 
London,  joined  the  direction  of  the 
Anglo-Continental.  A  brother  had 
died  lately,  leaving  his  money 
amongst  them,  and  his  wealth  had 
added  considerably  to  Madame  de 
Florae's  means ;  his  sister  invested  a 
portion  of  her  capital  in  the  railway 
in  her  husband's  name.  The  shares 
were  at  a  premium,  and  gave  a  good 
dividend.  The  Prince  de  Montcon- 
tour took  his  place  with  great  gravity 
at  the  Paris  board,  whither  Barnes 
made  frequent  flying  visits.  The  sense 
of  capitidism  sobered  and  digniiied 
Paul  de  Florae ;  at  the  age  of  five-and- 
forty  he  was  actually  giving  up  bein^ 
a  young,  man,  and  was  not  ill  pleased 
at  having  to  enlarge  his  waistcoats, 
and  to  show  a  little  gray  in  his 
mustaehio.  His  errors  were  forgot- 
ten ;  he  was  bien  vu  by  the  govern- 
ment. He  might  have  had  the  Em- 
bassy Extraordinary  to  Queen  Poma- 
re;  but  the  health  of  Madame  la 
Princesse  was  delicate.  He  paid  liis 
wife  visits  every  morning,  appeared 
at  her  parties  and  her  opera-box,  and 
was  seen  constantly  with  her  in  pub- 
lie.  He  gave  quiet  little  dinners  still, 
at  which  Clive  was  present  sometimes ; 
and  had  a  private  door  and  key  to 
his  apartments,  which  were  separated 
by  all  the  dreary  length  of  the 
reception-rooms  from  the  mirrored 
chamber  and  jonquil  couch  where 
the  Princess  and  Betsy  reposed. 
When  some  of  his  London  friends 
visited  Paris,  he  showed  us  these 
rooms  and  introduced  us  duly  to 
Madame  la  Princesse.  He  was  as 
simple  nnd  as  much  at  home  in  the 
midst  of  these  splendors  as  in  the 
dirty  little  lodgings  in  Leicester 
Square,  where  he  painted  his  own 
boots,  and  cooked  his  herring  over 
the  tongs.  As  for  Clive,  he  was  the 
infant  of  the  house ;  Madame  la 
Princesse  could  not  resist  his  kind 
face,  and  Paul  was  as  fond  of  him  in 
his  way  as  Paul's  mother  in  hers. 
Would  he  live  at  the  "  Hotel  de 
Florae  "  ?  "  There  was  an  excellent 
at^er  in  the  pavilion,  with  a  f^ 
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ber  for  his  scrrant.  No !  you  will 
be  most  at  ease  in  apartments  of 
your  own.  You  will  have  here  but 
the  society  of  women.  I  do  not  rise 
till  late ;  and  my  affairs,  my  board, 
call  me  away  for  the  greater  part  of 
t!ie  day.  Thou  wilt  but  be  ennuye 
to  play  trictrac  with  my  old  father. 
My  mother  waits  on  him.  My  sister 
au  second  is  given  up  entirely  to  her 
chlMren,  who  always  have  the  pituite. 
Madame  la  Princesse  is  not  amusing 
for  a  young  man.  Come  and  go 
when  thou  wilt,  Clive,  my  gar^on, 
my  son  ;  thy  covfcr  is  laid.  Wilt 
t'aou  take  the  portraits  of  all  the 
family  1  Hast  thou  want  6f  money  ? 
I  had  at  thy  age  and  almost  ever 
since,  mon  ami;  but  now  we  swim  in 
gold ;  and  when  there  is*  a  louis  in 
my  purse,  there  are  ten  francs  for 
thee.  To  sLow  his  mother  that  he 
did  not  think  of  the  Beformed  Re- 
ligion, Paul  did  not  miss  going  to 
mass  with  her  on  Sunday.  Some- 
times Madame  Paul  went  too,  be- 
tween whom  and  her  mother-in-law 
there  could  not  be  any  liking,  but 
there  was  now  great  civility.  They 
saw  each  other  once  a  day ;  Ma- 
dame Paul  always  paid  her  visit  to 
the  Cotnte  de  Florae ;  and  Betsy, 
her  maid,  made  the  old  gentleman 
laugh  by  her  briskness  and  talk. 
She  brought  back  to  her  mistress  the 
most  wonderfiil  stories  which  the  old 
man  told  her  about  his  doings  during 
the  emigration, —  before  he  married 
Madame  la  Comtesse^ —  when  he 
gave  lessons  in  dancmg,  parbleu  ! 
There  was  his  fiddle  still,  a  trophy  of 
those  old  times.  He  chirped,  and 
coughed,  and  sang,  in  his  cracked 
old  voice,  as  he  talked  about  them. 
"Lor!  bless  you,  mum,"says  Betsy, 
*'he  must  have  been  a  terrible  old 
man  ! "  He  remembered  the  times 
well  enough,  but  the  stories  he  some- 
times told  over  twice  or  thrice  in  an 
hour.  I  am  afraid  he  had  not  repent- 
ed sufficiently  of  those  wicked  old 
times ;  else  why  did  he  laugh  and  gig- 
gle so  when  he  recalled  them?  He 
'ould  laugh  and  giggle  till  he  was 


choked  with  his  old  dongh ;  and  old 
Saint  Jean,  his  man,  came  and  beat 
M.  le  Comte  on  the  ba,ck,  and  made  M. 
le  Comte  take  a  spoonful  of  his  sirup. 

Between  two  such  women  as 
Madame  de  Florae  and  Lady  Kew, 
of  course,  there  could  be  little  liking 
or  sympathy.  Religion,  love,  duty, 
the  family,  were  the  French  lady's 
constant  ocicupation,  —  duty  and  the 
family,  perhaps,  Lady  Kew's  aim 
too,  —  oiily  the  ndtiotis  of  duty  were 
different  in  eithef  "person.  Lady 
Kew's  idea  of  duty  to  her  relatives 
being  to  push  them  on  in  the  world  : 
Madame  de  Florae's  to  soothe,  to 
pray,  to  attend  them  with  constant 
watchfulness,  to  strive  to  mend  them 
with  pious  counsel.  I  don't  know 
that  one  lady  was  happier  than  the 
other.  Madame  de  Florae's  eldest 
son  was  a  kindly  prodigal ;  her  sec- 
ond h&d  given  his  whole  heart  to 
the  church ;  her  daughter  had  cen- 
tred hers  on  her  own  children,  and 
was  jealous  if  their  grandmother  laid 
h  finger  on  them.  So  Le'onore  de 
Florae  was  quite  alone.  It  seamed 
as  if  Heaven  had  turned  away  all  her 
children 's  hearts  from  her.  Her  daily 
business  in  lifb  was  to  nurse  a  selfish 
old  man,  into  whose  service  she  had 
been  forced  in  early  youth,  by  a 
paternal  decree  which  she  never 
questioned ;  giving  him  obedience, 
striving  to  give  him  respect,  —  every- 
thing but  h^r  heart,  which  had  gone 
out  of  her  keeping.  Many  a  good 
woman's  liffe  is  no  more  cfieerful ;  a 
spring  of  beauty,  a  little  Warmth  and 
sunshine  of  love,  a  bitter  disappoint- 
ment, followed  by  pangs  and  frantic 
tears,  then  a  long  monotonous  story 
of  submission.  "  Not  here,  mv 
daugl^ter,  is  to  be  your  happiness,^' 
says  the  |)riest;  "whom  Heaven 
loves  it  afflicts."  And  he  points  out 
to  her  the  agonies  of  suffenng  saints 
of  her  sex ;  assures  her  of  their  pres- 
ent beatitudes  and  glories ;  exhorts 
her  to  bear  her  pains  with  a  faith  like 
theirs ;  and  is  empowered  to  promise 
her  a  like  reward. 

The  other  matron  is  not  less  alone. 
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Her  husband  and  son  are  dead,  with- 
out a  tear  for  either,  —  to  weep  was 
not  in  Lady  Kew's  nature.  Her 
grandson,  whom  she  had  loved  per- 
haps more  than  any  human  being,  is 
rebellious  and  estranged  from  l»er; 
her  children  separated  from  her,  save 
one  whose  sickness  and  bodily  in- 
firmity the  mother  resents  as  disgraces 
to  herself.  Her  darling  schemes  fail 
somehow.  She  moves  from  town  to 
town,  and  ball  to  ball,  and  hall  to 
castle,  forever  uneasy  and  always 
alone.  She  sees  people  scared  at  her 
coming ;  is  received  by  sufferance  and 
fear  rather  than  by  welcome ;  likes 
perhaps  the  terror  which  she  inspires, 
and  to  enter  over  the  breach  rather 
than  through  the  hospitable  gate. 
She  will  try  and  command  wherever 
she  goes ;  and  trample  over  depend- 
ants and  society,  with  a  grim  con- 
sciousness that  It  dislikes  her,  a  rage 
at  its  cowardice,  and  an  unbending 
will  to  domineer.  To  be  old,  proud, 
lonely,  and  not  have  a  fnend  in  the 
world,  —  that  is  her  lot  in  it-  As  the 
French  lady  may  be  said  to  resemble 
the  bird  which  the  faibles  say  feeds 
her  young  with  her  blood ;  this  one, 
if  she  has  a  little  natural  liking  for 
her  brood,  goes  hunting  hither  and 
thither  and  robs  meat  for  them.  And 
so,  I  suppose,  to  make  the  simile  good, 
we  must  compare  the  Marqms  of 
iFarintosh  to  a  lamb  for  the  nonce, 
and  Miss  Ethel  Newcome  to  a  young 
eaglet.  Is  it  not  a  rare  provision  of 
nature  (or  fiction  of  poets,  who  have 
their  own  qatural  history),  that  the 
strong-winged  bird  can  soar  to  the 
sun  and  gaze  at  itj  and  then  come 
down  from  heaven  and  pounce  on  a 
piece  of  carrion  1 

After  she  became  acquainted  with 
certain  circumstances,  Madame  de 
Florae  was  very  interested  about  Ethel 
Newcome,  and  strove  in  her  modest 
way  to  become  intimate  with  her. 
Miss  Newcome  and  Lady  Kew  attend- 
ed Madame  de  Montcontour's  "Wednes- 
day evenings.  "  It  is  as  well,  my 
dear,  for  the  interests  of  the  family 
that  we  should  be  particularly  civil  to 


those  people,"  Lady  Kew  said ;  and 
accordingly  she  came  to  the  "  Hotel 
de  Florae,^'  and  was  perfectly  insolent 
to  Madame  la  Princesse  every  Wednes- 
day evening.  Towards  Madame  de 
Florae  even  Lady  Kew  could  not  be 
rude.  She  was  so  gentle  as  to  give 
no  excuse  for  assault :  Lady  Kew 
vouchsa&d  to  pronounce  that  Madame 
de  Florae  was  '*  trcs  grande^dame," — 
•*  of  the  sort  which  is  almost  impos^ 
sible  to  find  nowadays,"  Lady  Kew 
said,  who  thought  she  possessed  this 
dignity  in  her  own  person.  When 
Madame  de  Florae,  blushing,  asked 
Ethel  to  come  and  see  her,  Ethel's 
grandmother  consented  with  the  ut- 
most willingness.  "  She  is  very  de- 
vote I  have  heard,  and  will  try  and  con- 
vert you.  Of  course  you  will  hold 
your  own  about  that  sort  of  thing; 
and  have  the  good  sense  to  keep  off 
theology.  There  is  no  Homan  Cath- 
olic parti  in  England  or  Scotland  that 
is  to  be  thought  of  for  a  moment. 
You  will  see  they  will  marry  young 
Lord  Derwentwater  to  an  Italian  prin- 
cess ;  but  he  is  only  seventeen,  and 
his  directors  never  lose  sight  of  him. 
Sir  Bartholomew  Fawkes  will  have  a 
fine  property  when  Lord  Campion 
dies,  unless  Lord  Campion  leaves  the 
money  to  the  convent  where  his 
daughter  is, —  and,  of  the  other  fami- 
lies, who  is  there  1  I  made  every  in- 
quiry purposely,  —  that  is,  of  course, 
one  is  anxious  to  know  about  the 
Catholics  as  about  one's  own  people  : 
and  little  Mr.  Rood,  who  was  one  of 
my  poor  brother  Steyne's  lawyers, 
told  me  there  is  not  one  young  man 
of  that  party  at  this  moment  who 
can  be  called  a  desirable  person.  He 
very  civil  to  Madame  de  Florae ;  she 
sees  some  of  the  old  legitimists,  and 
you  know  I  am  hrpuilUe  with  that 
party  of  late  years." 

"  There  is  the  Marquis  de  Monti uc, 
who  has  a  large  fortune  for  France," 
said  Ethel,  gravely;  "he  has  a 
humpback,  but  he  is  very  spiritual. 
Monsieur  de  Cadillan  paid  me  some 
compliments  the  other  night,  and 
even  asked  George  Barnes  what  my 
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dot  was.  He  is  a  widower,  and  has 
a  wig  and  two  daughters.  Which  do 
you  think  would  be  the  greatest  en- 
cumbrance, grandmamma,  —  a  hump* 
back,  or  a  wig  and  two  daughters  ? 
I  like  Madame  dc  Florae ;  for  the 
sake  of  the  borough,  I  must  try  and 
like  poor  Madame  de  Montcontour, 
and  I  will  ^o  and  see  them  whenever 
you  pleasip. 

So  Ethel  went  to  see  Madame  de 
Florae.  She  was  yery  kind  to 
Madame  de  Prdville's  children, 
Madame  de  Florae's  grandchildren; 
she  was  gay  and  gracious  with 
Madame  de  Montcontour.  She  went 
again  and  again  to  the  "Hotel  de 
Florae,"  not  caring  for  Lady  KeVs 
own  circle  of  statesmen  and  diplo- 
matists, Eussian,  and  Spanish,  and 
French,  whose  talk  about  the  courts 
of  Europe  —  who  was  in  favor  at  St. 
Petersburg,  and  who  was  in  disgrace 
at  Schoenbrunn  —  naturally  did  not 
amuse  the  lively  young  person.  The 
goodness  of  Madame  de  Florae's  life, 
the  tranquil  grace  and  melancholy 
kindness  with  which  the  French  lady 
received  her,  soothed  and  pleased 
Miss  Ethel.  She  came  and  reposed 
in  Madame  de  Florae's  quiet  cham- 
ber, or  sat  in  the  shade  in  the  sober 
old  garden  of  her  hotel ;  away  from 
all  the  trouble  and  chatter  of  the 
salons,  the  gossip  of  the  embassies, 
the  fluttering  ceremonial  of  the  Pa- 
risian ladies'  visits  in  their  fine  toilets, 
the  fadaises  of  the  dancing  dandies, 
and  the  pompous  mysteries  of  the 
old  statesmen  who  frequented  her 
grandmother's  apartment.  'The  world 
began  for  her  at  night ;  when  she 
went  in  the  train  of  the  old  Countess 
from  hotel  to  hotel,  and  danced  waltz 
after  waltz  with  Prussian  and  Near 
politan  secretaries,  with  princes*  of- 
ficers of  ordonnance,  —  with  person- 
ages even  more  lofty  very  likely, — 
for  the  court  of  the  Citizen  King  was 
then  in  its  splendor ;  and  there  must 
surelv  have  been  a  number  of  nimble 
young  royal  highnesses  who  would 
like  to  dance  with  such  a  beauty  as 
Miss   Newcome.     The    Maiqnis   of 


Farintosh  had  a  share  in  these  polito 
amusements.  His  English  convcrsa 
tion  was  not  brilliant  as  yet,  alihough 
his  French  was  eccentric ;  but  at  the 
court  balls,  whether  he.  appeared  in 
jjis  uniform  of  the  Scotch  Archers, 
or  in  his  native  Glenlivat  tartan,  there 
certainly  was  not  in  his  own  or  the 
public  estimation  a  handsomer  young 
nobleman  in  Paris  that  season.  It 
has  been  said  that  he  was  greatly  im- 
proved in  dancing ;  and,  for  a  young 
man  of  his  age,  his  whiskers  were 
really  extraordinarily  large  and  curly. 
Miss  Newcome,  but  of  consideration 
for  her  grandmother's  strange  antip- 
athy to  him,  did  not  inform  Lady  Kew 
that  a  young  gentleman  by  the  name 
of  Clive  occasionally  came  to  visit  the 
"  Hotel  de  Florae. "  At  first,  with  her 
French  education,  Madame  de  Florae 
never  would  have  thought  of  allowing 
the  cousins  to  meet  in  her  house ;  but 
with  the  English  it  was  different. 
Paul  assured  her  that  in  the  English 
chateaux,  les  Meess  walked  for  entire 
hours  with  the  young  men,  made  par- 
ties of  the  fish,  mounted  to  horse  with 
them,  the  whole  with  the  permission 
of  the- mothers.  "When  I  was  at 
Newcome,  Mis»  Ethel  rode  with  me 
several  times, "  Paul  said ;  "  a  preuve 
that  we  went  to  visit  an  old  relation 
of  the  family,  who  adores  Clive  and 
his  father."  When  Madame  de  Florae 
questioned  her  son  about  the  young 
Marquis  to  whom  it  was  said  Ethd 
was  engaged,  Florae  flouted  the  idea. 
"Engaged!  This  young  Marquis  is 
engaged  to  the  Theatre  des  Vari<5ttfs, 
my  mother.  He  laughs  at  the  notion 
of  an  engagement.  When  one  charged 
him  with  it  of  late  at  the  club; 
and  asked  how  Mademoiselle  Louqsor, 
—  she  is  so  tall  that  thev  call  her  the 
Louqsor,  —  she  is  an  Odalisque  Obi'- 
lisquej  ma  mere ;  when  one  asked  how 
the  Louqsor  would  pardon  his  pursuit 
of  Miss  Newcome,  my  Ecossois  per- 
mitted himself  to  say  in  full  club,  that 
it  was  Miss  Newcome  pursued  him,  — 
that  nymph,  that  Diane,  that  charm- 
ing and  peerless  young  creature  !  On 
which,  as  the  others  laughed,  and  his 
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friend  Monsienr  Walleye  applauded, 
I  dared  to  say  in  my  turn,  *  Monsieur 
le  Marquis,  as  ayoun^  man  not  famil- 
iar with  our  language,  you  have  said 
what  is  not  true,  Milor,  and  therefore 
luckily  not  mischievous.  I  have  the 
honor  to  count  of  my  friends  th«  par- 
ents of  the  young  lady  of  whom  you 
have  spoken.  You  never  could  have 
intended  to  say  that  a  young  Miss 
who  lives  under  the  guardianship  of 
her  parents,  and  is  obedient  to  them, 
whom  you  meet  in  society  all  the 
nights,  and  at  whose  door  your  car- 
riage is  to  be  seen  every  day,  is  capable 
of  that  with  which  you  charge  her  so 
gayly.  These  things  say  themselves, 
Monsieur,  in  the  coulisses  of  the  the- 
atre, of  women  from  whom  you  learn 
our  lai^guajre ;  not  of  young  persons 
pure  and  chaste,  Monsieur  de  Earin- 
tosh !  Learn  to  respect  your  com- 
patriots; to  honor  youth  and  inno- 
cence everywhere.  Monsieur!  —  and 
when  you  forget  yourself,  permit  one 
who  might  be  your  father  to  point 
where  you  are  wrong.' " 

"  And  what  did  he  answer  ?  "  asked 
the  Countess. 

"I  attended  myself  to  a  soufflet" 
replied  Florae ;  "  but  his  reply  was 
much  more  agreeable.  The  young  in- 
sulary,  with  many  blushes,  and  a  gros 
juron,  as  his  polite  way  is.  said  he  had 
not  wished  to  say  a  word  against  that 
person.  *  Of  whom  the  name,'  cried 
I,  *  ought  never  to  be  spoken  in  these 
places.'  Herewith  our  little  dispute 
epded." 

So,  occasionally,  Mr.  Clive  had  the 
good  luck  to  meet  with  his  cousin  at 
the  "  Hotel  de  Florae,"  where,  I  dare 
say,  all  the  inhabitants  wished  he 
should  have  his  desire  regarding  this 
young  lady.  The  Colonel  had  talked 
early  to  Madame  de  Florae  about  this 
wish  of  his  life,  impossible  then  to 
gratify,  because  Ethel  was  engaged  to 
Lord  Kew.  Clive,  in  the  fulness  of 
his  heart,  imparted  his  passion  to 
Florae,  and,  in  answer  to  Paul's  offer 
to  himself,  had  shown  the  Frenchman 
ih'\t  kind  letter  in  wliich  his  father 
bads  him  carry  aid  to  Leonore  de  Flo- 


rae's son,"  in  case  he  should  newfit 
The  case  was  all  clear  to  the  lively 
Paul.  "Between  my  mother  and 
your  good  Colonel  there  must  have 
been  an  affair  of  the  heart  in  the  early 
days  during  the  emigration."  Clive 
owned  his  father  had  told  him  as 
much,  at  least  that  he  himself  had 
been  attached  to  Mademoiselle  de 
Blois.  "  It  is  for  that  that  her  heart 
yearns  towards  thee,  that  I  have  felt 
myself  entrained  towards  thee  since  I 
saw  thee,"  —  Clive  momentarily  ex- 
pected to  be  kissed  again.  "  Tell  thy 
father  that  I  feel — am  touched  by  his 
goodness  with  an  eternal  gratitude, 
and  love  everv  one  that  loves  mv  moth- 
er."  As  far  as  wishes  went,  these 
two  were  easrer  promoters  of  Clive's 
little  love-affair;  and  Madame  la 
Princesse  became  equally  not  less  will- 
ing. Clive's  good  looks  and  good- 
nature had  had  their  effects  upon  that 
good-natured  woman,  and  he  was  as 
great  a  favorite  with  her  as  with  her 
husband.  And  thus  it  happened  that 
when  Miss  Ethel  came  to  pay  her 
visit,  and  sat  with  Madame  de  Florae 
and  her  grandchildren  in  the  garden, 
Mr.  Newcome  would  sometimes  walk 
up  the  avenue  there,  and  salute  the 
ladies. 

If  Ethel  had  not  wanted  to  see  him, 
would  she  have  come?  Y^;  she 
used  to  say  she  was  going  to  Madame 
de  Pi*e'ville*s,  not  to  Madame  d'^.  Flo- 
rae's, and  would  in^st,  I  have  no 
doubt,  that  it  tvas  Madame  de  Prcvillo 
whom  she  went  to  see  (whose  hus- 
band was  a  member  of  the  Chamber 
of  Deputies,  a  Conscillcr  d'fltat,  or 
other  French  l>ig-wig),  and  tliat  she 
had  no  idea  of  going  to  meet  Clive, 
or  that  he  was  more  than  a  casual  ac- 
quaintance at  the  "  Hotel  de  Florae." 
I'here  was  no  part  of  her  conduct  in 
all  her  life  which  this  lady,  when  it 
was  impugned,  would  defend  more 
strongly  than  this  intimacy  at  the 
"  Hotel  de  Florae."  It  is  not  with 
this  I  quarrel  especially.  My  fair 
young  readers,  who  have  seen  a  half- 
dozen  of  seasons,  can  you  call  to  mind 
the  time  when  you  had  such  a  frien.i- 
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shfp  for  Emma  Tomkins,  that  you 
were  always  at  the  Tomkins's,  and 
uotcs  were  constantly  passing  between 
your  house  and  hers*?  When  her 
brother,  Paget  Tomkins,  returned  to 
India,  did  not  your  intimacy  with 
Km  ma  fall  oif  ?  If  your  younger  sister 

'  is  not  in  the  room,  I  know  you  will  own 
as  much  to  me.  I  think  you  are  al- 
ways deceiving  yourselves  and  other 
people.  I  think  the  motive  you  put 
forward  is  very  often  not  the  real  one ; 
though  you  will  confess,  neither  to 
yourself,  nor  to  any  human  being, 
what  the  real  motive  is.  I  think  that 
what  you  desire  you  pursue,  and  are 
as  selfish  in  your  way  as  your  bearded 
fellow-creatures  are.  And  as  for  the 
truth  being  in  you,  of  all  the  wo- 
men in  a  great  acquaintance,  I  pro- 
test there  are  but  —  ngver  mind.  A 
pcifectly  honest  woman,  a  woman 
who  never  flatters,  who  never  man- 
ages, who  never  cajoles,  who  never 
conceals,  who  never  uses  her  eyes, 
who  never  speculates  on  the  effect 
which  she  produces,  who  never  is 
conscious  or  unspoken  admiration, 
what  a  monster,  I  say,  would  such  a 
female  be !  Miss  Hopkins,  ypu  have 
been  a  coquette  since  you  were  a  year 
old;  you  worked  on  your  papa's 
friends  in  the  nurse's  arms  by  the 
fascinil^  of  ^tir  lace  frock  and 
pretty  new  sash*and  shoes ;  when  you 
could  just  toddle,  you  practised  your 
arts  upon  other  children  in  the  square, 
poor  little  lambkins  sporting  among 
the  daisies ;  and  nunc  tn  oviliaf  mox  in 
rductantes  dracones,  proceeding  from 
the  lambs  to  reluctant  dragoons,  you 
tried  your  arts  upon  Captain  Paget 
Tomkins,  who  behaved  so  ill,  and 
went    to    India    without  —  witihout 

^making  those  proposals  which  of 
course  you  never  expected.  Your  in- 
timacy was  with  Emma.  It  has 
cooled.  Your  sets  are  different.  The 
Tomkins's  are  not  quite^  &c.,  &c.  You 
believe  Captain  Tomkins  married  a 
Miss  O'Grady,  &c.,  &c.  Ah,  my 
pretty,  my  sprightly  Miss  Hopkins, 
be  gentle  in  your  judgment  of  your 
"^     neighbors  I 


CHAPTEE  XLVn. 

CONTAINS   TWO   OR    THREE   ACTS   OF 
A   LITTLE   COMEDY. 

All  this  story  is  told  by  one,  who, 
if  he  was  not  actually  present  at  the 
circumstances  here  narrated,  yet  had 
information  concerning  them,  and 
could  supply  such  a  narrative  of  facts 
and  conversations  as  is,  indeed,  not  less  - 
authentic  than  the  details  we  have  of 
other  histories.  How  can  I  tell  the 
feelings  in  a  young  lady's  miiyl ;  the 
thoughts  in  a  young  gentleman's 
bosom  ?  As  Professor  Owen  or  Pro- 
fessor Agassiz  takes  a  fragment  of 
bone,  and  builds  an  enormous  forgot^ 
ten  monster  out  of  it,  wallowing  in 
primaeval  quagmires,  tearing  down 
leaves  and  branches  of  plants  that 
flourished  thousands  of  years  ago,  and 
perhaps  may  be  coal  by  this  time,  — 
so  the  novelist  puts  this  and  that  to- 
gether :  from  the  footprint  finds  the 
foot;  from  the  foot,  the  brute  who 
trod  on  it ;  from  the  brute,  the  plant 
he  browsed  on,  the  marsh  in  which  he 
swam, — and  thus,  in  his  humble 
way,  a  physiologist  too  depicts  the 
habits,  size,  appearance,  of  the  beings 
whereof  he  has  to  treat ;  —  traces  this 
slimy  reptile  through  the  mud,  and 
describes  his  habits  filthy  and  rapa- 
cious ;  prods  down  this  butterfly  with 
a  pin,  and  depicts  his  beautiful  coat 
and  embroidered  waistcoat;  points 
•out  the  singular  structure  of  yonder 
more  important  animal,  the  megathe- 
rium of  his  history. 

Suppose  then,  in  the  quaint  old 
garden  of  the  "  Hotel  de  Florae,"  two 
young  people  are  walking  up  and 
down  in  an  avenue  of  lime-trees,  which 
are  still  permitted  to  grow  in  that 
ancient  place.  In  the  centre  of  that 
avenue  is  a  fountain,  surmounted  by 
a  Triton  so  gray  and  moss-eaten  that 
though  he  holds  his  conch  to  his  swel 
ling  lips,  curling  his  tail  in  the  arid 
basin,  his  instrument  has  had  a  sine- 
cure for  at  least  fifty  years ;  and  did 
not  think  fit  even  to  play  when  the 
Bourbons,  in  whose  time  he  was 
erected^  came  back  from  their  exile  ^ 
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At  the  end  of  the  lime-tree  avenae  is 
a  broken-nosed  damp  Faun,  with  a 
marble  panpipe,  wlio  pipes  to  the 
spirit  ditties  which  1  believe  never  had 
any  tune.  The  perron  of  the  hotel  is 
at  the  other  end  of  the  avenue;  a 
couple  of  Caesars  on  either  side  of  the 
door-window,  from  which  the  inhabi- 
tants of  the  hotel  issue  into  the  garden, 
—  Caracalla  frowning  over  his  mouldy 
shoulder  at  Nerva,  on  to  whose  clipped 
hair  the  roofs  of  the  gray  chateau 
have  b«en  dribbling  for  ever  so  many 
long  years.  There  are  more  statues 
gracing  this  noble  place.  There  is 
Cupid,  who  has  been  at  the  point  of 
kissing  Psyche  this  half  century  at. 
least,  though  the  delicious  event  has 
never  come  off  through  all  those 
blazing  summers  and  dreary  winters ; 
there  is  Venus  and  her  Boy  under  the 
damp  little  dome  of  a  cracked  old 
temple.  Through  the  alley  of  this 
old  garden,  in  whi(>h  their  ancestors 
have  disported  in  hoops  and  powder. 
Monsieur  de  Florae's  chair  is  wheeled 
by  St;.  Jean,  his  attendant ;  Madame 
de  Preville*s  children  trot  about,  and 
skip,  and  play  at  cache-cache.  The 
R.  JP.  de  Florae  (when  at  home)  paces 
up  and  down  and  meditates  his  sei^ 
mons ;  Madame  de  Florae  sadly  walks 
sometimes  to  look  at  her  roses  ;  and 
Clive  and  Ethel  Newcome  tire  march- 
ing up  and  down ;  the  children  and 
their  bonne  of  course,  being  there 
jumping  to  and  fro ;  and  Madame  de 
Florae,  having  just  been  called  away 
tcr  Monsieur  le  Oomte,  whose  physi- 
cian has  come  to  see  him. 

Ethel  says  "  How  charming  and 
odd  this  solitude  is ;  and  how  pleasant 
to  hear  the  voices  of  the  children, 
playing  in  the  neighboring  Convent 
Garden,"  of  which  they  can  see  the 
new  chapel  rising  over  the  trees. 

Clive  remarks  that  "  the  neighbor- 
ing hotel  has  curiously  changed  its 
destination.  One  of  the  members  of 
the  Directory  had  it ;  and,  no  doubt, 
in  the  groves  of  its  garden,  Madame 
Tallien,  and  Madame  R^camier,  and 
Madame  Beauhamais  have  danced 
under  the  lamps.    Then  a  Marshal  of 
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the  Empire  inhabited  it.  Then  it 
was  restored  to  its  legitimate  owner, 
Monsieur  le  Marquis  de  Bricqua- 
bracque,  whose  descendants,  having  a 
lawsuit  about  the  Bricquabracquo 
succession,  sold  the  hotel  to  the  Con- 
vent." 

After  some  talk  about  nuns,  Ethel 
says,  "  There  were  convents  in  Eng- 
land. She  often  thinks  she  would 
like  to  retira  to  one  " ;  and  she  sighs 
as  if  her  heart  were  in  that  scheme. 

Clive,  with  a  laugh,  says,  "  Yes.  If 
you  could  retire  after  the  season,  when 
you  were  verv  weary  of  the  balls,  a 
convent  would  be  very  nice.  At 
Rome  he  had  seen  San  Pietro  in  Mon- 
torio  and  Sant  Onofrio,  that  delight- 
ful old  place  where  Tasso  died :  people 
go  and  make  a  retreat  there.  In  the 
ladies'  conven^,  the  ladies  do  the 
same  thing,  — Rnd  he  doubts  whether 
they  are  much  more  or  less  wicked 
after  their  retreat  than  gentlemen  and 
ladies  in  England  or  France." 

Ethd.  Why  do  you  sneer  at  all 
faith  ?  Why  should  not  a  retreat  do 
people  good?  Do  you  suppose  the 
world  is  so  satisfactory  that  those 
who  are  in  it  never  wish  for  a  while  to 
leave  it  ?  (She  heaves  a  sigh  and  locks 
down  towards  a  beautifid  new  dress  of 
manu  flounces f  which  Madame  deEloHn- 
ciixu,  the  great  milliner,  has  s^  her 
home  that  very  day. ) 

Clive.  I  do  not  know  what  the 
world  is,  except  frouj  afar  off  I  am 
like  the  Peri  who  looks  into  Paradise 
and  sees  angels  within  it.  I  live 
in  Charlotte  Street,  Fitzroy  Square, 
which  is  not  within  the  gates  of  Para- 
dise. I  take  the  gate  to  be  some- 
where in  Davis  Street,  leading  out  of 
Oxford  Street  into  Grosvenor  Square. 
There 's  another  gate  in  Hay  Hill :  and 
another  in  Bruton  Street,  Bond  — 

Ethd,  Don't  be  a  goose. 

Clive.  Wliy  not  ?  It  is  as  good  to 
be  a  goose  as  to  be  a  lady  —  no,  a  gen- 
tleman of  fashion.  Suppose  I  were  a 
Viscount,  an  Earl,  a  Marquis,  a  Duke, 
would  you  say  Groose?  No,  you 
would  say  Swan. 

Ethd,    Unkind  and  nnjust !  —  n~- 
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generous  to  Ynake  taunts  which  com- 
mon people  make  :  and  to  repeat  to 
me  those  silly  sarcasms  which  your 
low  Rculiccd  literary  friends  are  always 
putting  in  their  hooks !  Have  I  ever 
made  any  difference  to  you  f  Would 
I  not  sooner  see  you  than  the  fine 
people  1  Would  I  talk  with  yo'u,  or 
witn  the  young  dandies  most  willing- 
ly 1  Are  we  not  of  the  same  blood, 
Clive;  and  of  all  the  grandees  I 
see  about,  can  there  be  a  grander  gen- 
tleman than  your  dear  old  father? 
You  need  not  squeeze  my  hand  so.  — 

Those  little  imps  are  look that 

has  nothing  to  do  with  the  question. 
Viens,  IA>nore!  Tu  connais  bien 
Monsieur,  n'est-ce  pas  1  qui  te  fait  de 
si  jolis  desseins  1 

L^onore.  Ah,  oui !  Vous  m*en 
ferez  toujours,  n'est-ce  pas,  Monsieur 
Clive  1  des  chevaux,  et  puis  de  petites 
fiUes  avec  leurs  gouvernantes,  et  puis 
des  maisons,  — et  puis  —  et  puis  des 
maisons  enoore, — oli  est  bonne  Ma- 
man  ?  \Exit  little  LtoNORE  down  an 
aUey. 

EHid.  Do  you  remember  when  we 
were  children,  and  you  used  to  make 
drawings  for  us  ?  1  have  some  now 
that  you  did  —  in  my  geography  book, 
which  I  used  to  read  and  read  with 
Miss  Quigley. 

CHve.  I  remember  all  about  our 
youth,  Ethel. 

Ethel.  Tell  me  what  you  remem- 
ber? 

Clive,  I  remember  one  of  the  davs, 
when  I  first  saw  you,  I  had  been 
reading  the  "Arabian  Nights"  at 
school,  —  and  you  came  in  in  a  bright 
dress  of  shot  silk,  amber  and  blue, — 
and  I  thought  you  were  like  that 
fairy-princess  who  came  out  of  the 
crystal  box,  —  because  — 

Ethd.  Because  why? 

Clive.  Because  I  always  thought 
that  fairy  somehow  must  be  the  most 
beautiful  creature  in  all  the  world,  — 
that  is  "  why  and  because.  "  Do  not 
make  me  May  Fair  courtesies.  You 
know  whether  you  are  good-looking 
or  not ;  and  how  long  I  have  thought 
you  so.    I  remiember  when  I  thought 


I  would  like  to  be  Ethel's  knight,  and 
that  if  there  was  anything  she  would 
have  me  do,  I  would  try  and  achieve 
it  in  order  to  please  her.  I  remember 
when  I  was  so  ignorant  I  did  not 
know  there  was  any  difierence  in  rank 
between  us. 

Ethd.  Ah,  Clive ! 

Clive,  Now  it  is  altered.  Now  I 
know  the  difference  between  a  poor 
painter  and  a  young  lady  of  the 
world.  Why  haven't  I  a  title  and  a 
great  fortune  ?  Why  did  I  ever  see 
you,  Ethel ;  or,  knowing  the  distance 
which  it  seems  fate  has  placed  between 
us,  why  have  I  seen  you  again  ? 
,  Ethd  {innocently).  Have  1  ever  made 
any  difference  between  us  ?  Whenever 
I  may  see  you,  am  I  not  too  glad  ? 
Don't  I  see  you  sometimes  when  I 
should  not — no  —  I  do  not  say  when 
I  should  not ;  but  when  others,  whom 
I  am  bound  to  obey,  forbid  me? 
What  harm  is  there  in  my  remember- 
ing old  days?  Why  should  I  be 
ashamed  of  our  relationship  1  —  no, 
not  ashamed  —  why  should  I  forget 
it?  Don't  do  that,  sir,  we  have 
shaken  hands  twice  already.  Xi^onore ! 
Xavier ! 

Clive.  At  one  moment  you  like 
me:  and  at  the  next  you  seem  to 
repent  it.  One  day  you  seem  happy 
when  I  come ;  and  another  day  you 
are  ashamed  of  me.  Last  Tuesday, 
when  you  came  with  those  fine  ladies 
to  the  Louvre,  you  seemed  to  blush 
when  you  saw  me  copying  at  my 
picture ;  and  that  stupid  young  lord 
looked  quite  alarmed  because  you 
spoke  to  me.  My  lot  in  life  is  not 
very  brilliant ;  but  I  would  not  change 
it  against  that  young  man's,  —  no,  not 
with  all  his  chances. 

Ethd.  What  do  you  mean  with  all 
his  chances  ? 

Clive.  You  know  very  well.  I 
mean  I  would  not  be  as  selfish,  or  as 
dull,  or  as  ill-educated,  —  I  won't  say 
worse  of  him, — not  to  be  as  handsome, 
or  as  wealthy,  or  as  noble  as  he  is.  I 
swear  I  would  not  now  change  my 
place  against  his,  or  give  up  being 
Clive   Newcome    to    be    my    Lord 
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Marquis  of  Farintosb,  with  all  his 
acres  and  titles  of  nobility. 

EUiel.  Why  are  you  forever  harping 
about  Lord  Earintosh  and  his  titles  i 
I  thought  it  was  only  women  who 
were  jealous,  — you  gentlemen  say  so. 
' —  ( aurriedly. )  —  I  am  going  to-night 
with  grandmamma  to  the  Minister  of 
the  Interior,  and  then  to  the  Russian 
ball ;  and  to-morrow  to  the  Tuileries. 
We  dine  at  the  Embassy  first;  and 
on  Sunday,  I  suppose,  we  shall  go  to 
the  Rue  d'Aguesseau.  I  can  hardly 
come  here  tefore  Mon — .  Madame 
de  Florae!  Little  Leonore  is  very 
like  you,  —  resembles  you  very  much. 
My  cousin  says  he  longs  to  make  a 
drawing  of  heV. 

Madame  de  Florae.  My  husband 
always  likes  that  I  should  be  present 
at  his  dinner.  Fardog  me,  young 
people,  that  I  have  been  away  from 
you  for  a  moment. 

[Exeunt  Olive,  Ethel,  and  Ma- 
dame De  F.  into  the  house, 

CoNVEiiSATiON  II.  —  Scene  i. 

Miss  Newcome  arrives  in  Ladi/  Keu^^s 
carriage,  which  enters  the  court  of  the 
Hotel  de  Florae. 

Saint  Jean.  Mademoiselle  —  Ma- 
dame la  Comtesse  is  gone  out:  but 
Madame  has  charged  me  to  say,  that 
she  will  be  at  home  to  the  dinner  of 
M.  le  Comte,  as  to  the  ordinary. 

Miss  Newcome.  Madame  de  Freville 
is  at  home  ? 

Saint  Jean.  Fardon  me,  Madame 
is  gone  out  with  M.  le  Baron,  and  M. 
Xavier,  and  Mademoiselle  de  Freville. 
They  are  gone.  Miss,  I  believe,  to 
visit  the  parents  of  Monsieur  le 
Baron ;  of  whom  it  is  probably  to-day 
the  fete :  for  Mademoiselle  Leonore 
carried  a  bouquet,  —  no  doubt  for  her 
grandpapa.  Will  it  please  Mademoi- 
selle to  enter  1  I  think  Monsieur  the 
Count  sounds  me.     (Bell  rings.) 

Miss  Neiocome.  Madame  la  Frin- 
ce —  Madame  la  Vicomtesse  is  at 
home?     Monsieur  St.  Jean! 

Saint  Jean.  I  go  to  call  the  people 
of  Madame  la  Vicomtesse. 


[Exit  old  Saint  Jean  to  the  carriage; 
a  Lackey  comes  presenilis  in  a  qot' 
geous  lioeryy  with  buttons  like  Utile 
cheese-plates. 

The  Lackey.  The  Frincess  is  at 
home.  Miss,  and  will  be  most  *appy  to 
see  you.  Miss.  (Miss  trips  up  the 
great  stair  ;  a  gentleman  out  of  livery 
has  come  forth  to  the  landing,  and  intro- 
duces her  to  the  apartments  of  Madame 
la  Frincesse.) 

The  Lackey  to  the  Servants  on  the  box. 
Good  morning,  Thomas.  How  dy* 
do,  old  Backystopper  ? 

Backystopper.  How  de  do,  Jim.  I 
say,  you  could  n*t  give  a  feller  a  drink 
of  beer,  could  yer,  Muncontour  ?  It 
was  precious  wet  last  night,  I  can  tell 
you.  'Ad  to  stop  for  three  hours  at 
the  Napolitum  Embassy,  where  we 
was  a  dancing.  Me  and  some  chaps 
went  into  Bob  Farsom's  and  had  a 
drain.  Old  Cat  came  out  and  could 
n't  find  her  carriage,  not  by  no  means, 
could  she.  Tommy  ?  Blest  if  I  did 
n't  nearly  drive  her  into  a  wegetable 
cart.  I  was  so  uncommon  scruey! 
Who 's  this  a  hentcring  at  your  pot- 
coshare  ?  Billy,  my  fine  feller  ! 

Ctive  Newcome  {by  the  most  singular 
coincidence).     Madame  la  Frincesse  ? 

Lackey.  We,  Miinseer.  {He  rings 
a  bdl ;  the  gentl&nan  in  black  appears  as 
be/ore  on  the  landing-place  up  tlie  stair.) 

[Exit  Clive. 

Backystopper.  I  say.  Bill :  is  that 
young  chap  often  a  coming  about 
here  1  They  'd  run  pretty  in  a  curri- 
cle, would  n't  they  ?  Miss  N.  and 
Master  N.  Quiet,  old  woman  !  Jest 
look  to  that  mare's  'ead,  will  you, 
Billy  1  He  'ff  a  fine  young  feller,  that 
is.  He  gave  me  a  sovering  the  other 
night.  Whenever  I  sor  him  in  the 
Fark,  he  was  alwajs  riding  an  'ansum 
hanimal.  What  is  he  1  They  said  in 
our  'all  he  was  a  hartis.  I  can  'ardly 
think  that.  Why,  there  used  to 
be  a  hartis  come  to  our  club,  and 
painted  two  or  three  of  my  'osses,  and 
my  old  woman  too. 

Lackey.  There's  hartises  and  har- 
tises,  Backystopper.      Why   there  'a 
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some  on  -^m  comes  here  with  more 
stars  on  their  coats  than  Dukes  has 
got.  Have  you  never  'card  of  Moss- 
yer  Verny,  or  Mossyer  Gudang  ? 

Backystopper.  They  say  this  young 
gent  is  sweet  on  Miss  N. ;  which  I 
guess,  I  wish  he  may  get  it. 

Tommy.  He !  he !  he  ! 

Backystopper.  Brayvo,  Tommy. 
Tom  ain't  much  of  a  man  for  conver- 
sation, but  he's  a  precious  one  to 
drink.  Do  you  think  the  young  gent 
is  sweet  on  her,  Tommy  ?  I  sor  him 
often  prowling  about  our  'ouse  in 
Queen  Street,  when  we  was  in  Lon- 
don. 

Tommy.  I  guess  he  was  n't  let  in  in 
Queen  Street.  I  guess  hour  little 
Buttons  was  very  near  turned  away 
for  saying  we  was  at  home  to  him.  I 
guess  a  footman's  place  is  to  keep  his 
mouth  hopen,  —  no,  his  h&/es  hopcn, 
—  and  his  mouth  shut.  (He  lapses 
•         into  sileiux.) 

Lackey.  I  think  Thomis  is  in  love, 
Thomis  is.  Who  was  that  young 
woman  I  saw  you  a  dancing  of  at  the 
Showmier,  Thomis  ?  How  the  young 
Marquis  was  a  cuttin'  of  it  about 
there !  The  pleace  was  obliged  to 
come  up  and  stop  him  dancing. 
His  man  told  old  Buzfuz  up  stairs  that 
•  the  Marquis's  goings  on  is  hawful. 
Up  till  four  or  five  every  morning; 
blind  hookey,  shampaign,  the  dooce's 
own  delight.  That  party  have  had 
I  don't  know  how  much  in  diamonds, 
and  they  quarrel  and  swear  at  each 
other,  and  fling  plates  :  it 's  tremen- 
dous. 

Tommy.    Why  does  n't  the  Mar- 
quis's man  mind    his  own  affairs? 
He 's  a  snpersellious  beast ;  and  will 
no  more  speak  to  a  man,  except  he 's 
out-a-livery,  than  he  would  to  a  chim- 
bly  swip.    He !  "  Cuss  him,  I  'd  fight 
'im  for  'alf  a  crown. 
*      Lackey.  And  we  'd  back  you,  Tom- 
my.   Buzfuz  up  stairs  ain't  supersel- 
lious ;  nor  is  the  Prince's  walet  nether. 
That  old  Sangjang's  a  rum  old  guv- 
.^     nor.     He  was  in  England  with  the 
^  Mint,  fifty  years  ago  — in  the  hemi- 
"on  —  in  Queen  Hann's  time,  you 


know.  He  used  to  support  the  old 
Count.  He  says  he  i*emembers  a 
yOung  Musseer  Newcome  then,  that 
used  to  take  lessons  from  the  Sheval' 
lier,  the  Countess'  father  —  there's 
my  bell.  [Exit  Lackey, 

Backystopper.  Not  a  bad  chap  that. 
Sports  his  money  very  free,  —  sings 
an  uncommon  good  song. 

Thomas,  Pretty  voice,  but  no  cul- 
tiwation. 

Lackey  {who  re-enters).  Be  here  at 
two  o'clock  for  Miss  N.  Take  any- 
thing ?  Come  round  the  corner.  — 
There's  a  capital  shop  round  the 
comer.  [Exeunt  Servants. 

Scene  II. 

Ethd.  I  can't  think  where  Madame 
de  Montcontour  has  gone.  How  very 
odd  it  was  that  yon  should  come  here 
—  that  we  should  both  come  here  to- 
day! How  surprised  I  was  to  sec 
you  at  the  Minister's !  Grandmannma 
was  so  angry  !  "  That  boy  pursues 
us  wherever  we  go,"  she  said.  I  am 
sure  I  don't  know  why  we  should  n't 
meet,  Clive.  It  seems  to  be  wrong 
even  my  seeing  you  by  chance  here. 
Do  you  know,  sir,  what  a  scolding  I 
had  about  —  about  going  to  Brighton 
with  you  ?  My  grandmother  did  not 
hear  of  it  till  we  were  in  Scotland, 
when  that  foolish  maid  of  mine  talked 
of  it  to  her  maid ;  and  there  was  O, 
such  a  tempest !  If  there  were  a 
Bastile  here,  she  would  like  to  lock 
you  into  it.  She  says  that  you  are 
always  upon  our  way,  —  I  don't  know 
how,  I  am  sure.  She  says,  but  for 
you  I  should  have  been — you  know 
what  I  should  have  been  :  but  I  am 
thankful  that  I  was  n't,  and  Kew  has 
got  a  much  nicer  wife  in  Henrietta 
Pulleyn,  than  I  could  ever  have  been 
to  him.  She  will  be  happier  than 
Clara,  Clive.  Kew  is  one  of  the 
kindest  creatures  in  the  world,  —  not 
very  wise ;  not  very  strong :  but  he  is 
just  such  a  kind,  easy,  generous, 
little  man  as  will  make  a  girl  like 
Henrietta  quite  happy. 

Clive.  But  not  you,  Ethel  ? 
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Eihd,  No,  nor  I  him.  My  temper 
is  difficalt,  Clive,  and  I  fear  few  men 
would  bear  with  me.  I  feel,  some- 
how, always  very  lonely.  How  old 
am  1 1  Twenty,  —  I  feel  sometimes 
as  if  I  was  a  handred  ;  and  in  the  midst 
of  all  these  admirations  and  fetes  and 
flatteries,  so  tired,  O,  so  tired !  And 
yet  if  I  don't  have  them  I  miss  them. 
How  I  wish  I  was  religions  like  Ma- 
dame de  Florae :  there  is  no  day  that 
she  does  not  go  to  church.  She  is 
forever  busy  with  charities;  clergy- 
men, conversions ;  I  think  the  Prin- 
cess will  be  brought  over  erelong  — 
that  dear  old  Madame  de  Florae !  and 
yet  she  is  no  happier  than  the  rest  of 
us.  Hortense  is  an  empty  little 
thing,  who  thinks  of  her  prosy  fat 
Camille  with  spectacles,  and  of  her 
two  childrefi,  and  of  nothing  else  in 
the  world  besides.  Who  is  happy, 
Clive  -? 

Clive.  You  say  Barnes's  wife  is 
not. 

EilieL  We  are  like  brother  and 
sister,  so  I  may  talk  to  you.  Barnes 
is  very  cruel  to  her.  At  Neweome, 
last  winter,  poor  Clara  used  to  come 
into  my  room  with  tears  in  her  eyes 
morning  after  morning.  He  calls 
her  a  fool ;  and  seems  to  take  a  pride 
in  humiliating,  her  before  company. 
My  poor  father  has  luckily  taken  a 
great  liking  to  her:  and  before  him,  for 
he  has  grown  very  very  hot-tempered 
since  his  illness,  Barnes  leaves  poor 
Clara  alone.  We  were  in  hopes  that 
the  baby  might  make  matters  better, 
but  as  it  is  a  little  girl,  Barnes 
chooses    to    be    "very    much    disap- 

Eointed.  He  wants  pjipa  to  give  up 
is  scat  in  Parliament,  but  he  clings 
to  that  more  than  anything.  *  O  dear 
me !  who  is  happy  in  the  world  ? 
What  a  pity  Lord  Highgate's  father 
had  not  died  sooner  I-  He  and  Barnes 
have  been  reconciled.  I  wonder  my 
brother's  spirit  did  not  revolt  against 
it.  The  ■  old  Iiord  used  to  keep  a 
sum  of  money  at  the  bank,  I  believe ; 
and  the  present  one  does  so  still ;  he 
has  paid  all  his  debts  off;  and  Barnes 
id  actn^y  friends  with  him.    He  is 


always  abusing  the  Dorkings,  who 
want  to  borrow  money  from  the  bank, 
he  says.  This  eagerness  for  money 
is  horrible.  If  I  had  been  Barnes  1 
would  never  have  been  reconciled 
with  Mr.  Belsize,  never,  never !  And 
yet  they  say  he  was  quite  right ;  and 
grandmamma  is  even  plca!>ed  that 
Lord  Hi^hgate  should  be  asked  to 
dine .  in  Park  Lane. .  Poor  papa  is 
there :  come  to  attend  his  parliamen- 
tary duties  as  he  thinks.  He  went  to 
a  division  the  other  night ;  and  was 
actually  lifted  out  of  his  carriage  and 
wheeled  into  the  lobby  in  a  chair. 
The  ministers  thanked  him  for  com- 
ing. I  believe  he  thinks  he  will  have 
his  peerage  yet.  O,  what  a  life  of 
vanity  ours  is ! 

Enter  Madame  de  Montcontour, 
What  are^ou  young  folks  a  talkin' 
about,  —  Balls  and  Operas  ?  When 
first  I  was  took  to  the  opera  I  did 
not  like  it,  —  and  fell  asleep.  But 
now,  O,  it 's  'eavenly  to  hear  Grisi 
sing! 

The  Qock.   Ting,  Ting ! 

Ethd.  Two  .  o'clock  already !  I 
must  run  back  to  grandmamma. 
Good  by,  Madame  do  Montcontour; 
I  am  so  sorry  I  have  not  been  able  to 
see  dear  Madame  de  Florae.  I  will 
try  and  come  to  her  on  Thursday,  — 
please  tell  her.  Shall  we  meet  you 
at  the  American  minister's  to-night, 
or  at  Madame  de  Brie's  to-morrow  ? 
Friday  is  your  own  night,  —  I  hope 
grandmamma  will  bring  me.  How 
charming  your  last  music  was !  Good 
by,  mon  cousin !  You  shall  not  come 
down  stairs  with  me,  I  insist  upon 
it,  sir  :  and  had  much  best  remain 
here,  and  finish  your  drawing  of  Ma- 
dame de  Montcontour. 

Princess.  I  've  put  on  the  velvet, 
you  see,  Clive,  —  though  it 's  very  'oi 
in  May.     Good  by,  my  dear. 

[Exit  Ethel. 

As  far  as  we  can  judge  from  the 
above  conversation,  which  Ave  need 
not  prolong,  —  as  the  talk  between 
Madame  de  Montcontour  and  Mon- 
sieur Clive,  after  a  few  complimentary 
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remarks  about  Ethel,  had  nothing  to 
do  with  the  history  of  the  Newcomes, 
—  as  far  as  we  can  judge,  the  above 
little  colloquy  took  place  on  Monday, 
and  about  Wednesday,  Madame  la 
Comtesse  de  Florae  received  a  little 
note  from  Clive,  in  which  he  said, 
that  one  day  when  she  came  to  the 
Louvre,  where  he  was  copying,  she 
had  admired  a  picture  of  a  Virgin 
and  Child,  by  Sasso  Ferrato,  since 
when  he  had  been  occupied  in  mak- 
ing a  water-color  drawing  after  the 
picture,  and  hoped  she  would  be 
pleased  to  accept  the  copy  from  her 
affectionate  and  grateful  servant, 
Clive  Newcome.  The  drawing  would 
be  done  the  next  day,  when  he  would 
call  with  it  in  his  hand.  Of  course 
Madame  de  Florae  received  this*  an- 
nouncement very  kindly ;  and  sent 
back  by  Clive's  servant  a  note  of 
thanks  to  that  young  gentleman. 

Now  on  Thursday  morning,  about 
one  o'clock,  by  one  of  those  singular 
coincidences  which,  &c.,  &c.,  who 
should  come  to  the  "  Hotel  de  Florae  " 
but  Miss  Ethel  Newcome  ?  Madame 
la  Comtesse  was  at  home,  waiting  to 
receive  Clive  and  his  picture  ;  but 
Miss  Ethel's  appearance  frightened 
the  good  lady,  so  much  so  that  she 
felt  quite  guilty  at  seeing  the  girl, 
whose  parents  might  think —  I  don't 
know  what  thev  might  not  think  — 
that  Madame  de  Florae  was  trying 
to  make  a  match  between  the  young 
people.  Hence  arose  the  words  ut- 
tered by  the  Countess,  after  a  while, 
in 

Conversation  III. 

Madame  de  Florae  (at  work).  And 
so  you  like  to  quit  the  world,  and  to. 
come  to  our  triste  old  hotel.  After  to- 
day you  will  find  it  still  more  melan- 
choly, my  poor  child. 

Ethel.  And  why  1 

Madame  de  F.  Some  one  who  has 
been  here  to  €gayer  our  little  meetings 
will  come  no  more. 

Ethel.  Is  the  Abb^  de  Florae  going 
to  quit  Paris,  Madame  ? 

Madame  de  F,   It  is  not  of  him  that 


I  speak,  thou  knowest  it  very  well,  my 
daughter.  Thou  hast  seen  my  poor 
Clive  twice  here.  He  will  come  once 
again,  and  then  no  more.  My  con- 
science reproaches  mo  that  1  have 
admitted  him  at  all.  But  he  is  like  a 
son  to  me,  and  was  so  confided  to  me 
by  his  father.  Five  years  ago,  when 
we  met,  after  an  absence  —  of  how 
many  years  !  —  Colonel  Newcome 
told  me  what  hopes  he  had  cherished 
for  his  boy.  You  know  well,  my 
daughter,  with  whom  those  hopes 
were  connected.  Then  he  wrote  me 
that  family  arrangements  rendered 
his  plans  impossible,  —  that  the  hand 
of  Miss  Newcome  was  promised  else- 
where. When  I  heard  from  my  son 
Paul  how  these  negotiations  were 
broken,  mv  heart  rejoiced,  Ethel,  for 
my  friend  s  sake.  I  am  an  old  wo- 
man now,  who  have  seen  the  world, 
and  all  sorts  of  men.  Men  more  bril- 
liant, no  doubt,  I  have  known ;  but 
such  a  heart  as  his,  such  a  faith  as 
his,  such  a  generosity  and  simplicity 
as  Thomas  Ncwcome's  —  never  ! 

Ethel  {smiling).  Indeed,  dear  lady, 
I  think  with  you. 

Madame  or  F.  1  understand  thy 
smile,  my  daughter.  I  can  say  to 
thee,  that  when  we  were  children  al- 
most, I  knew  thy  good  uncle.  My 
poor  father  took  the  pride  of  his 
family  into  exile  Avith  him.  Our 
poverty  only  made  his  pride  the 
greater.  Even  before  the  emigration 
a  contract  had  been  passed  l^tween 
our  family  and  the  Count  de  Florae 
I  could  not  be  wanting  to  the  word 
given  by  mv  father.  For  how  many 
Jong  years  have  I  kept  it !  But  when 
I  see  a  young  girl  wno  may  be  made 
the  victim  —  the  subject  of  a  mar- 
riage of  convenience,  as  I  was  —  my 
heart  pities  her.  And  if  I  love  her, 
as  I  love  you,  I  tell  her  my  thoughts. 
Better  poverty,  Ethel,  —  better  a 
cell  in  a  convent,  than  a  union  with- 
out love.  Is  it  written  eternally  that 
men  are  to  make  slaves  of  us  ?  Here 
in  France,  above  all,  our  fathers  sell 
us  every  day.  And  what  a  society 
ours  is  1    Thou  wilt  know  this  when 
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thoa  art  married.  There  are  some 
laws  so  cruel  that  nature  revolts 
against  them,  and  breaks  them,  —  or 
We  die  in  keeping  them.  You  smile. 
I  liave  been  nearly  fifty  years  dying, 
—  n*est-ce  pas  ?  —  and  am  here  an  old 
woman,  complaining  to  a  young  girl. 
It  is  because  oar  recollections  of  youth 
are  always  youn^  ;  and  because  I 
have  suffered  so,  that  I  would  spare 
those  I  love  a  like  grief.  Do  you 
know  that  the  children  of  those  who 
do  not  love  in  marriage  seem  to  bear 
an  hereditary  coldness,  and  do  iiot 
love  their  parents  as  other  children 
do  ?  They  witness  our  diflferences 
and  our  indifferences,  hear  our  re- 
criminations, take  one  side  or  the 
other  in  our  disputes,  and  are  parti- 
sans for  father  or  mother.  We  force 
ourselves  to  be  hypocrites,  and  hide 
our  wrongs  from  them  ;  we  speak  of 
a  bad  father  with  false  praises  ;  we 
wear  feigned  smiles  over  our  tears, 
and  deceive  our  children,  —  deceive 
them,  do  we  ?  Even  from  the  exer- 
cise of  that  pious  deceit  there  is  no 
woman  but  suffers  in  the  estimation 
of  her  sons.  They  ma^  shield  her  as 
champions  against  their  father's  self- 
ishness or  cruelcv.  In  this  case, 
what  a  war  !  What  a  home,  where 
the  son  sees  a  tyrant  in  the  father, 
and  in  the  mother  but  a  trembling 
victim  !  I  speak  not  for  myself,  — 
whatever  may  have  been  the  course 
of  our  long  wedded  life,  I  have  not 
to  complain  of  these  ignoble  storms. 
But  when  the  family  chief  neglects 
his  wife,  or  prefers  another  to  her, 
the  children  too,  courtiers  as  we  are, 
will  desert  her.  You  look  incredulous 
about  domestic  love.  Tenez,  my 
child,,  if  I  may  so  surmise,  I  think 
you  cannot  have  seen  it.   *' 

Ethd  {blushing,  and  ihinkingf  per- 
haps, how  she  esteems  her  father,  how 
her  mother,  and  how  much  they  esteem 
each  other).  My  father  and  mother 
have  been  most  kind  to  all  their  chil- 
dren, madam;  and  no  one  can  say 
that  their  marriage  has  been  other- 
'wise  than  happy.  My  mother  is  the 
2undcst  and  most  affectionate  mother, 


and  —  {Here  a  vision  of  Sir  Brian 
aUme  in  his  room,  and  nobody  really 
caring  for  him  so  much  as  his  valet,  who 
loves  him  to  the  extent  of  fifty  pounds  a 
year  and  perquisites ;  or,  perhaps,  Miss 
Cann,  who  reads  to  him,  and  p^ys  a 
good  deal  of  evenings,  much  to  Sir  Brian's 
liking  —  here  this  vision,  toe  say,  comes, 
and  stODs  Miss  Ethd's  sentence.) 

Maaame  de  F.  Your  father,  in  his 
infirmity, —  and  yet  he  is  five  years 
younger  than  Colonel  Newcome, —  is 
happy  to  have  such  a  wife  and  such 
children.  They  comfort  his  age; 
they  cheer  his  sickness ;  they  confide 
their  griefs  and  pleasures  to  him, —  is 
it  not  sol  His  closing  days  are 
soothed  by  their  affection. 

Ethel.  O  no,  no  I  And  yet  it  is 
not  his  fault  or  oiys  that  iie  is  a 
stranger  to  us.  He  used  to  be  all 
day  at  the  bank,  or  at  night  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  or  he  and  mam- 
ma went  to  parties,  and  we  .young 
ones  remained  with  the  governess. 
Mamma  is  very  kind.  I  have  never, 
almost,  known  her  angry  ;  never  with 
us;  about  us,  sometimes,  with  the 
servants.  As  children,  we  used  to 
see  papa  and  mamma  at  breakfast; 
and  then  when  she  was  dressing  to  go 
out.  Since  he  has  been  ill,  she  has 
given  up  all  parties.  I  wanted  to  do 
so  too.  I  feel  ashamed  in  the  world, 
sometimes,  when  I  think  of  my  poor 
father  at  home,  alone.  I  wanted  to 
stay,  but  my  mother  and  my  grand- 
mother forbade  me.  Grandmamma 
has  a  fortune,  which  she  says  I  am  to 
have ;  since  then  they  have  insisted 
on  my  being  with  her.  She  is  very 
clever,  you  know ;  she  is  kind  too  in 
her  way ;  but  she  cannot  live  out  of 
society.  And  I,  who  pretend  to  re- 
volt, I  like  it  too ;  and  I,  who  rail 
and  scorn  flatterers  —  0,1  like  ad- 
miration! I  am  pleased  when  the 
women  hate  me,  and  the  young  men 
leave  them  for  me.  Though  I  despise 
many  of  these,  yet  I  can't  help  draw- 
ing them  towards  me.  One  or  two 
of  them  I  have  seen  unhappy  about 
me,  and  I  like  it ;  and  if  tney  are  in- 
i  different  I  am  angry,  and  never 
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tUl  they  come  back.  I  love  beautiful 
dresses ;  I  love  tine  jewels ;  I  love  a 
great  name  and  a  fine  house, —  O,  I 
despise  myself,  when  I  think  of  these 
things  1  When  1  lie  in  bed,  and  say 
I  have  been  heartless  and  a  coquette, 
I  cry  with  humiliation ;  and  then 
rebel  and  say,  Why  not?  —  and  to- 
night—  yes,  to-night  —  after  leaving 
you,  I  shall  be  wicked,  I  know  I 
shall. 

Madame  de  F.  (sadly).  One  will 
pray  for  thee,  my  child. 

Ethel  (sadly).  I  thought  I  might 
be  good  once.     I  used  to  say  my  own 

Erayers  then.  Now  I  speak  them  but 
y  rote,  and  feel  ashamed -•- yes, 
ashamed  to  speak  them.  Is  it  not 
horrid  to  say  them,  and  next  morning 
to  be  no  better  than  you  were  last 
night  ?  Often  I  revolt  at  these  as  at 
other  things,  and  am  dumb.  The 
Vicar  comes  to  see  us  at  Newcome, 
and  eats  so  much  dinner,  and  pays  us 
such  court,  and  **  Sir  Brian's  papa, 
and  "Your  Ladyship's"  mamma. 
With  grandmamma  1  go  to  hear  a 
fashionable  preacher, —  Olive's  uncle, 
whose  sister  lets  lodgings  at  Brigh- 
ton; such  a  queer,  bustling,  pom- 
pous, honest  old  lady.  Do  you  know 
that  Olive's  aunt  lets  lodgings  at 
Brighton  ? 

Madame  de  F.  My  father  was  an 
usher  in  a  school .  Monsieur  de  Florae 
gave  lessons  in  the  emigration.  Do 
you  know  in  what  ? 

Ethd.  O,  the  old  •  nobih'ty !  that 
is  different,  you  know.  That  Mr. 
Honeyman  is  so  affected  that  I  have 
no  patience  with  him ! 

Madame  de  F.  (tvith  a  sigh).  I  wish 
you  could  attend  the  services  of  a 
better  church.  And  when  was  it  vou 
thought  you  might  be  good,  Ethel  ? 

ESid.  When  I  was  a  girl.  Before 
I  came  out.  When  I  used  to  take  long 
rides  with  my  dear  Uncle  Newcome ; 
and  he  used  to  talk  to  mc  in  his  sweet 
simple  way ;  and  he  said  I  reminded 
him  of  some  one  he  once  knew. 

Madame  de  F.  Who  —  who  was 
that,  Ethel  ? 

Ethel  (looking  up  at  Gerard's  picture 


of  the  Countess  de  Florae).  What  otid 
dresses  you  wore  in  the  time  of  the 
Empire,  Madame  de  Florae !  How 
could  you  ever  have  such  high  waists, 
and  such  wonderful  /raises!  (Ma- 
dame DE  Florac  kisses  Ethel. 
Tableau.) 

Enter  Saint  Jean  preceding  a  gentle- 
man  with  a  drawing-board  under  his 
arm. 

Saint  Jean.  Monsieur  Olaive ! 

[Exit  Saint  Jean. 

Clive.  How  do  you  do,  Madame  la 
Comtesse  ?  Mademoiselle,  j'ai  Thon- 
neur  de  vous  souhaiter  le  bon  jour. 

Madame  de  F.  Do  you  come  from 
the  Louvre  ?  Have  you  finished  that 
beautiful  copy,  mon  ami  ? 

Clive.  I  have  brought  it  for  you. 
It  is  not  very  good.  There  are  al- 
ways so  many  petites  demoisdles  copy- 
ing that  Sasso  Ferrato ;  and  they 
chatter  about  it  so,  and  hop  from  one 
easel  to  another ;  and  the  young  art- 
ists are  always  coming  to  give  them 
advice,  —  so  that  there  is  no  petting  a 
good  look  at  the  picture.  But  I  have 
brought  you  the  sketch;  and  am  fo 
pleased  that  you  asked  for  it. 

Madame  de  F.  (surveying  the  sketch). 
It  is  charming,  —  charming!  What 
shall  we  give  to  our  painter  for  his 
chef-d'oeuvre  ? 

Clive  (kisses  her  hand).  There  is  my 
pay  !  And  you  will  be  glad  to  hear 
that  two  of  my  portraits  have  been  re- 
ceived at  the  Exhibition.  My  uncle 
the  clergyman,  and  Mr.  Butts,  of  the 
Life  Guards. 

Ethel.  Mr.  Butts  —  quel  nom !  Je 
ne  connois  ancun  M.  Butts  ! 

Clive,  He  has  a  famous  head  to 
draw.  They  refused  Orackthorpe, 
and  —  and  one  or  two  other  heads  I 
sent  in. 

Ethel  (tossing  up  hers).  Miss  Mac- 
kenzie's, I  suppose ! 

CUve.  Yes,  Miss  Mackenzie's.  It 
is  a  sweet  little  face ;  too  delicate  for 
my  hand  though. 

Ethel.  So  is  a  wax  doll's  a  pretty 
face.  Pink  cheeks  ;  china-blue  eyes  ; 
and  hair  the  color  of  old  Madame 
Hempenfeld's,  —  not  her  last  hair,  — 
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her  last  but  one.  (She  goes  to  a  win- 
dow that  looks  into  the  court. ) 

Clive  [to  the  Countess).  Miss  Mac- 
kenzie speaks  more  respectfully  of 
other  people*s  eyes  and  hair.  She 
thinks  there  is  nobody  in  the  world  to 
compare  to  Miss  Newcome. 

Madame  de  F.  (aside).  And  you, 
mon  ami  ?  This  is  the  last  time,  en- 
tendez^vous  ?  You  must  never  come 
here  again.  If  M.  le  Comte  knew  it 
he  never  would  pardon  me.  Encore ! 
{He  kisses  her  Ladyship* s  hand  ayain.) 

Clive.  A  good  action  gains  to  be 
repeated.  Miss  Newcome,  does  the 
view  of  the  court-yard  please  you  ? 
The  old  trees  and  the  garden  are  bet- 
ter. That  dear  old  Faun  without  a 
nose !  I  must  have  a  sketch  of  him  : 
the  creepers  round. the  base  are  beau- 
tiful. 

Miss  N.  I  was  looking  to  see  if  the 
carriage  had  come  for  me.  It  is  time 
that  I  return  home. 

Clive.  That  is  my  brougham.  May 
I  carry  you  anywhere  ?  i  hire  him  by 
the  hour ;  and  I  will  carry  you  to  the 
end  of  the  world. 

Miss  N.  Where  are  you  going,  Ma- 
dame de  Florae?  —  to  show  that 
oketch  to  M.  le  Comte?  Dear  me! 
I  don't  fancy  that  M.  de  Florae  can 
care  for  sucn  things!  I  am  sure  I 
have  seen  many  as  pretty  on  the  quays 
for  twenty-five  sous.  I  wonder  the 
carriage  is  not  come  for  me. 

Clive.  You  can  take  mine  without 
my  company,  as  that  seems  not  to 
please  yon. 

Miss  N.  Your  company  is  some- 
times very  pleasant,  —  when  you 
please.  Sometimes,  as  last  night,  for 
instance,  you  are  not  particularly 
lively. 

Clive.  Last  night,  after  moving 
heaven  and  earth  to  get  an  invitation 
to  Madame  de  Brie,  —  I  say,  heaven 
and  earth,  that  is  a  French  phrase,  — 
I  arrive  there ;  I  find  Miss  Newcome 
engaged  for  almost  every  dance,  waltz- 
ing with  M.  de  Klingenspohr,  galop- 
ing with  Count  de  Capri,  galoping 
and  waltzing  with  the  most  noble  the 
Marquis    of    Farintosh.      She    will 
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scarce  speak  to  me  during  the  even- 
ing; and  when  I  wait  till  midnight, 
her  grandmamma  whisks  her  home, 
and  I  am  left  alone  for  my  pains. 
Lady  Kew  is  in  one  of  her  high 
moods,  and  the  only  words  she  conde- 
scends to  say  to  me  are,  "  O,  I  thought 
you  had  returned  to  London,"  with 
which  she  turns  her  venerable  back 
upon  me. 

Miss  N.  A  fortnight  ago  you  said 
you  were  going  to  London.  You 
said  the  copies  you  were  about  here 
would  not  take  you  another  week,  and 
that  was  three  weeks  since. 

Clive.  It  were  best  I  had  gone. 

Miss  N.  If  you  think  so,  I  cannot 
but  think  so. 

Clive.  Why  do  I  stay  and  hover 
about  you,  and  follow  you,  —  you 
know  I  follow  you  ?  Can  I  live  on  a 
smile  vouchsafed  twice  a  week,  and  no 
brighter  than  you  give  to  all  the 
world  7  What  do  I  get,  but  to  hear 
your  beauty  praised,  and  to  see  you, 
night  after  night,  happy  and  smiling 
and  triumphant,  the  partner  of  other 
men  ?  Does  it  add  zest  to  your  tri- 
umph, to  think  that  I  behold  it  ?  I 
believe  you  would  like  a  crowd  of  us 
to  pursue  you. 

Miss  N".  To  pursue  me;  and  if 
they  find  me  alone,  by  chance,  to 
compliment  me  with  such  speeches  as 
you  make  ?  That  would  be  pleasure 
indeed  I  Answer  me  here  in  return, 
Clive.  Have  I  ever  disguised  from 
any  of  my  friends  the  regard  I  hav6 
for  you  ?  Why  should  I  ?  Have  not 
I  taken  your  part  when  you  were 
maligned  ?  In  former  days  when  — 
when  Lord  Kew  asked  me,  as  he  had 
a  right  to  do  then,  —  I  said  it  was  as 
a  brother  I  held  you ;  and  always 
would.  If  I  have  lieen  wrong,  it  has 
been  for  two  or  three  times  in  seeing 
you  at  all,  —  or  seeing  you  thus ;  in 
letting  you  speak  to  me  as  you  do,  — • 
injure  me  as  you  do.  Do  you  think  I 
have  not  had  hard  enough  words  said 
to  me  about  you,  but  that  you  must 
attack  me  too  in  turn  ?  Last  night 
only,  because  you  were  at  the  ball, 
^—  it  was  very  very  wrong  of  me  to  tell 
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you  I  was  going  there,  —  as  we  went 
home,  Lady  Kew  —  Go,  Sir  !  I 
never  thought  you  would  have  seen 
in  me  this  humiliation. 

Clive.  Is  it  possible  that  I  should 
have  made  Ethel  Newcome  shed  tears  ? 
O,  dry  them,  dry  them.  Forgive  me, 
Ethel,  forgive  me  !  I  have  no  right 
to  jealousy,  or  to  reproach  you,  —  I 
know  that.  If  others  admire  you, 
surely  I  ought  to  know  that  they  — 
they  do  but  as  I  do  :  I  should  be 
proud,  not  angry,  that  they  admire 
my  Ethel,  —  my  sister,  if  you  can  be 
no  more. 

Ethei.  1  will  be  that  always,  what- 
ever harsh  things  you  think  or  say  of 
me.  There,  sir,  I  am  not  going  to  be 
BO  foolish  as  to  cry  again. .  Have  you 
been  studying  very  hard  1    Are  your 

{)ictures  good  at  the  Exhibition  ?  I 
ike  you  with  your  mustachios  best, 
and  order  you  not  to  cut  them  off 
again.  The  young  men  here  wear 
them.  I  hardly  knew  Charles  Beard- 
more  Avhen  he  arrived  from  Berlin 
the  other  day,  like  a  sapper  and 
miner.  His  little  sisters  cried  out, 
and  were  quite  frightened  by  his 
apparition.  Why  are  you  not  in  di- 
plomacy ?  That  day,  at  Brighton, 
When  Lord  Farintosh  asked  whether 
yovL  were  in  the  army,  I  thought  to 
inyself,  why  is  he  not  ? 

Clive.  A  man  in  the  army  may 
pretend  to  anything,  rCest-ce  pas? 
lie  wears  a  lovely  uniform.  He  may 
be  a  General,  a  K.  C.  B.,  a  Viscount, 
an  Earl.  He  may  be  valiant  in  arms, 
and  wanting  a  leg,  like  the  lover  in  the 
song.  It  is  peace  time,  you  say  ?  so 
much  the  worse  career  for  a  soldier. 
Mv  father  would  not  have  me,  he 
said,  forever  dangling  in  barracks,  or 
smoking  in  country  billiard-rooms.  I 
have  no  taste  for  law  ;  and  as  for  di- 
plomacy, I  have  no  relations  in  the 
Cabinet,  and  no  uncles  in  the  House 
of  Peers.  Could  my  uncle,  who  is  in 
Parliament,  help  me  much,  do  you 
think  ?  or  would  he,  if  he  could  1  or 
Barnes,  his  noble  son  and  heir,  after 
him? 

Ethel  (musing).   Barnes  would  not, 


perhaps,  but  papa  might  even  still, 
and  you  have  friends  who  are  fond  of 
you. 

Clive.  No,  —  no  one  can  help  me ; 
and  my  art,  Ethel,  is  not  only  my 
choice  and  my  love,  but  my  honor 
too.  I  shall  never  distinguish  myself 
in  it.  I  may  take  smart  likenesses, 
but  that  is  all.  I  am  not  fit  to  grind 
my  friend  Ridley's  colors  i'gr  him. 
Nor  would  my  father,  who  loves  his 
own  profession  so,  make  a  good  gene- 
ral probably.  He  always  says  so.  I 
thought  better  of  myself  when  I  be- 
gan as  a  boy ;  and  was  a  conceited 
youngster,  expecting  to  carry  all  be- 
fore me.  But  as  I  walked  the  Vati- 
can, and  looked  at  Baphael,  and  at 
the  great  Michael,  I  knew  I  was  but 
a  poor  little  creature ;  and  in  contem- 
plating his  genius,  shrunk  up  till  I 
felt  myself  as  small  as  a  man  looks 
under  the  dome  of  St.  Peter's.  Why 
should  I  wish  to  have  a  great  genins  ? 
Yes,  there  is  one  reason  why  I  should 
like  to  have  it. 

Ethel.  And  that  is  ? 

Clive.  To  give  it  you,  if  it  pleased 
you,  Ethel.  But  I  might  wish  for 
the  roc's  egg :  there  is  no  way  of  rob- 
bing the  bird.  I  must  take  a  humble 
place,  and  you  want  a  brilliant  one. 
A  brilliant  one!  O  Ethel,  what  a 
standard  we  folks  measure  fame  by ! 
To  have  your  name  in  the  Morning 
Post,  and  to  go  to  three  balls  every 
night.  To  have  your  dress  described 
at  the  Drawing-Koom ;  and  your  ar- 
rival, from  a  round  of  visits  in  the 
country,  at  your  town-house ;  and  the 
entertainment  of  the  Marchioness  of 
Farin 

Ethel.  Sir,  if  you  please,  no  calling 
names. 

Clive.  I  wonder  at  it.  For  jou 
are  in  the  world,  and  you  love  the 
world,  whatever  you  may  say.  And 
I  wonder  that  one  of  your  strength  of 
mind  should  so  care  for  it.  I  think 
my  simple  old  father  is  much  finer 
than  all  your  grandees :  his  single- 
mindedness  more  lofty  than  all  their 
bowing,  and  haughtiness,  and  schem- 
ing.   What  are  you  thinking  of,  as 
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you  stand  in  that  pretty  attitade,  — 
like  Mnemosyne,  —  with  your  finger 
on  your  chin  1 

Lthd.  Mnemosyne  !  who  was  she  ? 
I  think  I  like  you  best  when  you  are 
quiet  and  gentle,  and  not  when  you 
are  flaming  out  and  sarcastic,  sir. 
And  so  you  think  you  will  never  be 
a  famous  painter  1  They  are  quite  in 
society  here.  I  was  so  pleased,  be- 
cause two  of  them  dined  at  the  Tui- 
leries  when  grandmamma  was  there ; 
and  she  mistook  one,  who  was  covered 
all  over  with  crosses,  for  an  ambassa- 
dor, I  believe,  till  the  Queen  called 
him  Monsieur  Delaroche.  She  says 
there  is  no  knowing  people  in  this 
country.  And  do  you  think  you  will 
never  be  able  to  paint  as  well  as  M. 
Delaroche  ? 

dive.  No, — never. 

Ethd.  And  —  and  —  you  will  nev- 
er ^ve  up  painting  ? 

Clive.  No,  —  never.  That  would 
be  like  leaving  your  friend  who  was 
poor;  or  deserting  your  mistress  bo- 
cause  you  were  disappointed  about 
her  money.  They  do  those  things  in 
the  great  world,  Ethel. 

Ethd  (with  a  sigh).     Yes. 

Qim.  If  it  is  so  false,  and  base, 
and  hollow,  this  great  world, — if  its 
aims  are  so  mean,  its  successes  so  pal- 
try, the  sacrifices  it  asks  of  you  so  de- 
grading, the  pleasures  it  gives  you 
so  wearisome,  shameful  even,  why 
does  Ethel  Newcome  cling  to  if? 
"Will  you  be  fairer,  dear,  with  any 
other  name  than  your  own?  Will 
you  be  happier,  after  a  month,  at  bear- 
ing a  great  title,  with  a  man  whom 
you  can't  esteem,  tied  forever  to  you, 
to  be  the  father  of  Ethel's  children,  and 
the  lord  and  master  of  her  life  and 
actions  1  The  proudest  woman  in  the 
world  consent  to  bend  herself  to  this 
ignominy,  and  own  that  a  coronet  is  a 
bribe  sufficient  for  her  honor  I  What 
is  the  end  of  a  Christian  life,  Ethel ; 
a  girl's  pure  nurture,  —  it  can't  be 
this !  Last  week,  as  we  walked  in  the 
garden  here,  and  heard  the  nuns  sing- 
ing in  their  chapel,  you  said  how  hard 
it  was  that  poor  women  should  be  im- 


prisoned so,  and  were  thankful  that 
in  England  we  had  abolished  that 
slavery.  Then  you  cast  your  eyes  to 
the  ground,  and  mused  as  you  paced 
the  walk ;  and  thought,  I  know,  that 
perhaps  their  lot  was  better  than  some 
others. 

Ethel.  Yes,  I  did.  I  was  thinking 
that  almost  all  women  are  made  slaves 
one  way  or  other,  and  that  these  poor 
nuns  perhaps  were  better  off  than  we 
are. 

Clive.  I  never  will  quarrel  with 
nun  or  matron  for  following  her  vo- 
cation. But  for  our  women,  who  are 
free,  why  should  they  rebel'  against 
Nature,  shut  their  hearts  up,  sell  their 
lives  for  rank  and  money,  and  forego 
the  most  precious  right  of  their  liberty  ? 
Look,  Ethel,  dear.  I  love  you  so,  that 
if  I  thought  another  had  your  heart, 
an  honest  man,  a  loyal  gentleman,  — 
like  —  like  him  of  last  year  even,  I 
think  I  could  go  back  with  a  God 
bless  you,  and  take  to  my  pictures 
again,  and  work  on  in  my  own  hum- 
ble way.  You  seem  like  a  queen  to 
me,  somehow  ;  and  I  am  but  a  poor, 
humble  fellow,  who  might  be  happy, 
I  think,  if  you  were.  In  those  balls, 
where  I  have  seen  you  surrounded  by 
those  brilliant  young  men,  noble  and 
wealthy,  admirers  like  me,  I  have 
often  thought,  "  How  could  I  aspire 
to  such  a  creature,  and  ask  her  to 
forego  a  palace  to  share  the  crust  of  a 
poor  painter  *? " 

Ethd.  You  spoke  quite  scornfully 
of  palaces  just  now,  Clive.  I  won't 
say  a  word  about  the  —  the  regard 
vou  express  for  me.  I  think  you 
have  it.  Indeed,  I  do.  But  it  were 
best  not  said,  Clive;  best  for  me, 
perhaps,  not  to  own  that  I  know  it. 
In  your  speeches,  my  poor  boy, — 
and  you  will  please  not  to  make  any 
more,  or  I  never  can  see  you  or  speak 
to  you  again,  never,  —  you  forgot  one 
part  of  a  girl's  duty :  obedience  to 
her  parents.  They  would  never  agree 
to  my  marrying  any  one  below  —  any 
one  whose  union  would  not  be  advan- 
tageous in  a  worldly  point  of  view. 
I  never  would  give  such  pain  to  t^** 
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poor  father,  or  to  the  kind  soul  who 
never  said  a  harsh  word  to  me  since 
I  was  bom.  My  grandmamma  is 
kind,  too,  in  her  way.  I  came  to  her 
of  my  own  free  will.  When  she  said 
she  would  leave  me  her  fortune,  do 
you  think  it  was  for  myself  alone 
that  I  was  glad  ?  My  father's  pas- 
sion is  to  make  an  estate,  and  all  my 
brothers  and  sisters  will  be  but  slen- 
derly portioned.  Lady  Kew  said  she 
would  help  them  if  I  came  to  her,  — 
and — it  is  the  welfare  of  those  little 
people  that  depends  upon  me,  Clive. 
Now,  do  you  see,  brother,  why  you 
must  speak  to  me  so  no  more  ?  There 
is  the  carriage.  God  bless  you,  dear 
Clive. 

(Clive  sees  the  carriage  drive  awa^ 
after  Miss  Newcome  has  entered  it 
without  once  looking  up  to  the  win- 
dow where  he  stands.  When  it  is 
gone  he  goes  to  the  opposite  windows 
of  the  salon,  which  are  open,  towards 
the  garden.  The  chapel  music  be- 
gins to  play  from  the  convent,  next 
door.  As  he  hears  it  he  sinks  down, 
his  head  in  his  hands.) 

Enter  Madame  de  Florae.  {She 
goes  to  him  with  anxious  looks.)  What 
'hast  thou,  my  child  ?  "Hast  thou 
spoken  ? 

Clive  {very  steadily).     Yes. 

Madame  de  F.  And  she  loves 
thee?    I  know  she  loves  thee. 

Clive.  You  hear  the  organ  of  the 
convent  1 

Madame  de  F.     Qu*as-tu  ? 

Clive.  I  might  as  well  hope  to 
marry  one  of  the  sisters  of  yonder 
convent,  dear  lady.  {He  sinks  down 
again y  and  she  kisses  him.) 

Clive.  I  never  had  a  mother  ;  but 
you  seem  like  one. 

Madame  de  F.  Mon  fils !  O,  mon 
fils! 

♦ 

CHAPTER  XLVni. 

IN  WHICH  BENEDICK  IS  A  MARRIED 
MAN. 

We  have  all  heard  of  the  dying 
French   Duchess,    who   viewed  her 


coming  dissolution  and  subsequent 
fate  so  easily,  because  she  said  she 
was  sure  that  Heaven  must  deal 
politely  with  a  perspn  of  her  quality ; 
—  I  suppose  Lady  Kcw  had  some 
such  notions  regarding  people  of 
rank  :  her  long-sufifering  towards 
them  was  extreme ;  in  fact,  there 
were  vices  which  the  old  lady  thought 
pardonable,  and  even  natural,  in  a 
young  nobleman  of  high  station, 
which  she  never  would  have  excused 
in  persons  of  vulgar  condition. 

Her  Ladyship's  little  knot  of  as- 
sociates and  scandal-bearers, — elderly 
rouds  and  ladies  of  the  world,  whose 
business  it  was  to  know  all  sorts  of 
noble  intrigues  and  exalted  tittle- 
tattle  ;  what  was  happening  among 
the  devotees  of  the  exiled  court  at 
Frohsdorf ;  what  among  the  citizen 
princes  of  the  Tuileries ;  who  was 
the  reigning  favorite  of  the  Queen 
Mother  at  Aranjuez ;  who  was  smit- 
ten with  whom  at  Vienna  or  Naples ; 
and  the  last  particulars  of  the  cAron- 
iqties  scandaleuses  of  Paris  and  Lon- 
don ;  —  Lady  Kew,  I  say,  must  have 
been  perfectly  aware  of  my  Lord 
Farintosh's  amusements,  associates, 
and  manner  of  life,  and  yet  she 
never,  for  one  moment,  exhibited  any 
anger  or  dislike  toward  that  noble- 
man. Her  amiable  heart  was  so  full 
of  kindness  and  forgiveness  towards 
the  young  prodigal  that,  even  with- 
out any  repentance  on  his  part,  she 
was  ready  to  take  him  to  her  old 
arms,  and  give  him  her  venerable 
benediction.  Pathetic  sweetness  of 
nature !  Charming  tenderness  of 
disposition  !  With  all  his  faults  and 
wickednesses,  his  follies  and  his  self- 
ishness, there  was  no  moment  when 
Lady  Kew  would  not  have  received 
the  young  lord,  and  endowed  him 
with  the  hand  of  her  darling  Ethel. 

•But  the  hopes  which  this  fond  for- 
giving creature  had  nurtured  for  one 
season,  and  carried  on  so  resolutely 
to  the  next,  were  destined  to  be  dis- 
appointed yet  a  second  time,  by  a 
most  provoking  event  which  occurred 
in  the  Newcome  family.    Ethel  waF- 
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called  away  suddenly  from  Paris  by 
her  father's  third  and  last  paralytic 
seizure.  When  she  reached  her  home, 
Sir  Brian  could  not  recognize  her.  A 
few  hours  after  her  arrival,  all  the 
vanities  of  the  world  were  over  for 
him :  and  Sir  Barnes  Newcome, 
Baronet,  reigned  in  his  stead.  The 
day  after  Sir  Brian  was  laid  in  his 
vault  at  Newcome,  a  letter  appeared 
in  the  local  papers  addi-essed  to  the 
Independent  Electors  of  that  Borough, 
in  which  his  orphaned  son,  feelingly 
alluding  to  the  virtue,  the  services, 
and  the  political  principles  of  the  de- 
ceased, offered  himself  as  a  candidate 
for  the  seat  in  Parliament  now  vacant. 
Sir  Barnes  announced  that  he  should 
speedily  pay  his  respects  in  person  to 
the  friends  and  supporters  of  his 
lamented  father.  Ihat  he  was  a 
stanch  friend  of  our  admirable  con- 
stitution need  not  be  said.  That  he 
was  a  firm,  but  conscientious  uphold- 
er of  our  Protestant  religion,  all 
who  knew  Barnes  Newcome  must  be 
aware.  That  he  would  do  his  ut- 
most to  advance  the  interests  of  this 
great  agricultural,  this  great  manu- 
facturing county  and  borough,  we 
may  be  assured  he  avowed ;  as  that 
he  would  be  (if  returned  to  represent 
Newcome  in  Parliament)  the  advocate 
of  every  rational  reform,  the  unhesi- 
tating opponent  of  every  reckless  in- 
novation. In  fine,  Barnes  Newcome's 
manifesto  to  the  Electors  of  Newcome 
was  as  authentic  a  document,  and 
gave  him  credit  for  as  many  public 
virtues,  as  that  slab  over  poor  Sir 
Brian's  bones  in  the  chancel  of  New- 
come  church,  which  commemorated 
the  good  qualities  of  the  defunct,  and 
the  grief  of  his  heir.  ^ 

In  spite  of  the  virtues,  personal  and 
inherited,  of  Barnes,  his  seat  for  New- 
come  was  not  got  without  a  contest. 
The  Dissenting  interest  and  the  re- 
spectable Liberals  of  the  borough 
wished  to  set  up  Samuel  Higg,  Esq., 
against  Sir  Barnes  Newcome;  and 
novV  it  was  that  Barnes's  civilities  of 
thj  ])revious  year,  aided  by  Madame 
do  Montcontour's  influence  over  her 


brother,  bore  their  fruit.  Mr.  Higg 
declined  to  stand  against  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome,  although  Higg's  political 
principles  were  by  no  means  those  of 
the  honorable  BaVonet ;  and  the  can- 
didate from  London,  whom  the  New- 
come  extreme  Radicals  set  up  against 
Barnes,  was  nowhere  on  the  poll  when 
the  dav  of  election  came.  So  Barnes 
had  the  desire  of  his  heart  ;  and, 
within  two  months  after  his  father's 
decease,  he  sat  in  Parliament  as 
Member  for  Newcome. 

The  bulk  of  the  late  Baronet's 
property  descended,-  of  course,  to  his 
eldest  son  :  who  grumbled,  neverthe- 
less, at  the  provision  made  for  his 
brothers  and  sisters,  and  that  the 
town-house  should  have  been  left  to 
Lady  Ann,  who  was  too  poor  to  in- 
habit it.  But  Park  Lane  is  the  best 
situation  in  London,  and  Lady  Ann's 
means  were  greatly  improved  by  the 
annual  produce  of  the  house  in  Park 
Lane,  which,  as  we  all  know,  was  oc- 
cupied by  a  foreign  minister  for  sev- 
eral subsequent  seasons.  Strange 
mutations  of  fortune  :  old  places ; 
new  faces;  what  Londoner  does  not 
see  and  speculate  upon  them  every 
day  ?  Coelia's  boudoir,  who  is  dead 
with  the  daisies  over  her  at  Kensal 
Green,  is  now  the  chamber  where 
Delia  is  consulting  Dr.  Locock,  or 
Julia's  children  arc  romping  :  Florio's 
dining-tables  have  now  Pollio's  wine 
upon  them  :  Calista,  being  a  widow, 
and  (to  the  surprise  of  everybody 
who  knew  Trimalchio,  and  enjoyed 
his  famous  dinners)  left  but  very 
poorly  ofi',  lets  the  house  and  the 
rich,  chaste,  and  appropriate-planned 
furniture,  by  Dowbiggin,  and  the 
proceeds  go  to  keep  her  little  boys  at 
Eton.  The  next  year,  as  Mr.  Ulive 
Newcome  rode  by  the  once-familirtr 
mansion  (whence  the  hatchment  had 
been  removed,  announcing  that  there 
was  in  CoAo  Quies  for  the  late  Sir 
Brian  Newcome,  Bart.),  alien  faces 
looked  from  over  the  flowers  in  the 
balconies.  He  got  a  card  for  an  en- 
tertainment from  the  occupant  of  the 
mansion,  H.E.  the  Bulgarian  mii>'~ 
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ter;  and  there  was  the  same  crowd 
in  the  reception-room  and  on  the 
stairs,  the  same  grave  men  from 
Gunter's  distributing  the  refreshments 
in  the  dining-room,  the  same  old 
Smee,  R.A.  (always  in  the  room 
where  the  edibles  were),  cringing  to 
and  flattering  the  new  occupants ; 
and  the  same  effigy  of  poor  Sir  Brian, 
in  his  deputy-lieutenant's  uniform, 
looking  blankly  down  from  over  the 
sideboard,  at  the  feast  which  his  suc- 
cessors were  giving.  A  dreamy  old 
ghost  of  a  picture.  Have  you  ever 
looked  at  those  round  George  IV.'s 
banqueting-haJl  at  Windsor  ?  Their 
frames  still  hold  them,  but  they  smile 
ghostly  smiles,  and  swagger  in  robes 
and  velvets  which  are  quite ^faint  and 
faded  ;  their  crimson  coats  have  a 
twilight  tinge  ;  the  lustre  of  their 
stars  has  twinkled  out ;  they  look  as 
if  they  were  about  to  flicker  off^  the 
wall  and  retire  to  join  their  originals 
in  limbo. 

Nearly  three  years  had  elapsed 
since  the  good  Colonel's  departure 
for  India,  and  during  this  time  cer- 
tain changes  had  occurred  in  the  lives 
of  the  principal  actors  and  the  writer 
of  this  histor}'.  As  regards  the  lat- 
ter, it  must  be  stated  that  the  dear 
old  firm  of  Lamb  Court  had  been 
dissolved,  the  junior  member  having 
contracted  another  partnership.  The 
chronicler  of  thiese  memoirs  was  a 
bachelor  no  longer.  My  wife  and  I 
had  spent  the  winter  at  Rome  (favo- 
rite resort  of  young  married  couples); 
and  had  heard  from  the  artists 
there  Clive's  name  affectionately  re- 
peated ;  and  many  accounts  of  his 
sayings  and  doings,  his  merry  supper- 
parties,  «nd  the  talents  of  young 
Ridley,  his  friend.  When  we  came 
to  London  in  the  spring,  almost  our 
first  visit  was  to  Clive's  apartments 
in  Charlotte  Street,  whither  my  wife 
delightedly  went  to  give  her  hand  to 
the  young  painter. 
But  Clive  no  longer  inhabited  that 
"et  region.  On  driving  to  the 
'i  we  found  a  bright  brass  plate, 


with  the  name  of  Mr.  J.  J.  Ridley 
on  the  door,  and  it  was  J.  J.'s  hand 
which  I  shook  (his  other  being  en- 
gaged with  a  great  palette,  and  a 
sheaf  of  pain  ting- brushes)  when  we 
entered  the  well-known  quarters. 
Clive's  picture  hung  over  the  mantel- 

Eiece,  wnere  his  father's  head  used  to 
ang  in  our  time,  —  a  careful  and 
beautifully  executed  portrait  of  the 
lad  in  a  velvet  coat  and  a  Roman 
hat,  with  that  golden  beard  which 
was  sacrificed  to  the  exigencies  of 
London  fashion.  I  showed  Laura 
the  likeness  until  she  could  become 
acquainted  with  the  original.  On 
her  expressing  her  delight  at  the 
picture,  the  painter  was  pleased  to 
say,  in  his  modest  blushing  way, 
that  he  would  be  glad  to  execute  my 
wife's  portrait  too,  nor,  as  I  think, 
could  any  artist  find  a  subject  more 
pleasing. 

After  admiring  others  of  Mr.  Rid- 
ley's works,  our  talk  naturally  re- 
verted to  his  predecessor.  Clive- had 
migrated  to  much  more  splendid 
quarters.  Had  we  not  heard  ?  he  had 
become  a  rich  man,  a  man  of  fashion. 
"  I  fear  he  is  very  lazy  about  the 
arts,"  J.  J.  said,  with  regret  on  his 
countenance ;  "  though  I  begged  and 
prayed  him  to  be  faithful  to  his  pro- 
fession. He,  would  have  done  very 
well  in  it,  in  portrait-painting  espe- 
cially. Look  here,  and  here,  and 
here !  "  said  Ridley,  producing  fine 
vigorous  sketches  of  Clive's.  "  He 
h^  the  art  of  seizing  the  likeness, 
and  of  making  all  his  people  look 
like  gentlemen,  too.  He  was  improv- 
ing every  day,  when  this  abominable 
bank  came  in  the  way,  and  stopped 
him."  . 

What  bank  ?  I  did  not  know  the 
new  Indian  bank  of  which  the  Colo- 
nel was  a  director  ?  Then,  of  course, 
I  was^ aware  that  the  mercantile  af- 
fair in  question  was  the  Bundlecnnd 
Bank,  about  which  the  Colonel  had 
written  to  me  from  India  more  than 
a  year  since,  announcing  that  fortunes 
were  to  be  made  by  it,  and  that  be 
had  reserved  shares  for  me  in  tl^ 
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company.  Laura  admired  all  Clive's 
sketches  which  his  atfectiop.ate  brolh- 
er  artist  showed  to  her,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  one  repre^senting  the  reader's 
humble  servant ;  wlfich  Mrs.  Pendeu- 
nis  considered  by  no  means  did  justice 
to  the  original. 

Bidding  adieu  to  the  kind  J.  J., 
and  leaving  him  to  pursue  his  art,  in 
that  silent  serious  way  in  which  he 
daily  labored  at  it,  we  drove  to  Fitz- 
roy  Siquare  hard  by,  where  I  was  not 
displeased  to  show  the  good  old  hos- 
pitable James  Binnie  the  young  lady 
who  bore  my  name.  But  here,  too, 
we  were  disappointed.  Placards  wa- 
fered  in  the  windows  ^announced  that 
the  old  house  was  to  let;  The  woman 
who  kept  it  brought  a  card  in  Mrs. 
Mackenzie's  frank  handwriting,  an- 
nouncing Mr.  James  Binnie's  address 
was  **  Poste  restante  Pau  in  the 
Pyrenees,"  and  that  his  London 
agents  were  Messrs.  So-and-so.  The 
woman  said  she  believed  the  gentle- 
man had  been  unwell.  The  house, 
too,  looked  very  pale,  dismal,  and 
disordered.  We  drove  away  from 
the  door,  grieving  to  think  that  ill- 
health,  or  any  other  misfortunes,  had 
befallen  good  old  James. 

Mrs.  Pendennis  drove  back  to 
our  lodgings,  Brixham's,  in  Jerrayn 
Street,  while  I  sped  to  the  City,  hav- 
ing business  in  that  quarter.  It  has 
been  said  that  I  kept  a  small  account 
with  Hobson  Brothers,  to  whose  bank 
I  went,  and  entered  the  parlor  with 
that  trepidation  which  most  poor  men 
feel  on  presenting  themselves  before 
City  magnates  and  capitalists.  Mr. 
Hobson  Newcome  shook  hands  most 
jovially  and  good-naturedly,  congratu- 
lated me  on  my  marriage,  and  so  forth, 
and  presently  Sir  Barnes  Newcome 
made  his  appearance,  still  wearing  his 
mourning  for  his  deceased  father. 

Nothing  could  be  more  kind,  pleas- 
ant, and  cordial  than  Sir  Barnes's 
mnnncr.  He  seemed  to  know  well 
about  my  affaire ;  complimented  me 
on  every  kind  of  good  fortune ;  had 
heard  that  I  had  canvassed  the  bor- 
ough in  which  I  lived;  hoped  sin- 


cerely to  see  me  in  Parliament  and  on 
the  right  side ;  was  most  anxious  to 
become  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis, of  whom  Lady  Rockminster 
said  all  sorts  of  kind  things;  and 
asked  for  our  address,  in  order  that 
Lady  Clara  Newcome  might  have  the 
pleasure  of  calling  on  my  wife.  This 
ceremony  was  performed  soon  after- 
wards; and  an  invitation  to  dinner 
from  Sir  Barnes  and  Lady  Clara 
Newcome  speedily  followed  it. 

Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  Bart.,  M.  P., 
I  need  not  say,  no  longer  inhabited 
the  small  house  which  he  had  occu- 
pied immediately  after  his  marriage ; 
but  dwelt  in  a  much  more  spacious 
mansion  in  Belgravia,  where  he  enter- 
tained his  friends.  Now  that  he  had 
come  into  his  kingdom,  I  must  say 
that  Barnes  was  by  no  means  so  in- 
suiFerable  as  in  the  days  of  his  bache- 
lorhood. Ho  had  sown  his  wild  oats, 
and  spoke  with  regret  and  resen^e  of 
that  season  of  his  moral  culture.  He 
was  grave,  sarcastic,  statesmanlike; 
did  not  try  to  conceal  his  baldness  (as 
he  used  before  his  father's  death,  by 
bringing  lean  wisps  of  hair  over  his 
forehead  from  the  back  of  his  head); 
talked  a  great  deal. about  the  House ; 
was  assiduous  in  his  attendance  there 
and  in  the  City ;  and  conciliating  with 
all  the  world.  It  seemed  as  if  we 
were  all  his  constituents,  and  though 
his  efforts  to  make  himself  agreeable 
were  rather  apparent,  the  effect  suc- 
ceeded pretty  well.  We  met  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Hobson  Newcome,  and  Clive, 
and  Miss  Ethel  looking  beautiful  in 
her  black  robes.  It  was  a  family 
party,  Sir  Barnes  said,  giving  us  to 
understand,  with  a  decorous  solemnity 
in  face  and  voice,  that  no  large  parties 
as  yet  could  be  received  in  that  house 
of  mourning. 

To  this  party  was  added,  rather  to 
my  surprise,  my  Lord  Highgate,  who 
under  the  sobriquet  of  Jack  Belsize 
has  been  presented  to  the  reader  of 
this  history.  Lord  Highgate  gave 
Lady  Clara  his  arm  to  dinner,  but 
went  and  took  a  place  next  Miss 
Newcome,  on  the  other  side  of  h — 
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lat  immediately  by  Lady  Clara  being 
reserved  for  a  guest  who  had  not  as 
yet  made  his  appearance. 

Lord  Highgate's  attentions  to  his 
Qieighbor,  his  laughing  and  talking, 
were  incessant ;  so  much  so  that  Clive, 
from  his  end  of  the  table,  scowled  in 
wrath  at  Jack  Belsize's  assiduities : 
it  was  evident  that  the  youth,  though 
hopeless,  was  still  jealous  and  in  love 
with  his  charming  cousin. 

Barnes  Newcome  was  most  kind  to 
all  his  guests  :  from  Aunt  Hobson  to 
your  humble  servant  there  was  not 
one  but  the  master  of  the  house  had 
an  agreeable  word  for  him.  Even  for 
his  cousin  Samuel  Newcome,  a  gaw- 
ky youth  with  an  eruptive  counte- 
nance, Barnes  had  appropriate  words 
of  conversation,  and  talked  about 
King's  College,  of  which  the  lad  was 
an  ornament,  with  the  utmost  affabil- 
ity. He  complimented  that  institu- 
tion and  young  Samuel,  and  by  that 
shot  knocked  not  only  over  Sam  but 
his  mamma  too.  He  talked  to  Uncle 
Hobson  about  his  crops;  to  Clive 
about  his  pictures  ;  to  me  about  the 
great  effect  which  a  certain  article  in 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  had  produced  in 
the  House,  where-  the  Chancellor  of 
the  Exchequer  was  perfectly  livid 
with  fury,  and  Lord  John  bursting 
out  laughing  at  the  attack ;  in  fact, 
nothing  could  be  more  amiable  than 
our  host  on  this  day.  Lady  Clara 
was  very  pretty, — grown  a  little 
stouter  since  her  marriage ;  the 
change  only  became  her.  She  was  a 
little  silent,  but  then  she  had  Uncle 
Hobson  on  her  left-hand  side,  between 
whom  and  her  Ladyship  there  could 
not  be  much  in  common,  and  the  place 
at  the  right  hand  was  still  vacant.  The 
person  with  whom  she  talked  most 
freely  was  Clive,  who  had  made  a  beau- 
tiful drawing  of  her  and  her  little  girl, 
for  which  the  mother  and  the  father 
too,  as  it  appeared,  were  very  grateful. 

What  has  caused  this  change  in 

Barnes's  behavior?     Our  particular 

merits  or  his  own  private  reform  ?     In 

^^e  two  years  over  which  this  narrative 

had  to  run  in  the  course  of  as 


many  chapters,  the  WTiter  had  inherit' 
ed  a  property  so  small  that  it  could 
not  occasion  a  banker's  civility ;  and 
I  put  down  Sir  Barnes  Newcome's 
politeness  to  a  sh€er  desire  to  be  well 
with  me.  But  with  Lord  Highgato 
and  Clive  the  case  was  different,  as 
you  must  now  hear. 

Lord  Highgate,  having  succeeded  to 
his  father's  title  and  fortune,  had  paid 
every  shilling  of  his  debts,  and  had 
sowed  his  wild  oats  to  the  very  last 
cor^.  His  Lordship's  account  at 
Hobson  Brothers  was  very  large. 
Painfiil  events  of  three  years*  date, 
let  us  hope,  were  forgotten, — gentle- 
men cannot  go  on  being  in  love  and 
despairing,  and  quarrelling  forever. 
When  he  came  into  his  funds,  High- 
gate  behaved  with  uncommon  kind- 
ness to  Rooster,  who  was  always 
straitened  for  money ;  and  when  the 
late  Lord  Dorking  died  and  Rooster 
succeeded  to  him,  there  was  a  meeting 
at  Chanticlcre  between  Highgate  and 
Barnes  Newcome  and  his  wife,  which 
went  off  verv  comfortably.  At  Chan- 
ticlcre the  t)o wager ''Lady  Kew  and 
Miss  Newcome  were  also  staying,, 
when  Lord  Highgate  announced  his 
prodigious  admiration  for  the  young  • 
lady ;  and,  it  was  said,  corrected  Far^ 
intosh,  as  a  low-minded,  foul-tongued 
young  cub  for  daring  to  speak  disre< 
spectfuUy  of  her.  Nevertheless,  vous 
concevez,  when  a  man  of  the  Marquis's 
rank  was  supposed  to  look  with  the 
eyes  of  admiration  upon  a  young  lady. 
Lord  Highgate  would  not  think  of 
spoiling  sport,  and  he  left  Chanticlcre 
declaring  that  he  was  alwavs  destined 
to  be  unlucky  in  love.  ^Vhen  old 
Lady  Kew  was  obliged  to  go  to  Vichy 
for  her  lumbago,  Highgate  said  to 
Barnes^  "  Do  ask  your  charming  sister 
to  come  to  you  in  London ;  she  will 
bore  herself  to  death  with  the  old  wo- 
man at  Vichy,  or  with  her  mother  at 
Rugby"  (whither  Lady  Ann  had 
gone  to  get  her  boys  educated),  aiid 
accordingly  Miss  Newcome  came  on  a 
visit  to  her  brother  and  sister,  at 
whose  house  we  have  just  had  tho 
honor  of  seeing  her. 
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When  Rooster  took  his  seat  in  the 
House  of  Lords,  he  was  introduced  by 
Highgate  and  Kew,  as  Highgate  had 
been  introduced  by  Kew  previously. 
Thus  these  three  gentlemen  all  rode 
in  gold  coaches ;  had  all  got  coronets 
on  their  heads ;  as  you  will,  my  re- 
spected young  friend,  if  you  are  the 
eldest  son  of  a  peer  who  dies  before 
you.  And  now  they  were  rich^  they 
were  all  going  to  be'  very  good  boys, 
let  us  hope.  Kew,  we  know,  married 
one  of  the  Dorking  family,  that  sec- 
ond Lady  Henrietta  PuUeyn,  whom 
we  described  as  frisking  about  at 
Baden,  and  not  in  the  least  afraid  of 
him.  How  little  the  reader  knew,  to 
whom  we  introduced  the  girl  in  that 
chatty  off-hand  way,  that  one  day  the 
young  creature  would  be  a  countess  ! 
But  we  knew  it  all  the  while,  —  and 
when  she  was  walking  about  with  the 
governess,  or  romping  with  her  sis- 
ters ;  and  when  she  had  dinner  at  one 
o'clock;  and  when  she  wore  a  pina- 
fore very  likely,  —  we  secretly  respect- 
ed her  as  the  future  Countess  of  Kew, 
and  mother  of  the  Viscount  Walham. 

Lord  Kew  was  very  happy  with  his 
bride,  and  very  good  to  her.  He  took 
Lady  Kew  to  Paris,  for  a  marriage 
trip  ;  but  they  lived  almost  altogether 
at  Kewbury  afterwards,  where  his 
Lordship  sowed  tame  oats  now  after 
his  wild  ones,  and  became  one  of  the 
most  active  farmers  of  his  county. 
He  and  the  Newcomes  were  not  very 
intimate  friends ;  for  Lord  Kew  was 
heard  to  say  that  he  disliked  Barnes 
more  after  his  marriage  than  before. 
And  the  two  sisters.  Lady  Clara  and 
Lady  Kew,  had  a  quarrel  on  one 
occasion,  when  the  latter  visited  Lon- 
don just  before  the  dinner  at  which 
we  have  just  assisted,  —  nay,  at  which 
we  are  just  assisting,  took  place,  —  a 
quarrel  about  Highgate's  attentions  to 
Ethel  very  likely.  Kew  was  dragged 
into  it,  and  hot  words  passed  between 
him  and  Jack  Bel  size ;  and  Jack  did 
not  go  down  to  Kewbury  afterwards, 
though  Kew's  little  boy  was  christened 
after  him.  All  these  interesting  de- 
tails about  people  of  the  very  liighcst 


rank  we  are  supposed  to  whisper  in 
the  reader's  ear  as  we  are  sitting  at  a 
Belgravian  dinner-table.  My  dear 
Barmecide  friend,  is  n't  it  pleasant  to 
be  in  such  fine  company  1 

And  now  we  must  tell  how  it  is 
that  Clive  Newcome,  Esq.,  whose  eyes 
are  flashing  fire  across  the  flowers  of 
the  table  at  Lord  Highgate,  who  is 
making  himself  so  agreeable  to  Miss 
Ethel — now  we  must  tell  how  it  is 
that  Clive  and  his  cousin  Barnes  have 
grown  to  be  fHends  again. 

The  Bundlecund  Bank,  which  had 
been  established  for  four  years,  had 
now  grown  to  be  xme  of  the  most 
flourishingcommercial  institutions  in 
Bengal.  Founded,  as  the  prospectus 
announced,  at  a  time  when  all  private 
credit  was  shaken  by  the  failure  of 
the  great  Agency  Houses,  of  which 
the  downfall  had  carried  dismay  and 
ruin  throughout  the  presidency,  the 
B.  B.  had  been  established  on  the  only 
sound  principle  of  commercial  pros- 
perity,—  that  of  association.  The 
native  capitalists,  headed  by  the  great 
firm  of  Rummun  Loll  &  Co.,  of  Cal- 
cutta, had  largely  embarked  in  the  B. 
B.,  and  the  officers  of  the  two  services 
and  the  European  mercantile  body  of 
Calcutta  had  been  invited  to  take 
shares  in  an  institution  which  to  mer- 
chants, native  and  English,  civilians 
and  military  men,  was  alike  advanta- 
geous and  indispensable.  Ho\y  many 
young  men  of  the  latter  services  had 
been  crippled  for  life  by  the  ruinous 
cost  of  agencies,  of  which  the  profits 
to  the  agents  themselves  were  so 
enormous  1  The  shareholders  of  the 
B.  B.  were  their  own  agents ;  and 
the  greatest  capitalist  in  India  as 
well  as  the  youngest,  ensign  in  the 
service  might  invest  at  the  largest  and 
safest  premium,  and  borrow  at  the 
smallest  interest,  by  becoming,  accord- 
ing to  his  means,  a  shareholder  in  the 
B.  B.  Their  correspondents  were 
established  in  each  presidency  and  in 
every  chief  city  of  India,  as  well  as 
at  Sydney,  Singapore,  Canton,  and, 
of  course,  London.  With  China  they 
did  an  immense  opium-trade,  of  whic^ 
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the  profits  were  so  great,  that  it  was 
only  in  private  sittings  of  the  B.  B. 
managing  committee  that  the  details 
and  accounts  of  these  operations 
could  be  brought  forward.  Other- 
wise the  books  of  the  bank  were  open 
to  every  shareholder ;  and  the  ensign 
or  the  young  civil  servant  was  at 
liberty  at  any  time  to  inspect  his  own 
private  account  as  well  as  the  com- 
mon ledger.  With  New  South  Wales 
they  carried  on  a  vast  trade  in  wool, 
supplying  that  great  colony  with 
goods,  which  their  London  agents 
enabled  them  to  purchase  in  such  a 
way  as  to  give  them  the  command  of 
the  market.  As  if  to  add  to  their 
prosperity,  copper-mines  were  dis- 
covered on  lands  in  the  occupation  of 
the  B.  Banking  Company,  which  gave 
tlie  most  astonishing  returns.  And 
throughout  the  vast  territories  of 
British  India,  through  the  great 
native  firm  of  Rummun  Loll  &T!o., 
the  Bundiecund  Banking  Company 
had  possession  of  the  native  markets. 
The  order  from  Birmingham  for  idols 
alone  (made  with  their  copper,  and 
paid  in  their  wool)  was  enough  to 
make  the  Low  Church  party  in  Eng- 
land cry  out ;  and  a  debate  upon  this 
subject  actually  took  place  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  of  which  the 
effect  was  to  send  up  the  shares  of  the 
Bundiecund  Banking  Company  very 
considerably  upon  the  London  Ex- 
change. 

The  fifth  half-yearly  dividend  was 
announced  at  twelve  and  a  quarter 
per  cent  of  the  paid-up  capital :  the 
accounts  from  the  copper-mine  sent 
the  dividend  up  to  a  still  greater 
height,  and  earned  the  shares  to  an 
extraordinary  premium.  In  the 
third  year  of  the  concern,  the  house 
of  Hobson  Brothers,  of  London,  be- 
came the  agents  of  the  Bundiecund 
Banking  Company  of  India ;  and 
amongst  our  friends,  James  Binnie, 
who  had  prudently  held  out  for  some 
time,  and  Clive  Newcome,  Esq.,  be- 
came shareholders,  Clive' s  good  father 
having  paid  the  first  instalments  of 
'^he  lad's  shares  up  in  Calcutta,  and  in- 


vested every  rupee  he  could  himself 
command  in  this  enterprise.  When 
Hobson  Brothers  joined  it,  no  wonder 
James  Binnie  was  convinced  ;  Clive's 
friend,  the  Frenchman,  and  through 
that  connection  the  house  of  Higg, 
of  Newcome  and  Manchester,  entered 
into  the  affair ;  and  amongst  the  mi- 
nor contributors  in  England  we  may 
mention  Miss  Cann,  who  took  a  little 
fifty-pound-note  share,  and  dear  old 
Miss  Honeyman  ;  and  J.  J.,  and  his 
father,  Ridley,  who  brought  a  small 
bag  of  savings,  —  all  knowing  that 
their  Colonel,  who  was  eager  that  his 
friends  should  participate  in  his  good 
fortune,  would  nei^er  lead  them  wrong. 
To  Clive's  surprise  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
between  whom  and  himself  there  was 
a  considerable  coolness,  came  to  his 
chambers,  an'd  with  a  solemn  injunc- 
tion that  the  matter  between  them 
should  be  quite  private,  requested  him 
to  purchase  £1500  worth  of  Bundie- 
cund shares  for  her  and  her  daiiing 
girls,  which  he  did,  astonished  to  find 
the  thrifty  widow  in  possession  of  so 
much  money.  Had  Mr.  Pendennis's 
mind  not  been  bent  at  this  moment 
on  quite  other  subjects,  he  might  have 
increased  his  own  fortune  by  the 
Bundiecund  Bank  speculation  ;  but 
in  these  two  years  I  was  engaged  in 
matrimonial  affairs  (having  Clive 
Newcome,  Esq.,  as  my  groomsman 
on  a  certain  interesting  occasion). 
When  we  returned  from  our  tour 
abroad  the^India  Bank  shares  were 
so  very  high  that  I  did  not  care  to 
purchase,  though  I  found  an  afiec- 
tionate  letter  from  our  good  Colonel 
(enjoining  me  to  make  mv  fortune) 
awaiting  me  at  the  agent^s,  and  my 
wife  received  a  pair  of  i)eautiful 
Cashmere  shawls  from  the  same  kind 
friend. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

CONTAINS  AT  LEAST  SIX  MORE  COUR- 
SES AND  TWO  DESSERTS. 

The  banker's  dinner-party  over,  we 
returned  to  our  apartments,  having 
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dropped  M^jor  Fendennis  at  his  lodg- 
ings, and  there,  as  the  custom  is 
amongst  most  friendly  married  coap- 
les,  talked  over  the  company  and  the 
dinner.  I  thought  my  wife  would 
naturally  have  liked  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come,  who  was  very  attentive  to  her, 
took  her  to 'dinner  as  the  bride,  and 
talked  ceaselessly  to  her  during  the 
whole  entertainment. 

Laura  said  No,  —  she  did  not  know 
why,  — could  there  be  any  better  rea- 
son? There  was  a  tone  about  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  she  did  not  like,  — 
especially  in  his  manner  to  women. 

I  remarked  that  he  spoke  shai*ply 
and  in  a  sneering  manner  to  his  wife, 
and  treated  one  or  two  remarks  which 
she  made  as  if  she  was  an  idiot. 

Mrs.  Fendennis  flung  up  her  head 
as  much  as  to  say,  ''  And  so  she  is." 

Mr,  Pendennis,  What,  the  wife,  too, 
my  dear  Laura !  I  should  have  thought 
such  a  pretty,  simple,  innocent,  young 
woman,  with  just  enough  good  looks 
to  make  her  pass  muster,  who  is  very 
well  bred  and  not  brilliant  at  all,  —  I 
should  have  thought  such  a  one  might 
have  secured  a  sister's  approbation. 

Mrs.  Pendennis.  You  fancy  we  are 
all  jealous  of  one  another.  No  pro- 
tests of  ours  can  take  that  notion  out 
of  your  heads.  My  dear  Fen,  I  do  not 
intend  to  try.  We  are  not  jealous 
of  mediocrity ;  we  are  not  patient  of 
it.  I  dare  say  we  are  angry  because  we 
see  men  admire  it  so.  You  gentlemen, 
who  pretend  to  be  our  betters,  give 
yourselves  such  airs  of  protection,  and 
profess  such  a  lofty  superiority  over 
US,  prove  it  by  quitting  the  cleverest 
woman  in  the  room  for  the  first  pair 
of  bright  eyes  and  dimpled  cheeks  that 
enter.  It  was  those  charms  which  at- 
tracted you  in  Lady  Clara,  sir. 

Pendennis.  I  think  she  is  very  pret- 
ty, and  very  innocent,  and  artless. 

Mrs.  P.  Not  very  pretty,  and  per- 
haps not  so  very  artless. 

Pendennis.  How  can  you  tell,  you 
wicked  woman  1  Are  you  such  a  pro- 
found deceiver  yourself  that  you  can 
instantly  detect  artifice  in  others  ?  O 
Laura!  I 


3frs.  P.  We  can  detect  all  sorts  of 
things.  The  inferior  animals  have  in< 
stincts,  you  know.  (I  must  say  my 
wife  is  always  very  satirical  upon 
this  point  of  the  relative  rank  of  the 
sexes . )  One  thing  I  am  suiie  of  i s  that 
she  is  not  happy ;  and  O  Fen !  that 
she  does  not  care  much  for  her  little 
girl. 

Pendennis.  How  do  you  know  that, 
my  dear? 

Mrs.  P,  We  went  up  stairs  to  see  the 
child  after  dinner.  It  was  at  my  wish. 
The  mother  did  not  offer  to  go.  The 
child  was  awake  and  crying.  Lady 
Clara  did  not  offer  to  take  it.  Ethel 
—  Miss  Newcome  took  it,  rather  to  my 
surprise,  for  she  seems  very  haughty, 
and  the  nurse,  who  I  suppose  was  at 
supper,  came  running  up  at  the  noise, 
and  then  the  poor  little  thing  was 
quiet. 

Pendennis.  I  remember  we  heard  the 
music  as  the  dining-room  door  was 
open ;  and  Newcome  said,  "  That  in 
what  you  will  have  to  expect,  Fen- 
dennis." 

Mrs.  P.  Hush,  sir!  If  my  baby 
cries  I  think  you  must  expect  me  to 
run  out  of  the  room.  I  liked  Miss 
Newcome  after  seeing  her  with  the  poor 
little  thing.  She  looked  so  handsome 
as  she  walked  with  it!  I  longed  to 
have  it  myself 

Pendennis.   Tout  vient  a  fin,  a  qui 

SUpVm       •       t       • 

Mrs.  P.  Don't  be  silly.  What  a 
dreadful  dreadful  place  this  great 
world  of  yours  is,  Arthur ;  where  hus- 
bands do  not  seem  to  care  for  their 
wives ;  where  mothers  do  not  love  their 
children ;  where  children  love  their 
nurses  best;  where  men  talk  what 
they  call  gallantry! 

Pendennis.  What? 

3/rs.  P.  Yes,  such  as  that  dreary, 
languid,  pale,  bald,  cadaverous,  leer- 
ing man  whispered  to  me.  O,  how  I 
dislike  him  ;  I  am  sure  he  is  unkind 
to  his  wife.  I  am  sure  he  has  a  bad 
temper;  and  if  there  is  any  excuse 
for  — 

Pendennis.  For  what? 

Mrs.  P.  For  nothing.     But  yo^ 
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heard  yourself  that  he  had  a  bad  tem- 
per, and  spoke  sneeringly  to  his  wife. 
What  could  make  her  marry  him  ? 

Pendennis.  Money,  and  the  desire 
of  papa  and  mammk.  For  the  same 
reason  Clive's  flame,  poor  Miss  New- 
come,  was  brought  out  to-day;  that 
vacant  seat  at  her  side  was  for  Lord 
Farintosh,  who  did  not  come.  And 
the  Marquis  not  being  present,  the 
Baron  took  his  innings.  Did  you 
not  see  how  tender  he  was  to  her, 
and  how  fierce  poor  Clive  looked  ? 

Mrs.  P.  Lord  Highgate  was  very 
attentive  to  Miss  Newcomc,  was  he  ? 

Pendennis.  And  some  years  ago, 
Lord  Highgate  was  breaking  his 
heart  about  whom  do  you  think? 
about  Lady  Clara  PuUeyh,  our  host- 
ess of  last  night.  He  was  Jack  Bel- 
size  then,  a  younger  son,  plunged 
over  head  and  cars  in  debt;  and  of 
course  there  could  be  no  marriage. 
Clive  was  present  at  Baden  when  a 
terrible  scene  took  place,  and  carried 
off  poor  Jack  to  Switzerland  and 
Italy,  where  he  remained  till  his 
father  died,  and  lie  came  into  -the  title 
in  which  he  rejoices.  And  now  he 
is  off  with  the  old  love,  Laura,  and 
on  with  the  new.  Why  do  vou  look 
at  me  so?  Are  you  thinking  that 
other  people  have  been  in  love  two  or 
three  times  too  ? 

Mrs.  P.  I  am  thinking  that  I 
should  not  like  to  live  in  London, 
Arthur. 

And  this  was  all  that  Mrs.  Laura 
could  be  brought  to  say.  When  this 
young  woman  chooses  to  be  silent, 
there  is  no  power  that  can  extract  a 
word  from  her.  It  is  true  that  she  is 
generally  in  the  right;  but  that  is 
only  the  more  aggravating.  Indeed, 
what  can  be  more  provoking,  after  a 
dispute  with  your  wife,  than  to  find 
it  is  you,  and  not  she,  who  has  been 
in  the  wrong  1 

Sir     Barnes     Newcome     politely 
caused  us  to  understand  that  the  en- 
tertainment of  which  we  had  just  par- 
taken was  given  in  honor  of  the  bride. 
^Uve  must  needs  not  be  outdone  in 


hospitality ;  and  invited  us  and  others 
to  a  fine  feast  at  the  "  Star  and  Gar- 
ter "  at  Richmond,  where  Mi*s.  Pen- 
dennis was  placed  at  his  right  hand. 
I  smile  as  I  think  how  much  dining 
has  been  already  commemorated  in 
these  veracious  pages ;  but  the  story- 
is  an  every-day  record ;  and  does  not 
dining  form  a  certain  part  of  the 
pleasure  and  business  of  every  day? 
It  is  at  that  pleasant  hour  that  our 
sex  has  the  privilege  of  meeting  the 
other.  The  morning  man  and  wo- 
man alike  devote  to  business ;  or  pass 
mainly  in  the  company  of  their  oa^ti 
kind.  John  has  his  omce ;  Jane  her 
household,  her  nursery,  her  milliner, 
her  daughters  and  their  masters.  In 
the  country  he  has  his  hunting,  his 
fishing,  his  farming,  his  letters ;  she 
her  schools,  her  poor,  her  garden,  or 
what  not.  Parted  through  the  shin- 
ing hours,  and  improving  them  let  us 
trust,  we  come  together  towards  sun- 
set only,  we  make  merry  and  amuse 
ourselves.  We  chat  with  our  pretty 
neighbor,  or  sun^ey  the  young  ones 
sporting ;  we  make  love  and  are  jeal- 
ous ;  we  dance,  or  obsequiously  turn 
over  the  leaves  of  Cecilia's  music- 
book  ;  we  play  whist,  or  go  to  sleep 
in  the  arm-chair,  according  to  our 
aires  and  conditions.  Snooze  gently 
in  thy  arm-chair,  thou  easy  bald^ead ! 
play  your  whist,  or  read  your  novel, 
or  talk  scandal  over  vour  work,  ye 
worthy  dowagers  and  fogies !  Mean- 
while the  young  ones  frisk  about,  or 
dance,  or  sing,  or  laugh ;  or  whisper 
behind  curtains  in  moonlit  windows ; 
or  shirk  away  into  the  garden,  and 
come  back  smelling  of  cigars  ;  nature 
having  made  them  so  to  do. 

Nature  at  this  time  irresistibly  im- 
pelled Clive  Newcome  towards  love- 
making.  It  was  pairing-season  with 
him.  Mr.  Clive  was  now  some  three- 
and-twenty  years  old :  enough  has 
been  said  about  his  good  looks,  which 
were  in  truth  sufficient  to  make  him 
a  match  for  the  young  lady  on  whom 
he  had  set  his  heart,  and  from. whom, 
during  this  entertainment  which  ho 
gave  to  my  wife,  he  could  never  kee^> 
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his    eyes    away  for   three   minutes. 
Laura's  did  not  need  to  be  so  keen  as 
they  were  in  order  to  see  what  poor 
Clive's  condition  was.     She  did  not 
in  the  least  grudge  the  young  fellow's 
inattention   to   herself;  or  feel   hurt 
that  he  did  not  seem  to  listen  when  she 
spoke ;  she  conversed  with  J.  J.,  her 
neighbor,  who  was  very  modest  and 
agreeable ;  while  her  husband,  not  so 
well  pleased,  had  Mrs.  Hobson  New- 
come  for  his  partner  during  the  chief 
Sart    of    the    entertainment.      Mrs. 
Lobson    and  Lady  Clara  were  the 
matrons  who  gave  the*  sanction  of 
their  presence  to  this  bachelor-party. 
Neither  of  their  husbands  could  come 
to  Olive's  little  fSte ;  had  they  not  the 
City  and  the  House  of  Commons  to 
attend?     My  uncle,  Major  Pendcn- 
nis,  was  another  of  the  guests ;  who 
for  his  part  found  the  party  was  what 
you  young  fellows  call    very  slow. 
Ibreading    Mrs»     Hobson    and    her 
powers  of  conversation,  the  old  gen- 
tleman nimbly  skipped  out  of  her 
neighborhood,  and  fell  by  the  side  of 
Lord  Highgate,  to  whom  the  Major 
was  inclined  to  make  himself  very 
pleasant.       But    Lord    Highgates 
broad    back  was    turned    upon    his 
neighbor,  who    was    forced    to    tell 
stories     to     Captain     Crackthorpe, 
which  had  amused  dukes  and  mar- 
quises in  former  days,  and  were  surely 
quite  good  enough  for  any  baron  in 
this  r^m.     "Lord  Highgate  sweet 
upon  la  belle  Newcomc,  is  he  ?  "    said 
the  testy  Major  afterwards.  .    "  He 
seemed  to  me  to  talk  to  Lady  Clara 
the  whole  time.     When   I  awoke  in 
the  garden  after  dinner,  as  Mrs.  Hob- 
son was  telling  one  of  her  confound- 
ed long  stories,  I  found  her  audience 
was  diminished  to  one.    Crackthorpe, 
Lord  Highgate,  and  Lady  Clara,  we 
had  all  j^n  sitting  there  when  the 
bankeress  cut  in  (in  the  midst  of  a 
very  good  story  I  was  telling  them, 
which  entertained  them  yery  much  ), 
and  never  ceased  talking  till  I  fell  off 
into  a  doze.     When  I  roused  myself, 
begad,  she  was  still  going  on.   Crack- 
thorpe was  otf,  smoking  a  cigar  on 


the  terrace :  my  Lord  and  Lady  Clara 
were  nowhere  ;  and  you  four,  with 
the  little  painter,  were  chatting  cosily 
in  another  arbor.  Behaved  himself 
very  well,  the  little  painter.  Doosid 
good  dinner  Ellis  gave  us.  But  as 
for  Highgate  being  aux  aoins  with  la 
belle  Banquicrey  trust  me,  my  boy,  he 
I  is  .  .  .  upon  my  word,  my  dear,  it 
seemed  to  me  his  thoughts  went  quite 
another  way.  To  be  sure.  Lady 
Clara  is  a  belle  Banquiere  too  now. 
He !  he !  he !  How  could  he  say  he 
had  no  carriage  to  go  home  in  ?  He 
came  down  in  Crackthorpe's  cab  who 
paSsed  us  just  now,  driving  back 
young  Whatdeycall  the  painter." 

Thus  did  the  Major  discourse,  as  we 
returned  towards  the  City.  I  could 
see  in  the  open  carriage  which  fol- 
lowed us  (Lady  Clara  Newcome's) 
Lord  Highgate's  white  hat,  by  Clive's 
on  the  back  seat. 

Laura  looked  at  her  husband.  The 
same  thought  may  have  crossed  their 
minds,  though  neither  uttered  it ;  but 
although  Sir  Barnes  and  Lady  Clara 
Newcome  offered  us  other  civilities 
during  our  stay  in  London,  no  in- 
ducements could  induce  Laura  to  ac- 
cept the  proffered  friendship  of  that 
lady.  When  Lady  Clara  called,  my 
wife  was  not  at  home  ;  when  she  in- 
yited  us,  Laura  pleaded  engagements. 
At  first  she  bestowed  on  Miss  New- 
come,  too,  a  share  of  this  haughty 
dislike,  and  rejected  the  advances 
which  that  young  lady,  who  professed 
to  like  my  wife  very  much,  made  to- 
wards an  intimacy.  When  I  appealed 
to  her  (for  Newcome's  house  was  after 
all  a  very  pleasant  one,  and  you  met 
the  best  people  there),  m^  wife  looked 
at  me  with  an  expression  of  some- 
thing like  scorn,  and  said :  "  Why 
don't  I  like  Miss  Newcome  ?  of  course 
because  I  am  jealous  of  her,  —  all 
women,  you  know,  Arthur,  arc  jcul-^ 
ous  of  such  beauties."  I  could  get 
for  a  long  while  no  better  explanation 
than  these  sneers  for  my  wife's  antip- 
athy towards  this  branch  of  the 
Newcome  family  ;  but  an  event  came 
presently  which  silenced  my  remop 
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strances,  and  showed  to  me  that  Laura 
had  judged  Barnes  and  his  wife  only 
too  well. 

Poor  Mrs.  Hobson  Newcome  had 
reason  to  be  sulky  at  the  neglect 
which  all  the  Richmond  party  showed 
her,  for  nobody,  not  even  Major 
Pendennis,  as  we  have  seen,  would 
listen  to  her  intellectual  conversation ; 
nobody,  not  even  Lord  Highgate, 
would  drive  back  to  town  in  her  car- 
riage, though  the  vehicle  was  large 
and  empty,  and  Lady  Clara's  bar 
rouche,  in  which  his  Lordship  chose  to 
take  a  place,  had  already  three  oc- 
cupants within  it :  —  but  in  spite  "of 
these  rebufis  and  disappointments  the 
virtuous  lady  of  Bryanstone  Square 
was  bent  upon  being  good-natured 
and  hospitable;  and  I  have  to  re- 
cord, in  the  present  chapter,  yet  one 
more  feast  of  which  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Pendennis  partook  at  the  expense  of 
the  most  respectable  Newcome  family. 

Although  Mrs.  Laura  here  also  ap- 
peared, and  had  the  place  of  honor  in 
her  character  of  bride,  I  am  bound  to 
own  my  opinion  that  Mrs.  Hobson 
only  made  us  the  pretext  of  her  party, 
and  that  in  reality  it  was  given  to 
persons  of  a  much  more  exalted  rank. 
We  were  the  first  to  arrive,  our  good 
old  Major,  the  most  punctual  of  men, 
bearing  us  company.  Our  hostess 
was  arrayed  in  unusual  state  and 
splendor  ;  her  fat  neck  was  orna- 
mented with  jewels,  rich  bracelets 
decorated  her  arms,  and  this  Bryan- 
stone  Square  Cornelia  had  likewise 
her  family  jewels  distributed  round 
her,  priceless  male  and  female  New- 
come  gems,  from  the  King's  College 
youth,  with  whom  we  have  made  a 
brief  acquaintance,  and  his  elder 
sister,  now  entering  into  the  world, 
down  to  the  last  little  ornament  of 
the  nursery,  in  a  prodigious  new  sash, 
jvith  ringlets  hot  and  crisp  from  the 
tongs  of  a  Marylebone  hairdresser. 
We  had  seen  the  cherub  faces  of  some 
of  these  darlings  pressed  against  the 
drawing-room  windows  as  our  car- 
riage drove  up  to  the  door;  when, 
after  a  few  minutes'  conversation,  an- 


other vehicle  arrived,  away  they 
dashed  to  the  windows  again,* the  in- 
nocent little  dears  crying  out,  "  Here 's 
the  Marquis  " ;  and  in  sadder  tones, 
"  No,  it  is  n't  the  Marquis,"  by  which 
artless  expressions  tl^cy  showed  how 
eager  they  were  to  behold  an  expected 
guest  of  a  rank  only  inferior  to  dukes 
in  this  great  empire. 

Putting  two  and  two  together,  as 
the  saying  is,  it  was  not  difficult  for 
me  to  guess  who  the  expected  Mar- 
quis was, — and,  indeed,  the  King's 
College  youth  set  that  question  at 
once  to  rest,  by  wagging  his  head  at 
me,  and  winking  his  eye,  and  saying, 
"  We  expect  Farintosh." 

"  Why,  my  dearest  children,"  Ma- 
tronly Virtue  exclaimed,  "  this  anxi- 
ety to  behold  the  young  Marquis  of 
Farintosh,  whom  we  expect  at  our 
modest  table,  Mrs.  Pendennis,  to-day  ? 
Twice  you  have  been  at  the  window 
in  your  eagerness  to  look  for  him. 
Louisa,  you  silly  child,  do  you  ima- 
gine that  his  Lordship  will  appear  in 
his  robes  and  coronet  ?  Bodolf,  vou 
absurd  boy,  do  you  think  that  a 
Marquis  is  other  than  a  man  ?  I  have 
never  admired  aught  but  intellect, 
Mrs.  Pendennis  ;  that,  let  us  be  thank- 
ful, is  the  only  true  title  to  distinction 
in  our  country  nowadays." 

"  Begad,  sir,"  whispers  the  old  Ma- 
jor to  me,  "intellect  may  be  a  doo- 
sid  fine  thing,  but  in  my  opinion  a 
Marquisate  and  eighteen  or  twenty 
thousand  a  year,  —  I  should  say  the 
Farintosh  property,  with  the  Glenlivat 
estate,  and  the  Roy  property  in  Eng- 
land, must  be  worth  nineteen  thou- 
sand a  year  at  the  very  lowest  figure ; 
and  I  remember  when  this  young 
man's  father  was  only  Tom  Roy  of 
the  42d,  with  no  hope  of  succeeding 
to  the  title,  and  doosidly  out  at  elbows 
too  ...  I  say  what  does  the  bank- 
eress  mean  by  chattering  about  intel- 
lect 1  Hang  me,  a  Marquis  is  a  Mar- 
quis ;  and  Mrs.  Newcome  knows  it  as 
well  as  I  do."  My  good  Major  was 
growing  old,  and  was  not  unnaturally 
a  little  testy  at  the  manner  in  which 
his  hostess  received  him.    Truth  to 
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tell,  she  hardly  took  any  notice  of 
him,  and  cut  down  a  couple  of  the 
old  gentleman's  stories  before  he  had 
been  live  minutes  in  the  room. 

To  our  party  presently  comes  the 
host  in  a  flurried  countenance,  with  a 
white  waistcoat,  holding  in  his  hand 
an  open  letter,  towards  which  his  wife 
looks  with  some  alarm.  "  How  dy' 
doo,  Lady  Clara ;  how  dy'  doo,  Eth- 
el ? "  he  says,  saluting  those  ladies 
w^hom  the  second  carriage  had  brought 
to  us.  "  Sir  Barnes  is  not  coming, 
that 's  one  place  vacant ;  that,  Lady 
Clara,  you  won't  mind,  you  see  him 
at  home ;  but  here 's  a  disappointment 
for  you,  Miss  Newcome :  Lord  Farin- 
tosh  can't  cOme." 

At  this,  two  of  the  children  cry 
out  **  oh !  oh  !  "  with  such  a  melan- 
choly accent  that  Miss  Newcome  and 
Lady  Clara  burst  out  laughing. 

"  Grot  a  dreadfiil  toothache,"  said 
Mr.  Hobson ;  "  here 's  his  letter." 

"•Hang  it,  what  a  bore !  "  cries  art- 
less young  King's  College. 

"Why  a  bore,  Samuel?  A  bore, 
as  you  call  it,  for  Lord  Earintosh,  I 
grant;  but  do  you  suppose  that  the 
high  in  station  are  exempt  from  the 
ills  of  mortality  ?  I  know  nothing 
more  painful  than  a  toothache,"  ex- 
claims a  virtnous  matron,  using  the 
words  of  philosophy,  but  showing  the 
countenance  of  anger. 

"Hang  it,  why  didn't  he  hare  it 
out  ?•"  says  Samuel. 

Miss  Ethel  laughed.  "  Lord  Farin- 
tosh  would  not  have  that  tooth  out 
for  the  world,  Samuiel,"  she  cried, 
gayly.  "  He  keeps  it  in  on  purpose, 
and  it  always  aches  when  he  does  not 
want  to  go  out  to  dinner." 

"  1  know  one  humble  family  who 
will  never  ask  him  again,"  Mrs.  Hob- 
son  exclaims,  rustling  in  all  her  silks, 
and  tapping  her  fan  and  her  foot. 
The  eclipse,  however,  passes  otF  her 
countenance  and  light 'is  restored; 
when  at  this  moment,  a  cab  having 
driven  up  during  the  period  of  dark- 
ness, the  door  is  flung  open,  and  Tjord 
Highgate  is  announced  by  a  loud- 
voiced  butler. 


My  wife,  being  still  the  briae  on 
this  occasion,  had  the  honor  of  being 
led  to  the  dinner-table  by  our  banker 
and  host.  Lord  Highgate  was  re- 
served for  Mrs.  Hobson,  who,  in  an 
engaging  manner,  requested  poor 
Clivo  to  conduct  his  cousin  Maria  to 
dinner,  handing  over  Miss  Ethel  to 
another  guest.  Our  Major  gave  hia 
arm  to  Lady  Clara,  and  I  perceived 
that  my  wife  looked  very  grave  as  he 
passed  the  place  where  she  sat,  and 
seated  Lady  Clara  in  the  next  chair 
to  that  which  Lord  Highgate  chanced 
to  occupy.  Feeling  himself  en  veine, 
and  the  company  being  otherwise 
rather  mum  and  silent,  my  uncle  told 
a  number  of  delightful  anecdotes  about 
the  beau  monde  of  his  time,  about 
the  Peninsular  war,  tlie  Regent, 
Brummell,  Lord  Steyne,  Pea  Green 
Payne,  and  so  forth.  He  said  the 
evening  was  very  pleasant,  though 
some  others  of  the  party,  as  it  ap- 
peared to  me,  scarcely  seemed  to  think 
so.  Clive  had  not  a  woni  for  his 
cousin  Maria,  but  looked  across  the 
table  at  Ethel  all  dinner-time.  What 
could  Ethel  have  to  say  to  her  partner, 
old  Colonel  Sir  Donald  M*Craw,  who 
gobbled  and  drank  as  his  wont  is,  and 
if  he  had  a  remark  to  make,  imparted 
it  to  Mrs.^  Hobson,  at  whose  right 
hand  he  was  sitting,  and  to  whom, 
during  the  whole  course,  or  courses, 
of  the  dinner,  my  Lord  Highgate 
scarcely  uttered  one  single  word. 

His  Lordship  was  whispering  all 
the  while  into  the  ringlets  of  Lady 
Clara ;  they  were  talking  a  jargon 
which  their  hostess  scarcely  under- 
stood, of  people  only  known  to  her 
by  her  study  of  the  Peerage.  When 
we  joined  the  ladies  after  dinner. 
Lord  Highgate  again  made  way  to- 
wards L^y  Clara,  and  at  an  order 
from  her,  as  I  thought,  left  her  Lady- 
ship, and  strove  hard  to  engage  in  a 
conversation  with  Mrs.  Newcome.  I 
hope  he  succeeded  in  smoothing  the 
frowns  in  that  round  little  face.  Mrs. 
Laiira,  I  own,  was  as  grave  as  a 
judge  all  the  evening  ;  very  grave 
even    and    reserved  with   my  uncle. 
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when  the  hour  of  parting  came,  and 
we  took  him  home. 

"  He,  he  ! "  said  the  old  man, 
coagliing,  and  nodding  his  old  head 
and  laughing  in  his  senile  manner, 
when  I  saw  him  on  the  next  day  ; 
**  that  was  a  pleasant  evening  we  had 
yesterday ;  doosid  pleasant,  and  I 
think  my  two  neighbors  seemed  to  be 
uncommonly  pleased  with  each  other ; 
not  an  amusing  fellow,  that  young 

1>aintcr  of  yours,  though  he  is  good- 
ooking  enough,  but  there 's  no 
conversation  in  him.  Do  you  think 
of  giving  a  little  dinner,  Arthur,  in 
return  for  these  hospitalities  ?  Green- 
wich, hey,  or  something  of  that  sort  ? 
I  '11  go  you  halves,  sir,  and  we  '11  ask 
the  young  banker  and  bankeress,  — not 
yesterday's  Amphitryon  nor  his,  wife ; 
no,  no,  hang  it !  but  Barnes  New- 
come  is  a  devilish  clever,  rising  man, 
and  moves  in  about  as  good  society 
as  any  in  London.  We  '11  ask  him 
and  Lady  Clara  and  Higbgate,  and 
one  or  two  more,  and  have  a  pleasant 
party." 

But  to  this  proposal,  when  the  old 
man  communicated  it  to  her,  in  a 
very  quiet,  simple,  artless  way,  Laura 
with  a  flushing  face  said  no  quite 
abruptly,  and  quitted  the  room,  rust- 
ling in  her  silks,  and  showing  at  once 
dignity  and  indignation. 

Not  many  more  feasts  was  Arthur 
Fendennis,  senior,  to  have  in  this 
world.  Not  many  more  great  men 
was  he  to  flatter,  nor  schemes  to  wink 
at,  nor  earthly  pleasures  to  enjoy. 
His  long  days  were  wellnigh  ended ; 
on  his  last  couch,  which  Laura  tend- 
ed 80  affectionately,  with  his  last 
breath  almost,  he  faltered  out  to  me, 
"  I  had  other  views  for  you,  my  boy, 
and  once  hoped  to  see  you  in  a  high- 
scr  position  m  life ;  but  I  begin  to 
think  now,  Arthur,  that  I  was  wrong ; 
and  as  for  that  girl,  sir,  I  am  sure 
she  is  an  angel." 

May  I  not  inscribe  the  words  with 
a  grateful  heart  ?  Blessed  he  — 
blessed  though  maybe  undeserving — 
who  has  the  love  of  a  good  woman. 


CHAPTER  L. 

CLIVE  IN  NBW  QUARTERS.     . 

My  wife  was  much  better  pleased 
with  Clive  than  with  some  of  his  rela- 
tives to  whom  I  had  presented  her.  His 
face  carried  a  recommendation  with 
it  that  few  honest  people  could  resist. 
He  was  always  a  welcome  friend  in 
our  lodgings,  and  even  our  uncle  the 
Major  signified  his  approval  of  the 
lad  as  a  young  fellow  of  very  good 
manners  and  feelings,  who,  if  he 
chose  to  throw  himself  away  and  be 
a  painter,  ma  foi,  was  rich  enough 
no  doubt  to  follow  his  own  caprices. 
Clive  executed  a  capital  head  of 
Major  Fendennis,  which  now  liangs 
in  our  drawing-room  at  Fairoaks  ; 
and  reminds  me  of  that  friend  of  my 
youth.  Clive  occupied  ancient  lofty 
chambers  in  Hanover  Square  now. 
He  had  furnished  them  in  an  antique 
manner,  with  hangings,  cabinets, 
carved  work,  Venice  glasses,  fine 
prints,  and  water-color  sketches  of 
good  pictures  by  his  own  and  other 
hands.  He  had  horses  to  ride,  and 
a  liberal  purse  full  of  paternal  money. 
Many  fine  equipages  drew  up  opposite 
to  nis  chaml^rs ;  few  artists  had 
such  luck  as  young  Mr.  Clive.  And 
above  his  own  chambers  were  other 
three  which  the  young  gentleman 
had  hired,  and  where,  says  he,  "I 
hope  ere  very  long  my  dear  old  fa- 
ther will  be  lodging  with  me.  In  anoth- 
er year  he  says  he  thinks  he  will  be 
able  to  come  ^ome  ;  when  the  afl'nirs 
of  the  Bank  are  quite  settled.  You 
shake  your  head !  why  ?  The  shares 
are  worth  four  times  what  we  gave 
for  them.  We  are  men  of  fortune. 
Fen,  I  give  you  my  word.  You 
should  sec  how  much  they  make  of 
me  at  Baincs  &  Jolly 's,  and  how 
civil  they  are  to  me  at  Hobson  Broth- 
ers !  I  go  into  the  City  now  and 
then,  and  see  our  manager,  Mr. 
Blackmore.  He  tells  me  such  stories 
about  indigo,  and  wool,  and  copper, 
and  sicca  rupees,  and  Company's 
rnpees.  I  don't  know  anything 
about   the   business,  but   my  father 
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likes  m3  to  go  and  soo  Mr.  Black- 
more.  Dear  Cousin  Barnes  is  for- 
ever askinjj:  me  to  dinner  ;  I  might 
call  Lady  Clara  Clara  if  1  liked,  as 
Sam  Newcome  does  in  Bryanstone 
Square.  You  can't  think  how  kind 
they  are  to  me  there.  My  aunt  re- 
proaches ma  tenderly  for  not  goinjL? 
there  oftener,  —^  it's  not  very  good 
fun  dining  in  Bryanstone  Square,  is 
it  ?  And  she  praises  my  cousin  Ma- 
ria to  me,  —  you  should  hear  my 
aunt  praise  her !  I  have  to  take  Ma- 
ria down  to  dinner ;  to  sit  by  tlic 
piano  and  listen  to  her  songs  in  all  lan- 
jrnages. ,  Do  you  know  Maria  can  sing 
Hunga^n  and  Polish  besides  your 
commoif  German,  Spanish,  and  Ital- 
ian. Those  I  have  at  our  other  agents, 
Baines  &  Jolly's,  —  Baincs's  that  is  in 
the  Regent's  Park,  where  the  girls  are 
prettier  and  just  as  civil  to  men  as  at 
Aunt  Hobson's."  And  here  Clive 
would  amuse  us  by  the  accounts  which 
he  gave  us  of  the  snares  which  the  Miss- 
es B. lines,  those  voung  sirens  of  Re- 
gent's Park,  set  fcr-him ;  of  the  songs 
which  they  sang  to  enchant  him,  the 
albums  in  which  they  besought  him 
to  draw  ;  the  thousand  winning  ways 
which  they  employed  to  bring  him  into 
their  cave  in  York  Terrace.  But  nei- 
ther Circe^s  smiles  nor  Calypso's  blan- 
dishments had  any  effect  on  him ; 
his  ears  were  stopped  to  their  music, 
and  his  eyes  rendered  dull  to  their 
charms  by  those  of  the  flighty  young 
enchantress  with  whom  my  wife  had 
of  late  made  acquaintance. 

Capitalist  though  he  was,  our  young 
fellow  was  still  very  affable.  lie  for- 
got no  old  friends  in  his  prosperity  ; 
and  the  lofty  antique  chambers  would 
not  unfrequently  be  lighted  up  at 
nights  to  receive  F.  B.  and  some  of 
the  old  cronies  of  the  "  Haunt,"  and 
some  of  the  Gandishites,  who,  if 
Clive  had  been  of  a  nature  that  was 
to  be  spoiled  by  flattery,  had  cer- 
tainly done  mischief  to  the  young 
man.  Gandisfa  himself,  when  Clive 
paid  a  visit  to  that  illustrious  artist's 
Academy,  received  his  former  pupil 
AS  if  the  young  fellow  had  been  a 
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sovereign  prince  almost,  accompanied 
him  to  his  horse,  and  would  have 
held  his  stirrup  as  he  mounted, 
whilst  the  beautiful  daughters  of  the 
house  waved  adieus  to  him  from  the 
parlor-window.  To  the  young  men 
assembled  in  his  studio,  Gandish  was 
never  tired  of  talking  about  Clive. 
The  Professor  would  take  occasion 
to  inform  them  that  he  had  been  to 
visit  his  distinguished  young  friend, 
Mr.  Newcome,  son  of  Colonel  New- 
come  ;'that  last  evening  he  had  been 
present  at  an  elegant  entertainment 
at  Mr.  Newcome's  new  apartments. 
Clive's  drawings  were  hung  up  in 
Gandish's  gallery,  and  pointed  out  to 
visitors  by  the  worthy  Professor. 
On  one  or  two  occasions  I  was  al- 
lowed to  become  a  bachelor  again, 
and  participate  in  these  jovial  meet- 
ings. How  guilty  my  coat  was  on  my 
return  home ;  how  haughty  the  looks 
of  the  mistress  of  my  house,  as  she 
bade  Martha  carry  away  the  obnox- 
ious garment  !  How  grand  F.  B. 
used  to  be  as  president  of  Clive's 
smoking-party,  where  he  laid  down 
the  law,  talked  the  most  talk,  sang 
the  joUiest  song,  and  consumed  tlie 
most  drink  of  all  the  jolly  talkers 
and  drinkers !  Clive's  popularity  rose 

Erodigiously;  not  only  youngsters, 
ut  old  practitioners  of  the  fine  arts, 
lauded  his  talents.  What  a  shame 
that  his  pictures  were  all  refused 
this  year  at  the  Academy!  Mr. 
Smee,  R.  A.,  was  indignant  at 
their  rejection,  but  J.  J.  confessed 
with  a  sigh,  and  Clive  owned  good- 
naturedly,  that  he  had  been  neglect- 
ing his  business,  and  that  his  pictures 
were  not  so  good  as  those  of  two 
years  before.  I  am  afraid  Mr.  Clive 
went  to  too  many  balls  and  parties, 
to  clubs  and  jovial  entertainments, 
besides  losing  yet  more  time  in  that 
other  pursuit  we  wot  of.  Meanwhile 
J.  J.  went  steadilv  on  with  his  work, 
no  day  passed  without  a  line;  and 
Fame  was  not  very  far  off,  though 
this  he  heeded  but  little ;  and  Art, 
his  sole  mistress,  rewarded  him  foi 
his  steady  and  fond  pursuit  of  her. 
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"Look  at  him,"  Clive  would  say 
wiih  a  sigh.  "  Is  n't  he  the  mortal 
of  all  others  the  most  to  be  envied  ? 
lie  is  so  fond  of  his  art  that  in  all 
the  world  there  is  no  attraction  like 
it  for  him.  He  runs  to  his  easel  at 
sunrise,  and  sits  before  it  caressing 
his  picture  all  day  till  nightfall.  He 
takes  leave  of  it  sadlv  when  dark 
comes,  spends  the  night  in  a  Life 
Academy,  and  begins  next  morn- 
ing da  capo.  Of  all  the  pieces  of 
good  fortune  which  can  befall*  a  man, 
is  not  this  the  greatest :  to  have  your 
desire,  and  then  never  tire  of  it  ?  I 
have  been  in  such  a  rag6  with  my 
own  shortcomings  that  I  have  dashcd- 
my  foot  through  the  canvases,  and 
vowed  I  would  smash  my  palette  and 
easel.  Sometimes  I  succeed  a  little 
better  in  my  work,  and  then  it  will 
happen  for  half  an  hour  that  I  am 
pleased,  but  pleased  of  what  ?  pleased 
at  drawing  Mr.  Muggins's  head  rather 
like  Mr.  Muggins.  Why,  a  thousand 
fellows  can  do  better;  and  when  one 
dav  I  reach  my  very  best,  thousands 
will  be  able  to  do  better  still.  Ours 
is  a  trade  for  which  nowadays  there 
is  no  excuse  unless  one  can  be  great 
in  it :  and  I  feel  I  have  not  the  stufiT 
for  that.  No.  666.  Portrait  of  Joseph 
Muggins,  Esq.,  Newcomc,  George 
Street.  No.  979.  Portrait  of  Mrs. 
Muggins  on  her  gray  pony.  New- 
come.  No.  579.  Portrait  of  Joseph 
^Muggins,  Esq.'s  dog  Toby,  New- 
comc, —  this  is  what  I  'm  fit  for. 
These  are  the  victories  I  have  set 
myself  on  achieving.  O  Mrs.  Pen- 
(Icnnis  !  is  n't  it  humiliating?  Why 
is  n't  there  a  war  ?  Why  can't  I  go 
and  distinguish  myself  somewhere 
ujul  be  a  general  ?  Why  have  n't  I  a 
genius  ?  1  say,  Pen,  sir,  why  have  n't 
i  a  genius  ?  There  is  a  painter  who 
lives  hard  by,  and  who  sends  some- 
times to  beg  mc  to  come  and  look  at 
his  work.  He  is  in  the  Muggins  line 
too.  He  gets  his  canvases  with  a 
^00(1  light  upon  them  :  excludes  the 
contemplation  of  all  other  objects, 
stands  beside  his  pictures  in  an  at- 
titude himself,  and  thinks  that  he  and 


they  are  masterjjieces.   IMfasterpleces ! 

0  me,  what  drivelling  wretches  wo 
are  !  Fame !  —  except  that  of  just 
the  one  or  two.  —  what 's  the  use  of 
it?  I  say.  Pen,  would  you  feel 
particularly  proud  now  if  you  had 
written  Hayley's  poems  ?  And  as 
for  a  second  place  in  painting,  who 
would  care  to  be  Caravaggio  oi 
Caracci  ?  I  would  n't  give  a  straw 
to  bo  Caracci  or  Caravaggio.  1 
would  just  as  soon  be  yonder  artist 
who  is  painting  up  Foker's  Entire 
over  the  public-house  at  the  ccmcr. 
He  will  have  his  payment  afterwards, 
five  shillings  c  day,  and  a  pot  of  beer. 
Your  head  a  little  more  to  the  light, 
Mrs.  Pendennis,  if  you  please.  I  am 
tiring  you,  I  dare  say,  out  then,  O, 

1  am  doing  it  so  badly  ! " 

I,  for  my  part,  thought  Clive  was 
making  a  very  pretty  drawing  of  my 
wife,  and  having  affairs  of  my  own 
to  attend  to,  would  often  leave  her  at 
his  chambers  as  a  sitter,  or  find  him 
at  our  lodgings  visiting  her.  They 
became  the  very  greatest  friends.  I 
knew  the  young  fellow  could  have  no 
better  friend  than  Laura;  and  not 
being  ignorant  of  the  malady  under 
which  he  was  laboring,  concluded 
naturally  and  justly  that  Clive  grew 
so  fond  of  mv  wife,  not  for  her  sake 
entirely,  but  ror  his  own,  because  he 
could  pour  his  heart  out  to  her,  and 
her  sweet  kindness  and  compassion 
would  soothe  him  in  his  unhappy 
condition. 

Miss  Ethel,  I  have  said,  also  pro- 
fessed a  great  fondness  for  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis; and  there  was  that  charm 
in  the  young  lady's  manner  which 
speedily  could  overcome  even  female 
jealousy.  Perhaps  Laura  determined 
magnanimously  to  conquer  it;  per- 
haps she  hid  it  so  as  to  vex  me  and 
prove  the  injustice  of  my  suspicions ; 
perhaps,  honestly,  she  was  conquered 
by  the  young  beauty,  and  gave  her 
a  regard  and  admiration  which  the 
other  knew  she  could  inspire  when- 
ever she  had  the  will.  My  wife  was 
fairly  f  ptivated  by  her  at  length. 
Then    imable  young  creature  \v»» 
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docile  and  ijentle  in  Laura's  presence ; 
modest,  natural,  amiable,  full  of 
laughter  and  spirits,  delightful  to  sec 
and  to  hear;  her  presence  cheered 
par  quiet  little  household ;  her  charm 
fascinated  my  wife  as  it  had  sub- 
jugated poor  Clive.  Even  the  reluc- 
tant Farintosh  .was  compelled  to  own 
her  power,  and  confidentially  told 
his  male  friends,  that,  hang  it,  she 
was  so  handsome,  and  so  clever,  and 
so  confoundedly  pleasant  and  fasci- 
nating, and  that  —  that  he  had  been 
on  the  point  of  popping  the  fatal 
question  ever  so  many  times,  by  Jove. 
"  And  hajif!^  it,  you  know,"  his  Lord- 
ship would  say,  "  I  don't  want  to 
marry  until  I  have  had  my  fling,  you 
know."  As  for  Clive,  Ethel  treated 
him  like  a  boy,  like  a  big  brother. 
She  was  jocular,  kind,  pert,  pleasant 
with  him,  ordered  him  on  her  er- 
rands, accepted  his  bouquets  and  com- 
pb'mants,  admired  his  drawings,  liked 
to  hear  him  praised,  and  took  his  part 
in  all  companies;  laughed  at  his 
sio^hs,  and  frankly  owned  to  Laura 
her  liking  for  him  and  her  pleasure 
in  seeing  him.  "Why,"  said  she, 
"should  not  I  be  happy  as  long  as 
the  sunshine  lasts  ?  To-morrow,  I 
know,  will  be  glum  and  dreary 
enough.  When  grandmamma  comes 
back  I  shall  scarcely  be  able  to  come 
and  see  you.  When  I  am  settled  in 
life  —  eh!  I  shall  be  settled  in  life! 
Do  not  grudge  me  my  holiday,  Laura. 
O,  if  you  knew  how  stupid  it  is  to  be 
in  the  world,  and  how  much  plcasant- 
er  to  come  and  talk,  and  laugh,  and 
sing,  and  be  happy  with  you,  than  to 
sit  in  that  dreary  Eaton  Place  with 
poor  Clara ! " 

"  Why  do  you  stay  in  Eaton 
Place  ?  "  asks  Laura, 

'*  Why  ?  because  I  must  go  out 
with  somebody.  What  an  unsophis- 
ticated little  country  creature  vou  are ! 
Grandmamma  is  away,  and  1  cannot 
go  about  to  parties  by  myself." 

"  But  why  should  you  go  to 
parties,  and  why  not  go  back  to 
your  mother  ?  "  says  Mrs.  Pendennis, 
genily. 


it 


To  the  nursery,  and  my  little  sis- 
j  ters,  and  Miss  Cann  ?  I  like  being 
;  in  London  best,  thank  you.  You 
j  look  grave  1  You  think  a  girl 
I  should  like  to  be  with  her  mother 
and  sisters  best  ?  My  dear,  mamma 
wishes  me  to  be  here,  and  I  stay  with 
Barnes  and  Clara  by  grandmamma's 
orders.  Don't  you  know  that  I  have 
been  made  over  to  Lady  Kew,  who 
has  adopted  me  ?  Do  you  think  a 
young  lady  of  my  pretensions  can 
stop  at  home  in  a  damp  house  in 
Warwickshire  and  cut  bread-and- 
butter  for  little  boys  at  school  ? 
Don't  look  so  very  grave,  and  shako 
your  head  so,  Mrs.  Pendennis  I  If 
you  had  been  bred  as  I  have,  you 
would  be  as  I  am.  I  know  what 
you  are  thinking,  madam." 

"  I    am    thinking,"    said    Laura, 
blushing  and  bowing  her  head,  —  "  I 
am   thinking,  if  it   pleases    God    to 
give  me   children,  I   should  li^e  to 
live  at  home  at  Fairoaks."    My  wife's 
thoughts,  though   she  did  not  utter 
them,  and   a   certain   modesty   and 
habitual  awe  kept  her  silent  upon 
subjects  so  very  sacred,  went  deeper 
vet.     She  had  been  bred  to  measure 
her  actions  by  a  standard  which  the 
world    may    nominally    admit,    but 
which  it   leaves   for   the  most   part 
unheeded.      Worship,  love,  duty,  aM 
taught  her  by  the   devout  study  of 
the  Sacred  Law  which  interprets  and 
defines  it,  —  if  these  formed  the  out- 
ward practice  of  her  life,  they  were 
also  its  constant  and  secret  endeav- 
ors and  occupation.     She  spoke  but 
very  seldom  of  her  religion,  though 
it  filled  her  heart  and  influenced  all 
her  1)ehavior.      Whenever  she  came 
to  that  sacred  subject,  her  demeanor 
appeared  to  her  husband  so  awful  that 
he  scarcely  dared  to  approach   it  in 
her  company,  and  stood  without  as 
this  pure  creature   entered   into  the 
Holy    of   Holies.     What    must    the 
world  appear  to  such  a  person  ?    Its 
ambitious  rewards,  disappointments, 
I  pleasures,  worth  how  much  ?     Com- 
pared to  the  possession  of  that  price- 
I  less  treasure  and  happiness  unspeak- 
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able,  a  perfect  faith,  what  has  Life  to 
offer  ?    I    see    before    me   now   her 
sweet   grave   faee   as   she  looks  out 
from  the  balcony  of  the  little  Rich- 
mond villa  we  occupied   during  the 
first  happy  year  after  our  marriajje, 
following  EtAcl  Newcome,  who  rides 
away,  with  a  staid  groom  behind  her, 
to  her  brother's   summer  residence, 
not  far  distant.     Clive  had  been  with 
us  in  the  morning,  and  had  brought 
us  stirring  news.     The  good  Colonel 
was  by  this  time  on  his  way  home. 
"  If  Clive  could    tear   himself  away 
from  London,"  the  good  man  wrote, 
(and  we  thus  saw  he  was  acquainted 
with  the  state  of  the   young  man's 
mind),  "  why  should   not    Clive  go 
and  meet  his  father  at  Malta  ?  "    He 
was  feverish   and  eager  to  go ;  and 
his  two  friends  strongly  counselled 
him   to   take   the  journey.    In   the 
midst  of  our  talk  Miss  Ethel  came 
among  us.      She   arrived  flush  and 
in    high   spirits ;   she   rallied    Clive 
upon  his  gloomy  looks  ;  she  turned 
rather  pale,  as  it  seemed  to  us,  when 
she  heard  the  news.    Then  she  coldly 
told    him  she  thought  the    voyage 
must  be  a  pleasant  one,  and  would 
do  him  good  ;  it  was  pleasanter  than 
that  journey  she  was  going  to  take 
herself  with    her    grandmother,    to 
those  dreary  German  springs  which 
the   old    Countess    frequented    year 
after  year.    Mr.   Pendennis,  having 
business,  retired  to  his  study,  whither 
presently  Mrs.  Laura  followed,  hav- 
ing to  look  for  her  scissors,  or  a  book 
she  wanted,  or  upon  some  pretext  or 
other.     She  sat  down  in   tne  conju- 
gal study  ;  not  one  word  did  either 
of  us  say  for  a  while  about  the  young 
people   left   alone   in   the    drawing- 
room  yonder.    Laura   talked  about 
our  own   home   at  Fairoaks,  which 
our    tenants  were   about   to  vacate. 
She  vowed  and  declared  that  we  must 
live    at    Fairoaks ;    that   Clavering, 
with  all  its  tittle-tattle  and  stupid  in- 
habitants, was  better  than  this  wicked 
London.     Besides,   there  were   some 
new  and  very  pleasant  families  set- 
tled in  the  neighborhood.     Clavering 


Park  was  taken  by  some  delightful 
people,  —  **  and  you  know,  Pen,  you 
were  always  very  fond  of  fly-fishing, 
and  may  fish  the  Brawl,  as  you  used 
in  old  days,  when  — "  The  lips 
of  the  pretty  satirist  who  alluded  to 
these  unpleasant  bygones  were  si- 
lenced as  they  deservwl  to  be  by  Mr. 
Pendennis.  "  Do  you  think,  sir,  I 
did  not  know,"  said  the  sweetest 
voice  in  the  world,  "  when  you  went 
out  on  your  fishing  excursions  with 
Miss  Amory  ?  "  Again  the  flow  of 
words  is  checked  by  the  styptic  pre- 
viously applied. 

**  I  wonaer,"  says  Mr.  Pendennis, 
archly,  bending  over  his  wile's  fair 
hand,  —  "I  wonder  whether  this  kind 
of  thing  is  taking  place  in  the  draw- 
i'/g-room  ?  " 

"  Nonsense,  Arthur.  It  is  time  to 
go  back  to  them.  Why,  I  declare  I 
have  been  three  quarters  of  an  hour 
away ! " 

"  I  don't  think  they  will  much 
miss  you,  my  dear,"  says  the  gentle- 
man. 

"  She  is  certainly  very  fond  of  him. 
She  is  always  coming  here.  I  am 
sure  it  is  not  to  hear  you  read  Shake- 
speare, Arthur;  or  your  new  novel, 
though  it  is  very  pretty.  I  wish  Lady 
Kcw  and  her  sixty  thousand  poun({s 
were  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea." 

"  But  she  says  she  is  going  to  por- 
tion her  younger  brothers  with  a  part 
of  it ;  she  told  Clive  so,"  remarks  Mr. 
Pendennis. 

"  For  shame  !  Why  does  not 
Barnes  Newcome  portion  his  younger 
brothers?  I  have  no  patience  with 
that  —  Why !  Goodness  !  There  is 
Clive  going  awav,  actnallv !  Clive  ! 
Mr.  Newcome!'  But  tliougli  my 
wife  ran  to  the  study-window  and 
beckoned  our  friend,  he  only  shook 
his  head,  jumped  On  his  horse,  and 
rode  away  gloomily. 


tc 


Ethel  had  been  crying  when  I 
went  into  the  room,"  Laura  after- 
wards told  me.  "  I  knew  she  had  ; 
but  she  looked  up  from  some  flowers 
over  which  she  was  bending,  began 
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to  lau^h  and  rattle^  would  talk  about 
nothing  but  Lady  Hautbois's  great 
breakfast  the  day  before,  and  the 
most  insufferable  May  Fair  jargon  ; 
and  then  declared  it  was  time  to  go 
home  to  dress  for  Mrs.  Booth's  dejeu- 
ner, which  was  to  take  place  that 
afternoon." 

And  so  Miss  Newcome  rode  away, 
—  back  amongst  the  roses  and  the 
rouges,  —  back  amongst  the  fiddling, 
flirting,  flattery,  falseness,  —  and  Lau- 
ra's sweet  serene  face  looked  after  her 
departing.  Mrs.  Booth's  was  a  very 
grand  d^'euner.  We  read  in  the  news- 
papers a  list  of  the  greatest  names 
there :  a  Royal  Duke  and  Duchess, 
a  Grerman  Highness,  a  Hindoo  Nabob, 
&c. ;  and  amongst  the  Marquises, 
Farintosh ;  and  amongst  the  Lords, 
Highgate ;  and  Lady  Clara  New- 
come,  and  Miss  Newcome,  who  looked 
killing,  our  acquaintance  Captain 
Crackthorpe  informs  us,  and  who 
was  in  perfectly  stunning  spirits. 
**  His  Imperial  Highness  the  Grand 
Duke  of  Farintosh  is  wild  about  her," 
the  Captain  said,  "and  our  poor 
voiing  friend  Clive  may  just  go  and 
hang  himself.  Dine  with  us  at  the 
*  Gar  and  Starter  '  ?  Jolly  party. 
€),  I  forgot !  married  man  now  ! "  So 
saying  the  Captain  entered  the  hostel-. 
ry  near  which  I  met  him,  leaving 
this  present  chronicler  to  return  to 
his  own  home. 


CHAPTER  LI. 


AN  OLD   FRIEND. 


I  MIGHT  open  the  present  chapter, 
OS  a  contemporary  writer  of  Romance 
is  occasionally  in  the  habit  of  com- 
mencing his  tales  of  Chivalry,  by  a 
description  of  a  November  afternoon, 
with  falling  leaves,  tawny  forests, 
gathering  storms,  and  other  autumnal 
phenomena ;  and  two  horsemen  wind- 
ing up  the  romantic  road  which  leads 
from  —  from  Richmond  Bridge  to 
the  "  Star  and  Garter."  The  one 
rider  is  youthful,  and  has  a  blond 


mustachio :  the  cheek  of  the  other  has 
been  browned  by  foreign  suns;  it  is 
easy  to  see  by  the  manner  in  which 
he  bestrides  his  powerful  charger  that 
he  has  foUowca  the  profession  of 
arms.  He  looks  as  if  he  had  faced 
his  country's  enemies  on  many  a  field 
of  Eastern  battle.  The  cavaliers  alight 
before  the  gate  of  a  cottage  on  Rich- 
mond Hill,  where  a  gentleman  re- 
ceives them  with  eager  welcome. 
Their  steeds  are  accommodated  at  a 
neighboring  hostelry,  —  1  pause  in  the 
midst  of  the  description,  for  the  reader 
has  made  the  acquaintance  of  our  two 
horsemen  long  since.  It  is  Clive  re- 
turned from  Malta,  from  Gibraltar, 
from  Seville,  from  Cadiz,  and  with 
him  our  dear  old  friend  the  Colonel. 
His  campaigns  are  over,  his  sword  is 
hung  up,  he  leaves  Eastern  suns  and 
battles  to  warm  young  blood.  Wel- 
come bfick  to  England,  dear  Colonel 
and  kind  friend!  How  quickly  the 
years  have  passed  since  he  has  been 
gone !  There  is  a  streak  or  two  more 
silver  in  his  hair.  The  wrinkles  about 
his  honest  eyes  are  somewhat  deeper, 
but  their  look  is  as  steadfast  and  kind 
as  in  the  early,  almost  boyish  days 
when  we  first  Knew  them. 

We  talk  awhile  about  the  Colonel's 
voyage  home,  the  pleasures  of  the 
Spanish  journey,  the  handsome  new 
quarters  in  which  Clive  has  installed 
his  father  and  himself,  my  own  al- 
tered condition  in  life,  and  what  not. 
During  the  conversation  a  little  queru- 
lous voice  makes  itself  audible  above 
stairs,  at  which  noise  Mr.  Clive  be- 
gins to  laugh,  and  the  Colonel  to 
smile.  It  is  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life  Mr.  Clive  listens  to  the  little 
voice ;  indeed,  it  is  only  since  about 
six  weeks  that  that  small  organ  has 
been  heard  in  the  world  at  all.  Laura 
Pendennis  believes  its  tones  to  be  the 
sweetest,  the  most  interesting,  the 
most  mirth-inspiring,  the  most  pitiful 
and  pathetic,  that  ever  baby  uttered ; 
which  opinions,  of  course,  are  backed 
by  Mrs.  llokey,  the  confidential  nurse. 
Laura's  husband  is  not  so  rapturous ; 
but,  let  us  trust,  behaves  in  a  way  be 
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coming  a  man  and  a  father.  We 
forego  the  description  of  his  feel- 
in{j;s  as  not  pertaining  to  the  history 
at  present  under  consideration.  A  lit- 
tle while  before  the  dinner  is  served, 
the  lady  of  the  cottage  comes  down  to 
greet  her  husband's  old  friends. 

And  here  I  am  sorely  tempted  to  a 
third  description,  which  has  nothing 
to  do  with  the  story  to  be  sure,  but 
which,  if  properly  hit  off,  might  fill 
half  a  page  very  prettily.  For  is  not 
a  young  mother  one  of  the  sweetest 
Bights  which  life  shows  us  ?  If  she 
has  been  beautiful  befort^  does  not 
her  present  pure  joy  give  a  character 
of  refinement  and  sacredness  almost 
to  her  beauty,  touch  fier  sweet  cheeks 
with  fairer  blushes,  and  impart  1  know 
not  what  serene  brightness  to  her 
eyes  ?  I  give  warning  to  the  artist 
who  designs  the  pictures  for  this  vera- 
cious story,  to  make  no  attempt  at  this 
subject.  I  never  would  be  satisfied 
with  it  were  his  drawing  ever  so  good. 

When  Sir  CliarlesGrandison  stepped 
up  and  made  his  very  beautifullest 
bow  to  Miss  Byron,  I  am  sure  his 
gracious  dignity  never  exceeded  that 
of  Colonel  Newcome's  first  greeting 
to  Mrs.  Pendennis.  Of  course  from 
the  very  moment  they  beheld  one 
another  they  became  friends.  Are 
not  most  of  our  likings  thus  instan- 
taneous? Before  she  came  down  to 
see  him,  Laura  had  put  on  one  of 
the  Colonel's  shawls,  —  the  crimson 
one,  with  the  red  palm-leaves  and 
the  border  of  many  colors.  As  for 
the  white  one,  the  priceless,  the  gos- 
samer, the  fairy  web,  which  might 
pass  through  a  ring,  thatj  every  lady 
must  be  aware,  was  already  appro- 

5)riated  to-  cover  the  cradle,  or  what 
[  believe   is  called  the  bassinet,  of 
Master  Pendennis. 

So  we  all  became  the  very  best  of 
friends;  andduringthewinter months, 
whilst  we  still  resided  at  Richmond, 
the  Colonel  was  my  wife's  constant 
visitor.  He  often  came  without  Clive. 
He  did  not  care  for  the  world  which 
the  young  gentleman  frequented,  and 
was  more  pleased  and  at  home  by  my  i 


wife's  fireside  than  at  more  noisy  and 
splendid  entertainments.  And,  Laura 
being  a  sentimental  person  interested 
in  pathetic  novels  and  all  unhappy 
attachments,  of  course  she  and  the 
Colonel  talked  a  great  deal  about  Mr. 
Clive's  little  afiair,  over  which  they 
would  have  such  deep  confabulations 
that  even  when  the  master  of  the 
house  appeared,  Paterfamilias,  the 
man  whom,  in  the  presence  of  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Portman,  Mrs.  Laura  had 
sworn  to  love,  honor,  &c.,  these  two 
guilty  ones  would  be  silent,  or  change 
the  subject  of  conversation,  not  caring 
to  admit  such  an  unsympathizing  per- 
son as  myself  into  their  conspiracy. 

From  many  a  talk  which  they  have 
had  together  since  the  Colonel  and 
his  son  embraced  at  Malta,  Clive's 
father  had  been  led  to  see  how  strong- 
ly the  passion  which  our  friend  had 
once  fought  and  mastered  had  now 
taken  possession  of  the  young  man. 
The  unsatisfied  longing  left  him  in- 
different to  all  other  objects  of  pre- 
vious desire  or  ambition.  The  mis- 
fortune darkened  the  sunshine  of  his 
spirit,  and  clouded  the  world  before 
his  eyes.  He  passed  hours  in  his 
painting-room,  though  he  tore  up 
what  he  did  there.  He  forsook  his 
usual  haunts,  or  appeared  amongst 
his  old  comrades  moody  and  silent. 
From  cigar-smoking,  which  I  own  to 
be  a  reprehensible  practice,  he  plunged 
into  still  deeper  and  darker  dissipa- 
tion ;  for  I  am  sorry  to  say  he  took 
to  pipes  and  the  strongest  tobacco, 
for  which  there  is  no  excuse.  Our 
young  man  was  changed.  During 
the  last  fifteen  or  twenty  months  the 
malady  had  been  increasing  on  him, 
of  which  wc  have  not  chosen  to  do- 
scribe  at  length  the  stages  ;  knowing 
very  well  that  the  reader  (the  male 
reader  at  least)  does  not  care  a  fig 
alx)ut  other  people's  sentimental  per- 
plexities, and  is  not  wrapped  iip  heart 
and  soul  in  Clive's  affairs  like  his 
father,  whose  rest  was  disturbed  if  the 
bov  had  a  headache,  or  who  would 
have  stripped  the  ( oat  off  his  back  to 
keep  his  darling's  feet  warm. 
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The  object  of  this  hopeless  passion 
hail,  meaotime,  returned  to  the  cus- 
tody of  the  dark  old  duenna,  from 
which  she  had  been  liberated  for 
a  while.  Lady  Kew  had  got  her  health 
again,  bj  means  of  the  prescriptions 
of  some  doctors,  or  by  the  efficacy  of 
>som8  baths;  and  was  again  on  foot 
and  in  the  world,  tramping  about  in 
her  grim  pursuit  of  pleasure.  Lady 
Julia,  we  are  led  to  believe,  had  re- 
tired upon  half-pay,  and  into  an  in- 
glorious exile  at  Brussels,  with  her 
sister,  the  outlaw's  wife,  by  whose 
bankrupt  fireside  she  was  perfectly 
h  ippy.  Miss  Newcome  was  now  her 
grandmother's  companion,  and  they 
had  been  on  a  tour  of  visits  in  Scot- 
laud,  and  were  journeying  from  coun- 
try-house to  country-house  about  the 
time- when  our  good  Colonel  returned 
to  his  native  shores. 

The  Colonel  loved  his  nephew 
Barnes  no  better  than  before,  per- 
haps, though  we  must  say,  that  since 
his  return  from  India  the  young  Bar- 
onet's conduct  hid  been  particularly 
friendly.  "  No  doubt  marriage  had 
improved  him ;  Lady  Clara  seemed  a 
good-natured  young  woman  enough ; 
besides,"  says  the  Colonel,  wagging 
his  good  old  head  knowingly,  "  Tom 
Newcome,  of  the  Bundlecund  Bank, 
is  a  personage  to  be  conciliated; 
whereas  Tom  Newcome,  of  the  Ben- 
gal Cavalry,  was  not  worth  Master 
Barnes's  attention.  He  has  been  very 
good  and  kind  on  the  whole ;  so  have 
his  friends  been  uncommonly  civil. 
There  was  Clivc's  acquaintance,  Mr. 
Belsize  that  was,  Lord  Highgate  who 
is  now,  entertained  our  whole  family 
sumptuously  last  week ;  wants  us  and 
Barnes  and  his  wife  to  go  to  his  coun- 
try-house at  Christmas ;  is  as  hospi- 
table, my  dear  Mrs.  Pendennis,  as  man 
can  be.  He  met  you  at  Barnes's,  and 
as  soon  as  wo  arc  alone,"  says  the 
Colonel,  tuminp:  round  to  Laura's 
husband,  "  I  will  tell  you  in  what 
terms  Lady  Clara  speaks  of  your  wife. 
Yes.  She  is  a  good-natured  kind 
little  woman,  that  Lady  Clara." 
Hero    Laura's    face    assumed    that 


gravity  and  severeness  which  it  al- 
ways wore  when  Lady  Clara's  name 
was  mentioned,  and  the  dbnversation 
took  another  turn. 

Returning  home  from  London  one 
afternoon,  I  met  the  Colonel,  who 
hailed  me  on  the  omnibus  and  rode 
on  his  way  towards  the  City.  I 
knew,  of  course,  that  he  had  been 
colloguing  with  my  wife ;  and  taxed 
that  young  woman  with  these  con- 
tinued flirtations.  "  Two  or  three 
times  a  week,  Mrs.  Laura,  you  dare 
to  receive  a  Colonel  of  Dragoons. 
You  sit  for  hours  closeted  with  ,the 
young  fellow  of  sixty ;  you  change 
the  conversation  when  your  own  in- 
jured husband  enters  the  room,  and 
pretend  to  talk  about  the  weather,  or 
the  baby.  You  little  arch-hypocrite, 
you  know  you  do.  —  Don^t  try  to 
humbug  me,  miss ;  what  will  Rich- 
mond, what  ^vill  society,  what  will 
Mrs.  Grundy  in  general  say  to  such 
atrocious  behavior  ?  " 

"  O  Pen,"  says  my  wife,  closing 
my  mouth  in  a  way  which  I  do  not 
choose  further  to  particularize  ;  "  that 
man  is  the  best,  the  dearest,  the  kind- 
est creature.  I  never  knew  such  a 
good  man ;  you  ought  to  put  him  into 
a  book.  Do  you  know,  sir,  that  I 
felt  the  very  greatest  desire  to  give 
him  a  kiss  when  he  went  away  ;  and 
that  one  which  you  had  just  now  was 
intended  for  him." 

"  Take  back  thy  gift,  false  girl ! " 
says  Mr.  Pendennis ;  and  then,  finally, 
we  come  to  the  particular  circum- 
stance which  had  occasioned  so  much 
enthusiasm  on  Mrs.  Laura's  part. 

Colonel  Newcome  had  Summoned 
heart  of  grace,  and  in  Clive's  behalf 
had  regularly  proposed  him  to  Barnes, 
as  a  suitor  to  Ethel ;  taking  an  artful 
advantage  of  his  nephew  Barnes 
Newcome,  and  inviting  that  Baronet 
to  a  private  meeting,  where  they  were 
to  talk  about  the  affairs  of  th^  Bundle- 
cund Banking  Company. 

Now  this  Bundlecund  Banking 
Company,  in  the  Colonel's  eyes,  was 
in  reality  his  son  Clive.  But  for 
Clive  there  might  have  been  a  hun- 
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dred  banking  companies  established, 
yielding  a  hundred  per  cent  in  as 
many  districts  of  India,  and  Thomas 
Newcome,  who  had  plenty  of  money 
for  his  own  wants,  would  never  have 
thought  of  speculation.  His  desire 
was  to  see  his  boy  endowed  with  all 
the  possible  gifts  of  fortune.  Had  he 
built  a  palace  for  Clive,  and  been  in- 
formed that  a  roc*s  egg  was  required 
to  complete  the  decoration  of  the  edi- 
fice, Tom  Newcome  would  have  trav- 
elled to  the  world's  end  in  search  of 
the  wanting  article.  To  see  Prince 
Clive  ride  in  a  gold  coach  with  a 
princess  beside  him  was  the  kind  old 
Coloners  ambition ;  that  done,  he 
would  be  content  to  retire,  to  a  garret 
in  the  prince's  castle,  and  smoke  his 
cheroot  there  in  peace.  So  the  world 
is  made.  The  strong  and  eager  covet 
honor  and  enjoyment  for  themselves ; 
the  gentle  and  disappointed  (once  they 
may  have  been  strong  and  eager  too) 
desire  these  gifts  for  their  children.  I 
think  Clive's  father  never  liked  or  un- 
derstood the  lad's  choice  of  a  profes- 
sion. He  acquiesced  in  it,  as  he 
would  in  any  of  his  son's  wishes.  But, 
not  being  a  poet  himself,  he  could  not 
see  the  noSility  of  that  calling ;  and 
felt  secretly  that  his  son  was  demean- 
ing himself  l>y  pursuing  •  the  art  of 
painting.  "Had  he  been  a  soldier, 
now,"  thought  Thomas  Newcome 
"  (though  I  prevented  that),  had  he 
been  richer  than  he  is,  he  might  have 
married  Ethel,  instead  of  being  un- 
happy as  he  now  is,  God  help  him !  I 
remember  my  own  time  of  grief  well 
enough,  and  what  years  it  took  before 
my  wound  was  scarred  over." 

So,  with  these  things  occupying  his 
brain,  Thomas  Newcome  arthilly  in- 
vited Barnes,  his  nephew,  to  dinner, 
under  pretence  of  talking  of  the  affairs 
of  the  great  B.  B.  C.  With  the  first 
glass  of  wine  at  dessert,  and  according 
to  the  Coloners  good  old-fashioned 
custom  of-  proposing  toasts,  they 
drank  the  health  of  the  B.  B.  C. 
Barnes  drank  the  toast  with  all  liis 
generous  heart.  The  B.  B.  C.  sent 
^  Hobson  Brothers  &  Newcome  a 


great  deal  of  business,  was  in  a  most 
prosperous  condition,  kept  a  great 
balance  at  the  bank,  —  a  balance  that 
would  not  be  overdrawn,  as  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  very  well  knew. 
Barnes  was  for  having  more  of  these 
bills,  provided  there  were  remittances 
to  meet  the  same.  Barnes  was  ready 
to  do  any  amount  of  business  with 
the  Indian  bank,  or  with  any  bank,  or 
with  any  individual,  Christian  or 
heathen,  white  or  black,  who  could  do 
good  to  the  firm  of  Hobson  Brothers 
&  Newcome.  He  spoke  upon  this 
subject  with  great  archness  and  can- 
dor: of  course  as  a  City  man  he 
would  be  glad  to  do  a  profitable  busi- 
ness anywhere,  and  the  B.  B.  C.'s 
business  ivas  profitable.  But  the  in- 
terested motive,  which  he  admitted 
frankly  as  a  man  of  the  world*,  did 
not  prevent  other  sentiments  more 
agreeable.  "  My  dear  Colonel,"  says 
Barnes,  "  I  am  happy,  most  happy,  to 
think  that  our  house  and  our  name 
should  have  been  useful,  as  I  know 
they  have  been,  in  the  establishment 
of  a  concern  in  which  one  of  our 
family  is  interested ;  one  whom  we 
all  so  sincerely  respect  and  regard." 
And  he  touched  bis  glass  with  his 
lips,  and  blushed  a  little,  as  he  bowed 
towards  his  uncle.  He  found  himself 
making  a  little  speech,  indeed ;  and  to 
do  so  before  one  single  person  seems 
rather  odd.  Had  there  been  a  large 
conipany  present,  Barnes  would  not 
have  blushed  at  all,  but  have  tossed 
off  his  glass,  struck  his  waistcoat 
possibly,  and  looked  straight  in  the 
face  of  his  uncle  as  the  chairman; 
well,  he  did  very  likely  believe  that 
he  respected  and  'regarded  the  Colonel. 

The  Colonel  said,  —  "  Thank  you, 
Barnes,  with  all  my  heart.  It  is  aL 
ways  good  for  men  to  be  friends, 
much  more  for  blood  relations,  as  we 
are." 

"  A  relationship  which  honors  me, 
I  'm  sure  !  "  says  Barnes,  with  a  tone 
of  infinite  affability.  You  sec  he  be- 
lievcd  that  Heaven  had  made  him  the 
Colonel's  superior. 

"  And  I  ani  very  glad,"  the  elder 
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went  on,  "  that  you  and  my  boy  are 
good  friends." 

"  FriendM  1  of  course.  It  would  be 
unnatural  if  such  near  relatives  were 
othcnvise  than  good  friends." 

"  You  have  Iwen  hospitable  to  him, 
and  Lady  Clara  very  kind,  and  he 
wrote  to  me  telling  me  of  your  kind- 
ness. Ahem !  this  is  tolerable  claret. 
I  wonder  where  Clive  gets  it  ?  " 

"  You  were  speaking  about  that 
indTgo,  Colonel !  here  Barnes  inter- 
poses. "  Our  house  has  done  very 
little  in  that  way,  to  be  sure ;  but  I 
suppose  that  out  credit  is  cibotU  as 
good  as  tiaines  &  Jolly's,  and  if — " 
but  tlie  Colonel  is  in  a  brown  study. 

**  Clive  will  have  a  good  bit  of 
money,  when  I  die,"  resumes  Clive's 
father. 

"  Why,  you  are  a  hale  man, — upon 
my  word,  quite  a  young  man,  and 
may  marry  again,  Colonel,"  replies 
the  nephew,  fascinatingly. 

"  I  shall  never  do  that,"  replies  the 
other.  "Ere  many  years  are  gone, 
I  shall  be 'seventy  years  old,  Barnes." 

"  Nothing  in  this  country,  my  dear 
sir !  positively  nothing.  W  hy,  there 
was  Titus,  my  neighbor  in  the  coun- 
try, —  when  will  you  come  down  to 
Newcome  1  —  who  married  a  devilish 
pretty  girl,  of  very  good  family,  too. 
Miss  Burgeon,  one  of  the  Devonshire 
Burgeons.  lie  looks,  I  am  sure, 
twAity  years  older  than  you  do. 
Why  should  not  you  do  likewise  1 " 

"  Because  I  like  to  remain  single, 
and  want  to  leave  Clive  a  rich  man. 
Look  here,  Barnes,  you  know  the 
value  of  our  bank  shares  now  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  do  ;  nther  speculative ; 
but  of  course  I  know  what  some  sold 
for  last  week,"  says  Barnes. 

"  Suppose  I  realize  now.  I  think  I 
am  worth  six  lakhs.  I  had  nearly 
two  from  my  poor  father.  I  saved 
some  before  and  since  I  invested  in 
this  affair ;  and  could  sell  out  to-mor- 
row with  sixty  thousand  pounds." 

"A  very  pretty  sum  of  money. 
Colonel,"  says  Barnes. 

"  I  have  a  pension  of  a  thousand  a 
year." 

16* 


*'  My  dear  Colonel,  you  are  a  capi- 
talist !  we  know  it  very  well,"  re- 
marks Sir  Barnes. 

"And  two  hundred  a  year  is  as 
much  as  I  want  for  myself,"  contin- 
ues the  capitalist,  looking  into  the 
fire,  and  jingling  his  money  in  his 
pockets.  "A  hundred  a  vear  for  a 
horse ;  a  hundred  a  year  for  pocket- 
money,  for  I  calculate,  you  know, 
that  Clive  will  give  me  a  bedroom 
and  my  dinner." 

"He  —  he  1  If  your  son  won't, 
your  nephew  will,  my  dear  Colonel," 
says  the  affable  Barnes,  smiling 
sweetly. 

"  I  can  give  the  boy  a  handsome 
allowance,  you  see,"  resumes  Thomas 
Newcome. 

"You  can  make  him  a  handsome 
allowance  now,  and  leave  him  a  good 
fortune  when  you  die ! "  says  the 
nephew,  in  a  noble  and  courageous 
manner,  —  and  as  if  he  said  Twelve 
times  twelve  are  a  hundred  and  forty 
four,  and  you  have  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come's  authority — Sir  Barnes  New* 
come's,  mind  you  —  to  say  so. 

"  Not  when  I  die,  Barnes,"  the  un» 
cle  goes  on.  "  I  will  give  him  every 
shilling  I  am  worth  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, if  he  marries  as  I  wish  him  " 

"  Taut  mieux  pour  lui  !  "  cries  the 
nephew ;  and  thought  to  himself, 
"  Lady  Clara  must  ask  Clive  to  din- 
ner instantly.  Confound  the  fellow  ! 
I  hate  him,  —  always  have ;  but  what 
luck  he  has." 

"  A  man  with  that  property  'may 
pretend  to  a  good  wife,  as  the  French 
say ;  hey,  Barnes  1  "  asks  the  Colo- 
nel, rather  eagerly,  looking  up  in  hin 
nephew's  face. 

That  countenance  was  lighted  wg 
with  a  generous  enthusiasm.  "  To 
any  woman,  in  any  rank,  —  to  a  no- 
bleman's daughter,  my  dear  sir ! "  ex- 
claims Sir  Barnes. 

"I  want  your  sister;  I  want  my 
dear  Ethel  for  him,  Barnes,"  cries 
Thomas  Newcome,  with  a  trembling 
voice,  and  a  twinkle  in  his  eves. 
"  That  was  the  hope  I  always  \\&d 
till  my  talk  with  your  poor  fatb**^ 
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stopped  it.  Your  sister  was  engaged 
to  my  Lord  Kew  then ;  and  my 
wishes  of  course  were  impossible. 
The  poor  boy  is  very  much  cut  up, 
and  his  whole  heart  is  bent  upon  pos- 
sessing her.  She  is  not,  she  can't  be, 
indifferent  to  him.  I  am  sure  she 
would  not  be,  if  her  family  in  the 
least  encouraged  him.  Can  either  of 
these  young  folks  have  a  better  chance 
of  happiness  again  'offered  to  them  in 
life  1  There 's  youth,  there 's  mutual 
liking,  there  's  wealth  for  them  al- 
most,—  only  saddled  with  the  en- 
cumbrance of  an  old  dragoon,  who 
won't  be  much  in  their  way.  Give  us 
your  good  word,  Barnes,  and  let  them 
come  together;  and  upon  my  word 
the  rest  of  my  days  will  be  made  hap- 
py if  I  can  eat  my  meal  at  their  ta- 
ble." 

Whilst  the  poor  Colonel  was  mak- 
ing his  appeal  Barnes  had  time  to  col- 
lect his  answer  ;  which,  since  in  our 
character  of  historians  we  take  leave 
to  explain  gentlemen's  motives  as  well 
as  record  their  speeches  and  actions, 
we  may  thus  interpret.  "  Confound 
the  young  beggar !  "  thinks  Barnes 
then.  "  He  will  have  three  or  four 
thousand  a  year,  will  he  ?  Hang 
him,  but  it 's  a  good  sum  of  mone^. 
What  a  fool  his  father  is  to  give  it 
away !  Is  he  joking  1  No,  he  was 
always  half  crazy,  —  the  Colonek 
Highgate  seemed  uncommonly  sweet 
on  her,  and  was  always  hanging 
about  our  house.  Farintosh  has  not 
been  brought  to  book  yet ;  and  per- 
haps neither  of  them  will  propose  for 
her.  My  grandmother,  I  should  think, 
won't  hear  of  her  making  a  low  mar- 
riage, as  this  certainly  is  :  but  it 's  a 
pity  to  throw  away  four  thousand  a 
year,  ain't  it  ?  "  All  these  natural 
calculations  passed  briskly  through 
Barnes  Newcome's  mind,  as  his  uncle, 
from  the  opposite  side  of  the  fire- 
place, implored  him  in  the  above  little 
speech. 

"My  dear  Colonel,"  said  Barnes, 
my  dear,  kind  Colonel  !     I  need  n't 
^-"U  you  that  your  proposal  flatters  us, 
luch  as  your  extraordinary  gen- 
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erosity  surprises  me.  I  never  heard 
anything  like  it,  —  never.  Could  I 
consult  my  own  wishes,  I  would  at 
once  —  I  would,  permit  me  to  say, 
from  sheer  admiration  of  your  noble 
character,  say  yes,  with  all  my  heart, 
to  your  proposal.  But  alas !  I 
have  n't  that  power." 

'*  Is  —  is  she  engaged  ?  "  asks  the 
Colonel,  looking  as  blank  and  sad  as 
Clive  himself  when  Ethel  had  con- 
versed with  him.  • 

"  No,  —  I  cannot  say  engaged,  — 
though  a  person  of  the  very  highest 
rank  has  paid  her  the  most  marked' 
attention.  But  my  sister  has,  in  a 
way,  gone  from  our  family,  and  from 
my  influence  as  the  head  of  it,  •—  an 
influence  which  I,  I  am  sure,  had 
most  gladly  exercised  in  your  favor. 
My  grandmother.  Lady  Kew,  has 
adopted  her ;  purposes,  I  believe,  to 
leave  Ethel  the  greater  part  of  her 
fortune,  upon  certain  conditions ;  and, 
of  course,  expects  the  —  the  obedience, 
and  so  forth,  which  is  customary  in 
such  cases.  By  the  way.  Colonel,  is 
our  young  soupirant  aware  that  papa 
is  pleading  his  cause  for  him  ?  " 

The  Colonel  said  no ;  and  Barnes 
lauded  the  caution  which  his  uncle 
had  displayed.  It  was  quite  as  well 
for  the  young  man's  intej'ests  (which 
Sir  Baines  had  most  tenderly  at 
heart)  that  Clive  Newcome  should 
not  himself  move  in  the  affair,  or  pre- 
sent himself  to  Lady  Kew.  Barnes 
would  take  the  matter  in  hand  at  the 
proper  season ;  the  Colonel  might  be 
sure  it  would  be  most  eagerly,  most 
ardently  pressed.  Clive  came  home 
at  this  juncture,  vohom  Barnes  saluted 
affectionately.  He  and  the  Colonel 
had  talked  over  their  money  business ; 
their  conversation  had  been  most 
satisfactory,  thank  you.  "  Has  it 
not.  Colonel  1  "  The  three  parted 
the  Yerv  best  of  friends. 

As  ^^ames  Newcome  professed  that 
extreme  interest  for  his  cousin  and 
uncle,  it  is  odd  he  did  not  tell  them 
that  Lady  Kew  and  Miss  Ethel  New- 
come  were  at  that  moment  within  a 
mile  of  them,  at  her  Ladyship's  liouBe 
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in  Qaeen  Street,  Maj  Fair.  In  the 
hearing  of  Olive's  servant,  Barnes 
did  not  order  his  brougham  to  drive 
to  Queen  Street,  but  waited  until  he 
was  in  Bond  Street  before  he  gave 
the  order. 

And,  of  course,  when  he  entered 
Ladj  Kew's  house,  he  straightway 
asked  for  his  sister,  and  communi- 
cated to  her  the  generous  offer  which 
the  good  Colonel  had  made ! 

You  see  Lady  Kew  was  in  town, 
and  not  in  town.  Her  Ladyship  was 
but  passing  through,  on  her  way  from 
a  tour  of  visits  in  the  North,  to 
another  tour  of  visits  somewhere  else. 
The  newspapers  were  not  even  off 
the  blinds.  The  proprietor  of  the 
house  cowered  over  a  bed-candle  and 
a  furtive  teapot  in  the  back  drawing- 
room.  Lady  Kew's  gens  were  not 
here.  The  tall  canary  ones  with 
white  polls  only  showed  their  plumage 
and  sang  in  spring.  The  solitary 
wretch  who  takes  charge  of  London 
houses,  and  the  two  servants  specially 
afibcted  to  Lady  Kew's  person,  were 
the  only  people  in  attendance.  In 
fact  her  Ladyship  was  not  in  town. 
And  that  is  why,  no  doubt,  Barnes 
Newcome  said  nothing  about  her  be- 
ing there. 

'♦  '" 

CHAPTER  Ln. 

TAMILT  8ECBET8. 

The  figure  cowering  over  the  fur- 
tive teapot  glowered  grimly  at  Barnes 
as  he  entered ;  and  an  old  voice  said, 
—  "Ho,  it's  you!"   - 

"  I  have  brought  you  the  notes, 
ma'am,"  says  Barnes,  taking  a  packet 
of  these  documents  from  his  pocket- 
book.  "  I  could  not  come  sooner, 
I  have  been  enga£:ed  upon  bank 
business  until  now.' 

"  I  dare  say  !  You  smell  of  smoke 
•  like  a  courier." 

"  A  foreign  capitalist :  he  would 
smoke.  They  will,  ma'am.  J  did  n't 
smoke,  upon  my  word." 

"  I  don't  see  why  you  should  n't, 
if  you  like  it.     You  will  never  get 


anything  out  of  me  whether  you  do 
or  don't.  How  is  Clara  ?  Is  she 
gone  to  the  country  with  the  chil- 
dren ?  Newcome  is  the  best  place  for 
her. " 

**  Doctor  Bambury  thinks  she  can 
move  in  a  fortnight.  The  boy  has 
had  a  little-^" 

"  A  little  fiddlestick  !  I  tell  you  it 
is  she  who  likes  to  stay,  and  makes 
that  fool,  Bambury,  advise  her  not 
going  away.  I  tell  ^ou  to  send  her 
to  Newcome,  the  air  is  good  for  her." 

"  By  that  confounded  smoky  town, 
my  dear  Lady  Kew  1 " 

'"  And  invite  your  mother  and  lit- 
tle brothers  and  sisters  to  stay  Christ- 
mas there.  The  way  in  which  you 
neglect  them  is  shameful,  it  is, 
Barnes." 

"  Upon  my  word,  ma'am,  I  pro- 
pose to  manage  my  own  afi'airs  with- 
out your  Ladyship's  assistance," 
cries  Barnes,  starting  up  ;  "  and  did 
not  come  at  this  time  of  night  to  hear 
this  kind  of— " 

"  Of  good  advice.  I  sent  for  you 
to  give  it  you.  When  I  wrote  to 
^ou  to  bring  me  the  money  I  wan  ted. 
It  was  but  a  pretext ;  Barkins  might 
have  fetched  it  from  the  City  in  the 
morning.  I  want  you  to  send  Clara 
and  the  children  to  Newcome.  They 
ought  to  go,  sir.  That  is  why  I  sent 
for  you  ;  to  tell  you  that.  Have  you 
been  quarrelling  as  much  as  usual  ?  " 

"  PJietty  much  as  usual,"  says 
Barnes,  drumming  on  his  hat. 

"  Don't  bejit  that  devil's  tattoo  ; 
vou  agarez  my  poor  old  nerves. 
When  Clara  was  given  to  you  she 
was  as  well  broke  a  girl  as  any  in 
London." 

Sir  Barnes  responded  by  a  groan. 

"  She  was  as  gentle  and  amenalile 
to  reason,  as  good-natured  a  girl 
as  could  be  ;  a  little  vacant  and 
silly,  but  you  men  like  dolls  for  your 
wives ;  and  now  in  three  years  you 
have  utterly  spoiled  her.  She  is  res- 
tive, she  is  artful,  she  flies  into  rages, 
she  fights  you  and  beats  you.  He  I 
he  !  and  that  comes  of  your  beating 
her ! " 
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"  I  did  n't  come  to  hear  this, 
ma'am,"  says  Barnes,  livid  with  rage. 

"  You  struck  her,  you  know  you 
did,  Sir  Barnes  Newcome.  She 
rushed  over  to  me  last  year  on  the 
night  you  did  it,  you  know  she  did." 

•*  Great  God,  ma'am  !  You  know 
the  provocation,"  screams  Barnes. 

"  ±*rovocation  or  not,  I  don't  say. 
But  from  that  moment  she  has  heat 
you.  You  fool,  to  write  her  a  letter 
and  ask  her  pardon  !  If  I  had  heen 
a  man  I  would  rather  have  strangled 
my  wife  than  have  humiliated  myself 
before  her.  She  will  never  forgive 
that  blow." 

"  I  was  mad  when  I  did  it,  and 
she  drove  me  mad,"  says  Barnes. 
"  She  has  the  temper  of  a  fiend,  and 
the  ingenuity  of  the  Devil.  In  two 
years  an  entire  change  has  come  over 
her.  If  I  had  used  a  knife  to  her  I 
should  not  be  surprised.  But  it  is 
not  with  you  to  reproach  me  about 
Clara.  Your  Ladyship  found  her  for 
me." 
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And  you  spoiled  her  after  she 
was  found,'  sir.  She  told  ma  part  of 
her  story  that  night  she  came  to  me. 
I  know  it  is  true,  Barnes.  You  have 
treated  her  dreadfully,  sir." 

"  I  know  that  she  makes  my  life 
miserable,  and  there  is  no  help  for  it," 
says,  Barnes,  grinding  a  curse  be- 
tween his  teeth.  "  Well,  well,  no 
more  about  this.  How  is  Ethel  ? 
Gone  to  sleep  after  her  journey  1 
What  do  you  think,  ma'am,  I  have 
brought  for  her?  A  proposal." 
.  "  Bon  Dieu !  You  aon  t  mean  to 
say  Charles  Belsize  was  in  earnest ! " 
cries  the  dowager.  **  I  always  thought 
it  was  a  —  " 

"It  is  not  from  Lord  Highgate, 
ma'am,"  Sir  Barnes  said,  gloomily. 
**  It  is  some  time  since!  have  known 
that  he  was  not  in  earnest ;  and  he 
knows  that  I  am  now." 

*'  Gracious  goodness  !  come  to 
blows  with  him,  too?  You  have 
not  ?  That  would  be  the  very  thing 
to  make  the  world  talk,"  says  the 
dowager,  with  some  anxiety. 

"  No,"    answers     Barnes.      "  He 


knows  well  enough  that  there  can  be> 
no  open  rupture.  We  had  some 
words  the  other  day  at  a  dinner  he 
gave  at  his  own  house ;  Colonel  New- 
come,  and  that  young  beggar,  CUve, 
and  that  fool,  Mr.  Hobson,  were  there. 
Lord  Highgate  was  confoundedly  in- 
solent. He  told  me  that  I  did  not 
dare  to  quarrel  with  him  because  of 
the  account  he  kept  at  our  house.  I 
should  like  to  have  massacred  him ! 
She  has  told  him  that  I  struck  her,  — 
the  insolent  brute  !  —  he  says  he  will 
tell  it  at  my  clubs ;  and  threatens  per- 
sonal violence  to  me,  there,  if  I  do  it 
again.  Lady  Kew,  I'm  not  safe 
from  that  man  and  that  woman," 
cries  poor  Barnes,  in  an  agony  of 
terror. 

"  Fighting  is  Jack  Belsize's  busi- 
ness, Barnes  Newcome ;  banking  Is 
yours,  luckily,"  said  the  dowager. 
**  As  old  Lord  Highgate  was  to  die, 
and  his  eldest  son  too,  it  is  a  pity 
certainly  they  had  not  died  a  year 
or  two  earlier,  and  left  poor  Clara 
and  Charles  to  come  together.  You 
should  have  married  some  woman  in 
the  serious  way ;  mv  daughter  Wal- 
ham  could  have  found  you  one. 
Frank,  I  am  told,  and  his  wife  go  on 
very  sweetly  together;  her  mother- 
in-law  governs  the  whole  family. 
They  have  turned  the  theatre  back 
into  a  chapel  again:  they  have  six 
little  ploughboys  dressed  in  surplices 
to  sing  the  service;  and  Frank  and 
the  Vicar  of  Kewbury  play  at  cricket 
with  them  on  holidays.  Stay,  why 
should  not  Clara  go  to  Kewbury  ?  " 

"  She  and  her  sister  have  quarrelled 
about  this  very  affair  with  Lord  High- 
gate.  Some  time  ago  it  appears  they 
had  words  about  it,  and  when  I  told 
Kew  that  bygones  had  best  be  by- 
gones, that  Highgate  was  very  sweet 
upon  Ethel  now,  and  that  I  did  not 
choose  to  lose  such  a  good  account  as 
his,  I^ew  was  very  insolent  to  me; 
his  conduct  was  blackguardly,  ma'am, 
quite  blackguardly,  and  you  may  be 
sure  but  for  our  relationship  I  would 
have  called  him  to  —  " 

Here  the  talk  between  Barnes  anil 
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his  ancestress  was  interrapted  by  the 
appearance  of  Miss  Ethel  Newcome, 
taper  in  hand,  who  descended  from 
the  upper  regions  enveloped  in  a 
shawl. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Barnes  1  How 
is  Clara  ?  T  long  to  see  my  little 
nephew.  Is  he  like  his  pretty  papa  1 '' 
cries  the  young  lady,  giving  her  fair 
cheek  to  her  brother. 

"  Scotland  has  agreed  with  our 
Newcome  rose,"  says  Barnes,  gal- 
lantly. "My  dear  Ethel,  I  never 
saw  you  in  greater  beauty." 

"By  the  light  of  one  bedroom 
candle !  what  should  I  be  if  the  whole 
room  were  Kghted  ?  You  would  see 
my  face  then  was  covered  all  over  with 
wrinkles,  and  quite  pale  and  woe-be- 
gone,  with  the  dreariness  of  the  Scotch 
journey.  O,  what  a  time  we  have 
spent !  -have  n't  we,  grandmamma  ? 
I -never  wish  to  go  to  a  great  castle 
again ;  above  all,  I  never  wish  to  go 
to  a  little  shooting-box.  Scotland 
may  be  very  well  for  men ;  but  for 
women  —  allow  me  to  go  to  Paris 
when  next  there  is  talk  of  a  Scotch 
expedition.  I  had  rather  be  in  a 
boarding-school  in  the  Champs 
Elysces  than  in  the  finest  castle  in 
the  Highlands.  If  it  had  not  been 
for  a  blessed  quarrel  with  Fanny  Fol- 
lington,  I  think  I  should  have  died  at 
Glen  Shorthorn.  Have  you  seen  my 
dear,  dear  uncle,  the  Colonel  1  When 
did  he  arrive  ?  " 

"  Is  he  come  1  "Why  is  he  come  1 " 
asks  Lady  Kew. 

"  Is  he  come  1  Look  here,  grand- 
mamma !  did  you  ever  see  such  a 
darling  shawl !  I  found  it  in  a  packet 
in  my  room." 

"  Well,  it  is  beautiful,"  cries  the 
Dowa2:er,  bending  her  ancient  nose 
over  the  web.  "  Your  Colonel  is  a 
galant  homme.  That  must  be  said  of 
him ;  and  in  Uiis  does  not  quite  take 
after  the  rest  of  the  family.  Hum ! 
ham!  Is  he  going  away  again 
soon  ?  " 

"  H'5  has  made  a  fortune,  a  very 
considerable  fortune  for  a  man  in  that 
i;irk  in  life,"  says  Sir  Barnes.    "  He 


cannot  have  less  than  sixty  thousand 
pounds." 

"  Is  that  much  ? "  asks  Ethel. 

"Not  in  England,  at  our  rate  of 
interest ;  but  his  money  is  in  India, 
where  he  gets  a  great  percentage. 
His  income  must  be  five  or  six  thou- 
sand pounds,  ma'am,"  says  Barnes, 
turning  to  Lady  Kew. 

"  A  few  of  the  Indians  were  in  so- 
ciety in  my  time,  my  dear,"  says 
Lady  Kew,  musingly.*  "  My  father 
has  often  talked  to  me  about  BarwcU 
of  Stanstead,  and  his  house-  in  St. 
James's  Square;  the  man  who  or- 
dered *  more  curricles '  when  there 
were  not  carriages  enough  for  his 
guests.  I  was  taken  to  Mr.  Hastings' 
trial.  It  was  very  stupid  and  long. 
The  young  man,  the  painter,  I  sup- 
pose will  leave  his  paint-pots  now, 
and  set  up  as  a  gentleman.  I  sup- 
pose they  were  very  poor,  or  his  fa- 
ther would  not  have  put  him  to  such 
a  profession.  Barnes,  why  did  you 
not  make  him  a  clerk  in  the  bank, 
and  save  him  from  the  humiliation  1 " 

"  Humiliation  !  why,  he  is  proud 
of  it.  My  uncle  is  as  proud  as  a 
Plantagenet ;  though  he  is  as  humble 
as  —  as  what?  Give  me  a  simile, 
Barnes.  Do  you  know  what  my 
quarrel  with  Fanny  Follington  was 
about?  She  said  we  were  not  de- 
scended from  the  barber-surereon,  and 
laughed  at  the  Battle  of  Bosworth. 
She  says  our  great-grandfather  was  a 
weaver.     Was  he  a  weaver  1 " 

"  How  should  I  know  ?  and  what 
on  earth  does  it  matter,  my  child? 
Except  the  Gaunts,  the  Howards,  and 
one  or  two  more,  there  is  scarcely 
any  good  blood  in  England.  You 
are  lucky  in  sharing  some  of  mine. 
My  poor  Lord  Kew's  grandfather  was 
an  apothecary  at  Hampton  Court, 
and  founded  the  family  by  giving  a 
dose  of  rhubarb  to  Queen  Caroline. 
As  a  rule,  nobody  is  of  a  good  family. 
Did  n't  that  young  man,  that  son  of 
the  Colonel's,  go  about  last  year! 
H(^  did  he  get  in  society?  Where 
did  we  meet  him?  Oh!  at  Baden, 
yes ;  when  Baiiies  was  courting,  a- 
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my  grandson  —  yes,  my  grandson 
—  acted  so  wickedly."  Here  she 
began  to  cough,  and  to  tremble  so 
that  her  old  stick  shook  under  her 
hand.  "  Ring  the  bell  for  Ross.  Ross, 
I  will  go  to  bed.  Go  you  too,  Ethel. 
You  have  been  travelling  enough  to- 
day." 

"Her  memory  seems  to  fail  her  a 
little,"  Ethel  whispered  to  her  brother ; 
"  or  she  will  only  remember  what  she 
wishes.  Don't  vou  see  that  she  has 
grown  very  mucn  older  ?  " 

"  I  will  be  with  her  in  the  morning. 
I  have  business  ^  with  her,"  said 
Barnes. 

"  Good  night.  Give  my  love  to 
Clara,  and  kiss  the  little  ones  for  me. 
Have  you  done  what  you  promised 
me,  Barnes  ?  " 

"  What  ?  " 

"To  be  —  to  be  kind  to  Clara. 
Don't  say  cruel  things  to  her.  She 
has  a  high  spirit,  and  she  feels  them, 
though  she  says  nothing." 

'* Doesn't  she  ?  "  said  Barnes,  grim- 
ly 

"Ah,  Barnes,  be  gentle  with  her. 

Seldom  as  I  saw  you  together,  when 
I  lived  with  you  in  the  spring,  I  could 
Aee  that  you"^  were  harsh,  though  she 
affected  to  laugh  when  she  spoke  of 
your  conduct  to  her.  Be  kind.  I 
am  sure  it  is  the  best,  Barnes  ;  better 
than  all  the  wit  in  the  world.  Look 
at  grandmamma,  how  witty  she  was 
itnd  is ;  what  a  reputation  she  had, 
how  people  were  afraid  of  her ;  and 
see  her  now,  —  quite  alone." 

"  I  '11  see  her  in  the  morning  quite 
alone,  my  dear,"  says  Barnes,  waving 
A  little  gloved  hand.  "  By  —  by  !  " 
Mnd  his  brougham  drove  away.  While 
Ethel  Newcome  had  been  under  her 
brother's  roof,  where  I  and  friend 
Clive,  and  scores  of  others  had  been 
smartly  entertained,  there  had  been 
quarrels  and  recriminations,  misery 
and  heart-burning,  cruel  words  and 
shameful  struggles,  the  wretched  com- 
batants in  which  appeared  before  the 
world  with  smiling  faces,  resuming 
*:heir  battle  when  the  feast  was  con- 

ided  and  the  company  gone. 


On  the  next  morning,  when  Barnes 
came  to  visit  his  grandmother.  Miss 
Newcome  was  gone  away  to  see  her 
sister-in-law.  Lady  Kew  said,  with 
whom  she  was  going  to  pass  the  morn- 
ing ;  so  Barnes  and  Lady  Kew  had 
an  uninterrupted  tete-a-tetej  in  which 
the  former  acquainted  the  old  lady 
with  the  proposal  which  Colonel  New- 
come  had  made  to  him  on  the  pre- 
vious night. 

Lady  Kew  wondered  what  the  im- 
pudence of  the  world  would  come 
to.  An  artist  propose  for  Ethel ! 
One  of  her  footmen  might  propose 
next,  and  she  supposed  Barnes  would 
bring  the  message.  "  The  father 
came  and  proposed  for  this  young 
painter,  and  you  didn't  order  him 
out  of  the  room  ! " 

Barnes  laughed.  "  The  Colonel  is 
one  of  my  constituents.  I  can't  af- 
ford to  order  one  of  the  Bundlecund 
Banking  Company  out  of  its  own 
room." 

"  You  did  not  tell  Ethel  this  pretty 
news,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"Of  course  I  didn't  tell  Ethel. 
Nor  did  I  tell  the  Colonel  that  Ethel 
was  in  London.  He  fancies  her  in 
Scotland  with  your  Ladyship  at  this 
momfjnt." 

"  I  wish  the  Colonel  were  at  Cal- 
cutta, and  his  son  with  him.  I  wish 
he  was  in  the  Ganges,  I  wish  he  was 
under  Juggi'maut's  car,"  cried  the 
old  lady.  "  How  much  money  has 
the  wretch  really  got  ?  If  he  is  of 
importance  to  the  bank,  of  course  you 
must  keep  well  with  him.  Five  thou- 
sand a  year,  and  he  says  he  will  set- 
tle it  all  on  his  son  ?  He  must  be 
crazy.  There  is  nothing  some  of 
these  people  will  not  do,  no  sacrifice 
they  will  not  make,  to  ally  themselves 
with  good  families.  Certainly  you 
must  remain  on  good  terms  with  him 
and  his  bank.  And  we  must  say 
nothing  of  the  business  to  Ethel,  and 
trot  out  of  town  as  quickly  as  we  can. 
Let  me  see.  We  go  to  Drummington 
on  Saturday.  This  is  Tuesday.  Bar- 
kins,  you  will  keep  the  front  drawing- 
room  shutters  shut,  and  remember  we 
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are  not  in  town,  nnless  Lady  Glcn- 
livat  or  Lord  Farintosh  should  call." 

"Do  you  think  Farintosh  will  — 
will  call,  ma'am?  asked  Sir  Barnes 
demurely. 

"  He  will  be  going  through  to  New- 
market. He  has  been  where  we  have 
been  at  two  or  three  places  in  Scot- 
land," replies  the  lady,  with  equal 
gravity.  "His  poor  mother  wishes 
him  to  give  up  nis  bachelor's  life,  — 
as  well  she  may,  —  for  you  young  men 
are  terribly  dissipated.  Rossmont  is 
quite  a  regal  place.  His  Norfolk 
house  is  not  inferior.  A  young  man 
of  that  station  ought  to  marry,  and 
live  at  his  places,  and  be  an  example 
to  his  people,  instead  of  frittering  away 
his  time  at  Paris  and  Vienna  amongst 
the  most  odious  company." 

"  Is  he  going  to  Drummington  1 " 
asks  the  grandson. 

"  I  believe  he  has  been  invited. 
We  shall  go  to  Paris  for  November, 
h©  probably  will  be  there,"  answered 
the  Dowager,  casually ;  "  and  tired  of 
the  dissipated  life  he  has  been  leading, 
let  us  hope  he  will  mend  his  ways, 
and  find  a  virtuous,  well-bred  young 
woman  to  keep  him  right"  With 
this  her  Ladyship's  apothecary  is  an- 
nounced, and  her  banker  and  grand- 
son takes  his  leave. 

Sir  Barnes  walked  into  the  City 
with  his  umbrella,  read  his  letters, 
conferred  with  his  partners  and  confi- 
dential clerks ;  was  for  a  while  not 
the  exasperated  husband,  or  the  affec- 
tionate brother,  or  the  amiable  grand- 
son, but  the  shrewd,  bi'isk  banker, 
engaged  entirely  with  his  business. 
Presently  he  had  occasion  to  go  on 
'Change,  or  elsewhere,  to  confer  with 
brother  capitalists,  and  in  Comhill  be- 
hold he  meets  his  uncle,  Colonel  New- 
come,  riding  towards  the  liidia  House, 
a  groom  behind  him. 

The  Colonel  springs  off  his  horse, 
and  Barnes  greets  him  in  the  blandest 
manner.  "Have  you  any  news  for 
m  •,  Barnes  ?  "  cries  the  otncer. 

"  The  accounts  from  Calcutta  are 
remarkably  good.  That  cotton  is  of 
admirable  quality  really.    Mr.  Briggs, 


of  oar  house,  who  knows  cotton  as  well 
as  any  man  in  England,  says  —  " 

"  It 's  not  the  cotton,  my  dear  Sir 
Barnes,"  cries  the  other. 

"  The  bills  are  perfectly  good ; 
there  is  no  sort  of  difficulty  about 
them.  Our  house  will  take  half  a 
million  of  'em,  if —  " 

"  You  are  talking  of  bills,  and  I 
am  thinking  of  poor  Clive,"  the  Colo- 
nel interposes.  "  I  wish  you  could 
give  me  good  news  for  him,  Barnes." 

"  I  wish  I  could.  I  heartily  trust 
that  I  may  some  day.  My  good  wish- 
es you  know  are  enlisted  in  your  son's 
behalf,"  cries  Barnes,  gallantly. 
"  Droll  place  to  talk  sentiment  in  — 
Comhill,  isn't  it?  But  Ethel,  as  I 
told  you,  is  in  the  hands  of  higher 
powers,  and  we  must  conciliate  Lady 
Kew  if  we  can.  She  has  always  spo- 
ken very  highly  of  Clive ;  very." 

"  Had  I  not  best  go  to  her  ?  "  ^sks 
the  Colonel. 

"Into  the  North,  my  good  sir? 
She  is  —  ah  —  she  is  travelling  about. 
I  think  you  had  best  depend  upon  me. 
Good  morning.  In  the  City  we  have 
no  hearts,  you  know.  Colonel.  Be 
sure  you  shall  hear  from  me  as  soon 
as  Lady  Kew  and  Ethel  come  to 
tovm." 

And  the  banker  hurried  away, 
shaking  his  finger-tips  to  his  uncle, 
and  leaving  the  good  Colonel  utterly 
surprised  at  his  statements.  For  the 
fact  is,  the  Colonel  knew  that  Lady 
Kew  was  in  London,  having  been  ap- 
prised of  the  circumstance  in  the  sim- 
plest manner  in  the  world,  namely, 
by  a  note  from  Miss  Ethel,  which 
billet  he  had  in  his  pocket,  whilst  he 
was  talking  with  the  head  of  the 
house  of  Hobson  Brothers. 

"  My  dear  Uncle  "  (the  note  said), — 
"  How  glad  I  shall  be  to  see  you  I 
How  shall  I  thank  you  for  the  beauti- 
ful shawl,  and  the  kind,  kind  remem- 
brance of  me  1  I  found  your  present 
yesterday  evening  on  our  arrival  from 
the  North.  We  are  only  here  en  pas- 
sar^and  see  nobody  in  Queen  Street 
bu^amcs,  who  has  just  been  about 
business,  and  he  does  not  count,  yor 
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know.  I  shall  go  and  see  Clara  to- 
morrow, and  make  her  take  me  to  see 
your  pretty  friend,  Mrs.  Pendennis. 
How  glad  I  should  be  if  you  happened 
to  pay  Mrs.  P.  a  visit  about  two. 
Good  night.  I  thank  you  a  thousand 
times,  and  am  always  your  affection- 
ate— E. 

"  Queen  Street.  Tuesday  night. 
Twdve  o'dock," 

This  note  came  to  Colonel  New- 
come's  breakfast-table,  and  he  smoth- 
ered the  exclamation  of  wonder  which 
was  rising  to  his  lips^  not  choosing  to 
provoke  the  questions  of  Clive,  who 
sat  opposite  to  him.  Clive's  father 
was  in  a  wofiil  perplexity  all  that 
forenoon.  "Tuesday  night,  twelve 
o'clock,"  thought  he.  "  Why,  Barnes 
must  have  gone  to  his  grandmother 
from  my  dinner-table;  and  he  told 
me  she  was  out'  of  town,  and  said  so 
again  just  now  when  we  met  in  the 
City."  (The  Colonel  was  riding  to- 
wards Kichmond  at  this  time). 
**  What  cause  had  the  young  man  to 
tell  me  these  lies  ?  Lady  Kew  may 
not  wish  to  be  at  home  for  me,  but 
need  Barnes  Newcomc  say  what  is 
untrue  to  mislead  mcl  The  fellow 
actually  went  away  simpering,  and 
kissing  his  hand  to  me,  with  a  false- 
hood on  his  lips!  What  a  pretty 
villain  !  A  fellow  would  deserve,  and 
has  got,  a  horsewhipping  for  less. 
And  to  think  of  a  iJewcome  doing 
this  to  his  own  flesh  and  blood;  a 
young  Judas ! "  Very  sad  and  be- 
wildered, the  Colonel  rode  towards 
liichmond,  where  he  was  to  happen 
to  call  on  Mrs.  Pendennis. 

It  was  not  much  of  a  fib  that 
Barnes  had  told.  Lady  Kew  an- 
nouncing that  she  was  out  of  town, 
her  grandson  no  dou^t  thought  him- 
self justified  in  saying  so,  as  any 
other  of  her  servants  would  have 
done.  But  if  he  had  recollected  how 
Ethel  oame  down  with  the  Colonel's 
shawl  on  her  shoulders,  how  it  was 
possible  she  might  have  written  to 
thank  her  uncle,  surely  Barnes  New- 
come  would  not  have  pulled  that  un- 


lucky long-bow.  The  banker  had 
other  things  to  think  of  than  Ethel 
and  her  shawl. 

When  Thomas  Newcome  dismount- 
ed at  the  door  of  Honeymoon  Cot- 
tage, Richmond,  the  temporary  resi- 
dence of  A.  Pendennis,  Esq.,  one  of 
the  handsomest  young  women  in  Eng- 
land ran  into  uie  passage  with  out- 
stretched arms,  called  him  her  dear 
old  uncle,  and  gave  him  two  kisses, 
that  I  dare  say  brought  blushes  on  his 
lean  sunburnt  cheeks.  Ethel  clunc 
always  to  his  affection.  She  wanted 
that  man,  rather  than  any  other  in 
the  whole  world,  to  think  well  of  her. 
When  she  was  with  him,  she  was  the 
amiable  and  simple,  the  loving  im- 
petuous creature  of  old  times.  She 
chose  to  think  of  no  other.  Worldli- 
ness,  hcartlessness,  eager  scheming, 
cold  flirtations,  marquis-hunting  and 
the  like,  disappeared  for  a  while, — 
and  were  not,  as  she  sat  at  that  honest 
man's  side.  O  me!  that  we  should 
have  to  record  such  charges  against 
Ethel  Newcome ! 

"  He  was  come  home  for  good  now  ? 
He  would  never  leave  that  boy  he 
spoiled  so,  who  was  a  good  boy,  too ; 
sue  wished  she  could  see  him  oftencr. 
At  Paris,  at  Madame  de  Florae's,  — 
I  found  out  all  about  Madame  de 
Florae,  sir,"  says  Miss  Ethel,  with  a 
laugh,  —  "we  used  often  to  meet 
there ;  and  here,  sometimes,  in  Lon- 
don. But  in  London  it  was  different. 
Yon  know  what  peculiar  notions  some 
people  have;  and  as  I  live  with 
grandmamma,  who  is  most  kind  to 
me  and  my  brothers,  of  course  I  must 
obey  her,  and  see  her  friends  rather 
than  my  own.  She  likes  going  out 
into  the  world,  and  I  am  bound  in 
duty  to  go  with  her,"  &c.,  &c.  Thus 
the  young  lady  went  on  talking,  de- 
fendmg  herself  whom  nobody  attacked, 
protesting  her  dislike  to  gayetyand 
dissipation,  —  you  would  have  fancied 
her  an  artless  young  country  lass, 
only  longing  to  trip  back  to  ner  vil- 
lage, milk  her  cows  at  sunrise,  and 
sit  spinning  of  winter  evenings  by  the 
fire. 
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"  yThy  do  yon  come  and  spoil  my 
tcte-a-ttle  with  my  uncle,  Mr.  Fen- 
dcnnid  1 "  cries  the  young  lady  to  the 
master  of  the  house,  who  happens  to 
enter.  "  Of  all  the  men  in  the  world 
tlie  one  I  like  best  to  talk  to !  Does 
ho  not  look  younger  than  when  he 
went  to  India  ?  When  Clivc  marries 
that  pretty  little  Miss  Mackenzie,  you 
will  marry  again,  uncle,  and  I  will  be 
jealous  of  your  wife." 

"  Did  Barnes  tell  you  that  we  had 
met  last  night,  my  dear  ?  "  asks  the 
ColoneL 

"  Not  one  word.  Your  shawl  and 
your  dear  kind  note  told  me  you  were 
come.  Why  did  not  Barnes  tell  us  ? 
Why  do  you  look  so  grave  1 " 

"He  has  not  told  her  that  I  was 
henj,  and  would  have  me  believe  her 
absent,"  thought  Newcome,  as  his 
countenance  fell.  "  Shall  I  give  her 
my  own  messai:^,  and  plead  ray  poor 
boy's  cause  with  her  1"  I  know  not 
whether  he  was  about  to  lay  his  suit 
before  her;  he  said  himself  subse- 
quently that  his  mind  was  not  made 
up,  but  at  this  juncture  a  procession 
of  nur&cs  and  babies  made  their  ap- 
pearance, followed  by  the  two  mothers, 
who  had  been  comparing  their  mutual 
prodigies  (each  lady  having  her  own 
private  opinion),  —  Lady  Clara  and 
my  wife,  —  the  latter  for  once  gra- 
cious to  Lady  Clara  Newcome,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  infantine  company 
with  which  she  came  to  visit  Mrs. 
Pendennis. 

Luncheon  was  served  presently. 
The  carriajre  of  the  Newcomes  drove 
away,  my  wifo  smilingly  pardoning 
Ethel  for  the  assignation  which  the 
young  person  had  made  at  our  house. 
And  when  those  ladies  were  gone,  our 
good  Colonel  held  a  council  of  war 
with  us  his  two  friends,  and  told  us 
what  had  happened  between  him  and 
Barnes  on  that  morning  and  the  pre- 
vious night.  His  offer  to  sacrifice 
every  shilling  of  his  fortune  to  young 
Clive  seemed  to  him  to  be  perfectly 
simple  (though  the  recital  of  the  cir- 
cumstances brought  tears  into  my 
wife's  eyes),  —  he  mentioned  it  by  the 


way,  and  as  a  matter  that  was  scarcely 
to  call  for  comment,  much  less  praise. 

Barnes's  extraordinary  statements 
respecting  Lady  Kew's  absence  puz- 
zled the  elder  Newcome ;  and  he  spoke 
of  his  nephew's  conduct  with  much 
indignation.  In  vain  I  urged  that 
her  Ladyship  desiring  to  be  considered 
jibsent  from  London,  her  grandson 
was  bound  to  keep  her  secret  "  Keep 
her  secret,  yes !  Tell  me  lies,  no  1 
cries  out  the  Colonel.  Sir  Barnes's 
conduct  was  in  fact  indefensible, 
though  not  altogether  unusual,  —  the 
worst  deduction  to  be  drawn  from  it, 
in  my  opinion,  was,  that  Clive's 
chance  with  the  young  lady  was  but 
a  poor  one,  and  that  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come,  inclined  to  keep  his  uncle  in 
good -humor,  would  therefore  give 
him  no  disagreeable  refusal. 

Now  this  gentleman  could  no  more 
pardon  a  lie  than  he  could  utter  one. 
He  would  believe  all  and  everythinjj 
a  man  told  him  until  deceived  once, 
after  which  he  never  forgave.  And 
wrath  being  once  roused  in  his  simple 
mind  and  distrust  firmly  fixed  there, 
his  anger  and  prejudices  gathered 
dailv.  He  could  see  no  single  good 
quality  in  his  opponent ;  and  hated 
him  with  a  daily-increasing  bitter- 
ness. 

As  ill-luck  would  have  it,  that  very 
same  evening,  at  his  return  to  town, 
Thomas  Newcome  entered  Bavs's 
Club,  of  which,  at  our  request,  he  liad 
become  a  member  during  his  last 
visit  to  England,  and  there  was  Sir 
Barnes,  as  usual,  on  his  way  home- 
wards from  the  City.  Barnes  was 
writing  at  a  table,  and  sealing  and 
closing  a  letter,  as  he  saw  the  Colonel 
enter :  he  thought  he  had  been  (f  lit- 
tle inattentive  and  curt  with  his  un- 
cle in  the  morning  ;  had  remarked, 
perhaps,  the  expression  of  disap- 
proval on  the  Colonel's  countenance. 
He  simpered  up  to  his  uncle  as  the 
latter  entered  the  club-room,  and 
apologized  for  his  haste  when  they 
met  in  the  City  in  the  morning,  — 
all  City  men  were  so  busy !  "  And 
I  have  been  writing  about  this  litU'^ 
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r,  just  as  yon  came  in,"  he  said  : 
quite  a  moving  letter  to  Lady  Kew, 
I  assure  you,  and  I  do  hope  and  trust 
we  shall  have  a  favorable  answer  in  a 
day  or  two." 

**  You  said  her  Ladyship  was  in 
the  North,  I  think  ? "  said  the 
Colonel,  dryly. 

"O  yes, — in  the  North,  at  —  at 
Lord  Wallsend's,  —  great  coal -pro- 
prietor, you  know." 

"  And  your  sister  is  with  her  ?  " 
"  Ethel  is  always  with  her." 
"  I  hope  you  will  send  her  my  verv 
best  remembrances,"  said  the  Colonel. 
.    "  I  '11  open  the  letter,  and  add  *em 
in  a  postscript,"  said  Barnes. 

**  Confounded  liar ! "  cried  the 
Colonel,  mentioning  the  circumstance 
to  me  aftenvards,  "  why  does  not 
somebody  piteh  him  out  of  the  bow- 
window  ?  " 

If  we  were  in  the  secret  of  Sir 
Barnes  Newcomers  correspondence, 
and  ( ould  but  peep  into  that  particu- 
lar letter  to  his  grandmother,  I  dare 
say  we  should  read  that  he  had  seen 
the  Colonel,  who  was  very  anxious 
about  his  darling  youth's  suit,  but 
pursuant  to  Lady  Kcw*s  desire, 
Barnes  had  stoutly  maintained  that 
her  Ladyship  was  still  in  the  North, 
enjoying  the  genial  hospitality  of 
Lord  Wallsend.  That  of  course 
he  should  say  nothing  to  Ethel,  ex- 
cept with  Lady  Kew's  full  permis- 
sion :  that  he  wished  her  a  pleasant 

trip  to ,  and  was,  &c.,  &c. 

Then  if  we  could  follow  him,  we 
might  see  him  reach  his  Belgravian 
mansion,  and  fling  an  angry  word  to 
his  wife  as  she  sits  alone  in'  the  dark- 
ling drawing-room,  poring  over  the 
enfbers.    He  will   ask  her  probably 

with  an   oath,  why  the  she  is 

not  dressed,  and  if  she  always  intends 
to  keep  her  company  waiting  ?  An 
hour  hence,  each  with  a  smirk,  and 
the  lady  in  smart  raiment,  with 
flowers  in  her  hair,  will  be  greeting 
their  guests  as  they  arrive.  Then 
will  come  dinner  and  such  conver- 
sation as  it  brings.  Then  at  night 
Sir  Barnes  will  issue  forth,  cigar  in 


mouth  ;  to  return  to  his  own  cham- 
ber at  his  own  hour  ;  to  breakfast  by 
himself;  to  go  City-%vards,  money- 
getting.  He  will  see  his  children 
once  a  fortnight,  and  exchange  a 
dozen  sharp  w^ords  with  his  wife 
twice  in  that  time. 

More  and  more  sad  does  the  Lady 
Clara  become  from  day  to  day ;  liking 
more  to  sit  lonely  over  the  Arc ; 
careless  about  the  sarcasms  of  her 
husband  ;  the  prattle  of  her  children. 
She  cries  sometimes  over  the  cradle 
of  the  young  heir.  She  is  aweary, 
aweary.  You  understand  the  man  to 
whom  her  parents  sold  her  does  not 
make  her  happy,  though  she  has  been 
bought  with  diamonds,  two  carriages, 
several  large  footmen,  a  fine  country- 
house  with  delightful  gardens  and 
consen'atories,  and  with  all  this  she 
is  miserable,  —  is  it  possible  ? 


CHAPTER  LIIL 

IN  WHICH  KINSMEN   FALL  OUT. 

Not  the  least  diflicult  part  of 
Thomas  Newcomers  present  business 
was  to  keep  from  his  son  all  knowl- 
edge of  the  negotiation  in  which  he 
was  engaged  on  Clive*s  behalf.  If 
my  gentle  reader  has  had  sentimental 
disappointments,  he  or  she  is  aware 
that  the  friends  who  have  given  him 
most  sympathy  under  these  calamities 
have  been  persons  who  have  had  dis- 
mal histories  of  their  own  at  some  time 
of  their  lives,  and  I  conclude  Colonel 
Newcome  in  his  early  days  must  have 
suffered  very  cruelly  in  that  afl'air  of 
which  we  have  a  slight  cognizance,  or 
he  would  not  have  felt  so  very  much 
anxiety  about  Clivers  condition. 

A  few 'chapters  back  and  we  do- 
scribed  the  first  attack,  and  Clive's 
manful  cure :  then  we  had  to  indicate 
the  young  gentleman's  relapse,  and  the 
noisy  exclamations  of  the  youth  under 
this  second  outbreak  of  fever.  Calling 
him  back  after  she  had  dismissed  him, 
and  finding  pretext  after  pretext  to  see 
him, — why  did  the  girl  encourage  him. 
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as  she  certainly  did?  I  allow,  with 
Mrs.  Grundy  and  most  moralists,  that 
]VIiss  Newcome's  conduct  in  this  matter 
was  highly  reprehensible ;  that  if  slie 
did  not  intend  to  marry  Clive  she 
should  have  broken  with  him  alto- 
gether; that  a  virtuous  young  wo- 
man of  high  principle,  &c.,  &c,  having 
once  determmcd  to  reject  a  suitor, 
should  separate  from  him  utterly 
then  and  there,  —  never  give  him 
again  the  least  chance  of  a  hope,  or 
reillume  the  extinguished  fire  m  the 
wretch's  bosom. 

But  coquetry,  but  kindness,  but 
family  .affection,  and  a  strong,  very 
strong  partiality  for  the  rejected  lover, 

—  are  these  not  to  be  taken  in  ac- 
count, and  to  plead  as  excuses  for  her 
behavior  to  her  cousin?  The  least 
unworthy  part  of  her  conduct,  some 
critics  will  say,  was  that  desire  to  see 
Clive  and  be  well  with  him :  as  she 
felt  the  greatest  regard  for  him,  the 
showing  it  was  not  blamable;  and 
every  flutter  which  she  made  to  es- 
cape out  of  the  meshes  which  the 
world  had  cast  about  her  was  but 
the  natural  effort  at  liberty.  It  was 
her  prudence  which  was  wrong ;  and 
her  submission,  wherein  she  was  most 
culpable.  In  the  early  church  story,  do 
we  not  read  how  young  martyrs  con- 
stantly had  to  disobey  worldly  papas 
and  mammas,  who  would  haye  had 
them  silent,  and  not  utter  their  dan- 
gerous opinions?  how  their  parents 
locked  them  up,  kept  them  on  bread 
and  water,  whipped  and  tortured 
them,  in  order  to  enforce  obedience  1 

—  neyertheless  they  would  declare  the 
truth :  they  would  defy  the  gods  by 
law  established,  and  deliver  them- 
selves up  to  the  lions  or  the  torment- 
ors. Are  not  there  Heathen  Idols 
enshrined  amon<;  us  still  ?  Does  not 
the  world  worship  them,  and  persecute 
those  who  refuse  to  kneel  ?  Do  not 
many  timid  souts  sacrifice  to  them; 
and  other  bolder  spirits  rebel,  and, 
with  rage  at  their  hearts,  bend  down 
their  stubborn  knees  at  their  altars  ? 
See !  I  began  by  siding  with  Mrs. 
Grundy  and  the  world,  and  at  the 


next  turn  of  the  seesaw  haye  lighted 
down  on  Ethel's  side,  and  am  dis- 
posed to  think  that  the  yery  best  part 
of  her  conduct  has  been  those  es- 
capades which  —  which  right-minded 
persons  most  justly  condemn.  At 
least  that  a  young  beauty  should 
torture  a  man  with  alternate  liking 
and  indifference ;  allure,  dismiss,  and 
call  him  back  out  of  banishment ; 
practice  arts-to-please  upon  him,  and 
Ignore  them  wJhen  rebuked  for  her 
coquetry,  —  these  are  surely  occur- 
rences So  common  in  young  women's 
history  as  to  call  for  no  special  cen- 
sure :  and,  if  on  these  charges  Miss 
Newcome  is  guilty,  is  she,  of  all  her 
sex,  alone  in  her  criminality  ? 

So  Ethel  and  her  duenna  went 
away  upon  their  tour  of  visits  to 
mansions  so  splendid,  and  among 
hosts  and  guests  so  polite,  that  the 
present  modest  historian  does  not 
dare  to  follow  them.  Suffice  it  to 
say  that  Duke  This  and  Earl  That 
were,  according  to  their  hospitable 
custom,  entertaining  a  brilliant  circle 
of  friends  at  their  respective  castles, 
all  whose  names  the  Morning  Post 
gave ;  and  among  them  those  of 
Dowager  Countess  of  Kew,  and  Miss 
Newcome. 

During  her  absence  Thomas  New- 
come  grimly  awaited  the  result  of  his 
application  to  Barnes.  That  baronet 
showed  his  uncle  a  letter,  or  rather  a 
postscript,  from  Lady  Kew,  which 
had  prooably  been  dictated  by  Barnes 
himself,  in  which  the  Dowager  said 
she  was  greatly  touched  by  Colonel 
Newcome^  noble  offer;  that  thou^rh 
she  owned  she  had  very  diffcient 
views  for  her  granddaughter.  Miss 
Newcome's  choice  of  course  lay  with 
herself.  Meanwhile,  Lady  K.  and 
Ethel  were  engaged  in  a  round  of 
yisits  to  the  country,  and  there  would 
be  plenty  of  time  to  resume  this  sub- 
ject when  they  came  to  London  for 
the  season.  And,  lest  dear  Ethel's 
feelings  should  be  needlessly  agitated 
by  a  discussion  of  the  subject,  and  the 
Colonel  should  take  a  fancy  to  write  to 
her  privately,  Lady  Kew  gave  orders 
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that  all  letters  from  London  should  be 
despatched  under  cover  to  her  Lady- 
ship, and  carefully  examined  the  con- 
tain ts  of  the  packet  before  Ethel  re- 
i-eived  her  share  of  the  correspond- 
ence. 

To  write  to  her  jjersonally  on  the 
subject  of  the  marriage,  Thomas 
Newcome  had  determined  was  not  a 
proper  course  for  him  to  pursue. 
"  They  consider  themselves,"  says  he, 
"  above  us,  forsooth,  in  their  rank  of 
life,  (0  mercy!  what  pygmies  we 
are !  and  don't  angels  weep  at  the 
brief  authority  in  which  we  dress  our- 
selves up ! )  and  of  course  the  ap- 
proaches on  our  side  must  be  made  in 
regular  form,  and  the  parents  of  the 
young  people  must  act  for  them. 
Clive  is  too  honorable  a  man  to  wish 
to  conduct  the  affair  in  any  other 
way.  He  might  try  the  influence  of 
his  beaux  yeux,  and  run  off  to  Gretna 
with  a  girl  who  had  nothing;  but  the 
young  lady  being  wealthy,  and  his  re- 
lation, sir,  we  must  be  on  the  point  of 
honor ;  and  all  the  Kews  in  Christen- 
dom.sha'  n't  have  more  pride  than  we 
in  this  matter." 

All  this  time  we  are  keeping  Mr. 
Clive  purposely  in  the  background. 
His  face  is  so  woe-begone  that  we  do 
not  care  to  bring  it  forward  in  the 
family  picture.  His  case  is  so  com- 
mon that  surely  its  lugubrious  symp- 
toms need  not  be  described  at  length. 
He  works  away  fiercely  at  his  pictures, 
and  in  spiteof  himself  improves  in  his 
art.  He  sent  a  "  Combat  of  Caval- 
ry," and  a  picture  of  "  Sir  Brian  the 
Templar  carrying  off  Rebecca,"  to  the 
British  Institution  this  year ;  both  of 
which  pieces  were  praised  in  other 
journals  besides  the  Pall  Mall  Ga- 
zette. He  did  not  care  for  the  news- 
paper praises.  Ho  was  rather  sur- 
prised when  a  dealer  purchased  his 
"  Sir  Brian  the  Templar."  He  came 
and  went  from  our  house  a  melan- 
choly swain.  He  was  thankful  for 
[Laura's  kindness  and  pity.  J.  J.'s 
studio  was  his  principal  resort ;  and 
I  dare  say,  as  he  set  up  his  own  easel 
there,  and  worked  by  his  friend's  side. 


he  bemoaned  his  lot  to  his  sympathiz- 
ing friend. 

Sir  Barnes  Newcome's  family  was 
absent  from  Xiondon  during  the  win- 
ter. His  mother,  and  his  brothers 
and  sisters,  his  wife  and  his  two  chil- 
dren, were  gone  to  Newcome  for 
Christmas.  Some  six  weeks  after 
seeing  him,  Ethel  wrote  her  uncle  a 
kind,  merry- letter.  They  had  been 
performing  private  theatricals  at  the 
country-house  where  she  and  Lady 
Kew  were  staying.  "  Captain  Crack- 
thorpe  made  an  admirable  Jeremy 
Diddlerin  *  Raising  the  Wind.'  Lord 
Farintosh  broke  down  lamentably  as 
Fusbos  in  *  Bombastes  Furioso.' " 
Miss  Ethel  had  distinguished  herself 
in  both  of  these  facetious  little  come- 
dies. *•  I  should  like  Clive  to  paint 
me  as  Miss  Plainways,"  she  wrote. 
"I  wore  a  powd^d  front,  painted 
my  face  all  over  wrinkles,  imitated 
old  Lady  Griflinas  well  as  I  could, 
and  looked  sixty  at  least." 

Thomas  Newcome  wrote  an  answer 
to  his  fair  niece's  pleasant  letter: 
**  Clive,"  he  said,  "  would  be  happy 
to  bargain  to  paint  her,  and  nobody 
else  but  her,  all  the  days  of  his  life ; 
and,"  the  Colonel  was  sure,  "  would 
admire  her  nt  sixty  as  much  as  he 
did  now,  when  she  was  forty  years 
younger."  But,  determined  on  main- 
taining his  appointed  line  of  conduct 
respecting  Miss  Newcome,  he  carried 
his  letter  to  Sir  Barnes,  and  desired 
him  to  forward  it  to  his  sister.  Sir 
Barnes  took  the  note,  and  promised 
to  despatch  it.  The  communications 
between  him  and  his  uncle  had  been 
very  brief  and  cold,  since  the  telling 
of  those  little  fibs  concerning  old 
Ladv  Kew's  visits  to  London,  which 
the  Baronet  dismissed  from  his  mind 
as  soon  as  they  were  spoken,  and 
which  the  good  Colonel  never  could 
forgive.  Barnes  asked  his  nncle  to 
dinner  once  or  twice,  but  the  Colonel 
was  engaged.  How  was  Barnes  to 
know  the  reason  of  the  elder's  refu- 
sal ?  A  London  man,  a  banker  and 
a  member  of  Parliament  has  a  thou- 
sand things  to  think  of;  and  no  time 
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to  wonder  that  friends  refuse  his  invi- 
tations to  dinner.  Barnes  continued 
to  grin  and  smile  most  affectionately 
when  he  met  the  Colonel ;  to  press 
his  hand,  to  congratulate  him  on  the 
last  accounts  from  India,  unconscious 
of  the  scorn  and  distrust  with  which 
his  senior  mentaHy  regarded  him. 
"  Old  boy  is  doubtful  about  the  young 
cub's  love-affair,"  the  Baronet  may 
have  thought.  "  We  '11  ease  his  old 
mind  on  that  point  some  time  hence.'' 
No  doubt  Barnes  thought  he  was  con- 
ducting the  business  very  smartly  and 
diplomatically. 

1  heard  myself  news  at  this  period 
from  the  gallant  Crackthorpe,  wliich, 
being  interested  in  my  young  friend's 
happiness,  filled  me  with  some  dis- 
may. "  Our  friend  the  painter  and 
glazier  has  been  hankering  about  our 
barracks  at  Knightsbridge  "  (the  no- 
ble Life  Guards  Gr^n  had  now 
pitched  their  tents  in  that  suburb), 
"  and  pumping  me  about  la  belle  cou- 
girie.  I  don't  like  to  break  it  to  him, 
—  I  don't'  really,  now.  But  it 's  all 
up  with  his  chance,  I  think.  Those 
private  theatricals  at  Fallowfield  have 
done  Farintosh's  business.  He  used 
to  rave  about  the  Newcome  to  me,  as 
we  were  riding  home  from  hunting. 
He  gave  Bob  Henchman  the  lie,  who 
told  a  story  which  Bob  got  from  his 
man,  who  had  it  from  Miss  New- 
come's  lady's-maid,  about  —  about 
some  journey  to  Brighton,  which  the 
cousins  took."  Here  Mr.  Crack- 
thorpe grinned  most  facetiously. 
"  Farintosh  swore  he  'd  knock  Hench- 
man down ;  and  vows  he  will  be  the 
death  of — will  murder  our  friend 
Clive  when  he  comes  to  town.  As  for 
Henchman,  he  was  in  a  desperate  way. 
He  lives  on  the  Marquis,  you  know, 
and  Farintosh's  anger  or  his  marriage 
will  be  the  loss  of  free  quarters,  and 
ever  so  many  good  dinners  a  year  to 
him."  I  did  not  deem  it  necessary 
to  impart  Crackthorpe's  story  to 
Clive,  or  explain  to  him  the  reason 
why  Lord  Farintosh  scowled  most 
fiercely  upon  the  young  painter,  and 
passed  him  without  any  other  sign  of 


recognition  one  day  as  Clive  and  I 
were  walking  together  in  Pall  Mall. 
If  my  Lord'  wanted  a  quarrel,  young 
Clive  was  not  a  man  to  balk  him, 
and  would  have  been  a  very  fierce 
customer  to  deal  with,  in  his  actual 
state  of  mind. 

A  pauper  child  in  London  at  seven 
years  old  knows  how  to  go  to  market, 
to  fetch  the  beer,  to  pawn  father's 
coat,  to  choose  the  largest  fried  fish  or 
the  nicest  ham-bone,  to  nurse  Mary 
Jane  of  three,  —  to  conduct  a  hundred 
operations  of  trade  or  housekeeping, 
which  a  little  Belgravian  does  not 

f)erhaps  acquire  in  all  the  days  of  her 
ife.  Poverty  and  necessity  force  this 
precociousness  on  the  poor  little  brat. 
There  are  children  who  are  accom- 
plished shop-lifters  and  liars  almost 
}H  soon  as  they  can  toddle  and  speak. 
I  dare  say  little  Princes  know  the 
laws  of  etiquette  as  regards  them- 
selves, and  the  respect  due  to  their 
rank  at  a  very  early  period  of  their 
royal  existence.  Every  one  of  us,  ac- 
cording to  his  degree,  can  point  to 
the  Princekins  of  private  life  who  are 
flattered  and  worshipped,  and  whose 
little  shoes  grown  men  kiss  as  soon 
almost  as  they  walk  upon  ground. 

It  is  a  wonder  what  human  nature 
will  support :  and  that,  considering 
the  amount  of  flattery  some  people 
are  crammed  with  from  their  cradles, 
they  do  not  giow  worse  and  more  self- 
ish than  they  are.  Our  poor  little  pau- 
per just  mentioned  is  dosed  with 
Daffy's  Elixir,  and  somehow  survives 
the  drug.  Princekin  or  lordkin  from 
his  earliest  days  has  nurses,  depend- 
ants, governesses,  little  friends,  school- 
fellows, schoolmasters,  fellow-colle- 
gians, college  tutors,  stewards  and 
valets,  led-captains  of  his  suite,  and 
women  innumerable  flattering  hi  m  and 
doing  him  honor.  The  tradesman's 
manner,  which  to  you  and  me  is  decent- 
ly respectful,  becomes  straightway 
frantically  servile  before  Princekin. 
Folks  at  railwav  stations  whisper  to 
their  families,  "  That 's  the  Marquis  of 
Farintosh,"  and  look  hard  at  him  as 
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he  passes.  Landlords  en-,  "  This 
way,  my  Lord ;  this  room  for  your 
Lordship."  They  say  at  public  schools 
Princekm  is  taught  the  beauties  of 
equality,  and  thrashed  into  some  kind 
of  subordination.  Psha!  Toad-eaters 
in  pinafores  surround  Princekin.  Do 
not  respectable  people  send  their  chil- 
dren so  as  to  be  at  the  same  school 
with  him;  don't  they  follow  him  to 
college,  and  eat  his  toads  through 
life  ? 

And  as  for  women,  —  O  my  dear 
friends  and  brethren  in  this  vale  of 
tears,  —  did  you  ever  see  anything  so 
curious,  monstrous,  and  amazing:  as 
the  way  in  which  women  court  Prince- 
kin  when  he  is  marriageable,  and 
pursue  him  with  their  daughters? 
Who  was  the  British  nobleman  in  old 
old  days  who  brought  his  three  daugh- 
ters to  the  King  of  Mercia,  that  his 
Majesty  might  choose  one  after  in- 
spection? Mercia  was  but  a  petty 
province,  and  its  king  in  fact  a  Pnnce- 
Kin.  Ever  since  those  extremely  an- 
cient and  venerable  times  the  custom 
exists  not  only  in  Mercia,  but  in  all 
the  rest  of  the  provinces  inhabited  by 
the  Angles,  and  before  Princekins 
the  daughters  of  our  nobles  are  trotted 
but. 

There  was  no  day  of  his  life  which 
our  young  acquaintance,  the  Marquis 
of  Farintosh,  could  remember  on 
which  he  had  not  been  flattered ;  and 
no  society  which  did  not  pay  him 
court.  At  a  private  school  ne  could 
i^collect  the  master's  wife  stroking 
his  pretty  curls  and  treating  him  fur- 
tively to  goodies ;  at  college  he  had 
the  tutor  simpering  and  Sowing  as 
he  swaggered  over  the  grass-plat ;  old 
men  at  clubs  would  make  way  for 
him  and  fawn  on  him,  —  not  your 
mere  picque  assiettes  and  penniless 
parasites,  but  most  respectable  toad- 
eaters,  fathers  of  honest  families,  gen- 
tlemen themselves  of  good  station, 
who  respected  this  young  gentleman 
as  one  of  the  institutions  of  their 
country,  and  admired  the  wisdom  of 
the  nation  that  set  him  to  legislate 
over    us.      When    Lord    Farintosh 


walked  the  streets  at  night,  he  felt 
himself  like  Haroun  Alraschid,  — 
(that  is,  he  would  have  felt  so  had 
he  ever  heard  of  the  Arabian  poten- 
tate),—  a  monarch  in  disguise  affa- 
bly observing  and  promenading  the 
city.  And  let  us  be  sure  there  was  a 
Mcsrour  in  his  train  to  knock  at  the 
doors  for  him  and  run  the  errands  of 
this  young  caliph.  Of  course  he  met 
with  scores  of  men  in  life  who  neither 
flattered  him  nor  would  suffer  his  airs ; 
but  he  did  not  like  the  company  of 
such,  or  for  the  sake  of  truth  to  un- 
dergo  the  ordeal  of  being  laughed  at: 
he  preferred  toadies,  generally  speak- 
ing. "  I  like,"  says  he,  "  you  know, 
those  fellows  who  are  always  saying 
pleasant  things,  you  know,  and  who 
would  run  from  here  to  Hammer- 
smith if  I  asked  *em,  —  much  better 
than  those  fellows  who  are  always 
making  fun  of  me,  you  know."  A 
man  of  his  station  who  likes  flatter- 
ers need  not  shut  himself  up ;  be  can 
get  plenty  of  society. 

As  for  women,  it  was  his  Lordship's 
opinion  that  every  daughter  of  Eve 
was  bent  on  marrying  him.  A  Scotch 
marquis,  an  English  earl,  of  the  best 
blood  in  the  empire,  with  a  handsome 
person,  and  a  fortune  of  fifteen  thou- 
sand a  year,  how  could  the  poor  crea- 
tures do  otherwise  than  long  for  him  ? 
He  blandly  received  their  caresses ; 
took  their  coaxing  and  cajolery  as 
matters  of  course ;  and  surveyed  the 
beauties  of  his  time  as  the  Caliph  the 
raoonfaces  of  his  harem.  My  Lord 
intended  to  marry  certainly.  He  did 
not  care  for  money,  nor  for  rank ;  he 
expected  consummate  beauty  and  tal- 
ent, and  some  day  would  fling  his 
handkerchief  to  the  possessor  of  these, 
and  place  her  by  his  side  upon  the 
Farintosh  throne. 

At  this  time  there  were  but  two  or 
three  young  ladies  in  society  endowed 
with  tlie  necessary  qualifications,  or 
who  found  favor  in  his  eyes.  His 
Lordship  hesitated  in  his  selection 
from  these  beauties.  He  was  not  in 
a  hurry,  he  was  not  angry  at  the  no- 
tion that  Lady  Kew  (and  Miss  New* 
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come  with  her)  halited  him.  What 
eke  should  they  do  but  pursue  an  ob- 
ject so  charming  ?  Everybody  hunt- 
e<l  him.  .  The  other  young  ladies, 
"whom  we  need  not  mention,  lan- 
guished after  him  still  more  longing- 
ly. He  had  little  notes  from  these; 
presents  of  purses  worked  by  them, 
and  cigar-cases  embroidered  with  his 
coronet.  They  sang  to  him  in  cosey 
boudoirs,  —  mamma  went  out  of  the 
room,  and  sister  Ann  forgot  some- 
thing in  the  drawing-room.  They 
o-jlcd  him  as  they  sang.  Trembling 
tliuy  gave  liim  a  little  foot  to  mount 
tlicm,  that  they  might  ride  on  horse- 
back with  him.  They  tripped  along 
by  his  side  from  the  Hall  to  the  pret- 
ty county  church  on  Sundays.  They 
warbled  hymns,  sweetly  looking  at 
him  the  while  mamma  whispered  con- 
iidentially  to  him,  "  What  an  angel 
Cecilia  is  ! "  And  so  forth,  and  so 
forth, — with  which  chaff  our  noble 
bird  was  by  no  means  to  be  caught. 
When  he  had  made  up  his  great  mind 
that  the  time  was  come,  and  the  wo- 
man, he  was  ready  to  give  a  Mnr- 
chioness  of  Farintosh  to  the  English 
nation. 

Miss  Newcome  has  been  compared 
ere  this  to  the  statue  of  "Huntress 
Diana  "  at  the  Louvre,  whose  haughty 
figure  and  beauty  the  young  lady  in- 
deed somewhat  resembled.  I  was  not 
present  when  Diana  and  Diana's 
grandmother  hunted  the  noble  Scot- 
tish stag  of  whom  we  have  just  been 
writing ;  nor  care  to  know  how  many 
times  Lord  Farintosh  escaped,  and 
how  at  last  he  was  brought  to  bay 
and  taken  by  his  resolute  pursuers. 
Paris,  it  appears,  was  the  scene  of  his 
fall  and  capture.  The  news  was  no 
doubt  well  known  amongst  Lord  Far- 
intosh's  brother  dandies,  among  ex- 
asperated matrons  and  virgins  in  May 
Fair,  and  in  polite  society  generally, 
before  it  came  to  simple  Tom  New- 
come  and  his  son.  Not  a  word  on  the 
subject  had  Sir  Barnes  mentioned  to 
the  Colonel :  perhaps  not  choosing  to 
gpeak  till  thomtelligenccwas  authen- 


ticated ;  perhaps  not  wishing  to  be 
the  bearer  of  tidings  so  painful. 

Though  the  Colonel  may  have  read 
in  his  Pall  Mall  Gazette  a  paragraph 
which    announced    an    approaching- 

MARRIAGE  IN   HIGH   LIFE,  "bctwecn 

a  noble  young  marquis  and  an 
accomplished  and  beautiful  young 
lady,  daughter  and  sister  of  a 
Northern  baronet,"  he  did  not  know 
who  were  the  fashionable  persons 
about  to  be  made  happy,  nor,  until  he 
received  a  letter  from -an  old  friend 
who  lived  at  Paris,  was  the  fact  con- 
veyed to  him.  Here  is  the  letter  pre- 
served by  him  along  with  all  that  he 
ever  received  from  the  same  hand :  — 

"  Rns  St.  Domiriqub,  St.  Germain, 

Pabis,  10  Fev. 

"  So  behold  you  of  return,  my 
friend !  you  quit  forever  the  sword 
and  those  arid  plains  where  you  have 
passed  so  many  years  of  your  lile, 
separated  from  those  to  whom,  at  the 
commencement,  you  held  very  nearly. 
Did  it  not  seem  once  as  if  two 
hands  never  could  unlock,  so  closely 
were  they  enlaced  together?  Ah, 
mine  are  old  and  feeble  now;  forty 
years  have  passed  since  the  time  when 
you  used  to  say,  they  were  young  and 
fair.  How  well  I  remember  me  of 
every  one  of  those  days,  though  there 
is  a  death  between  me  and  them,  and 
it  is  as  across  a  grave  I  review  them. 
Yet  another  parting,  and  tears  and 
regrets  are  finished.  Tenezy  I  do  not 
believe  them  when  they  say  there  is 
no  meeting  for  us  afterwards,  there 
above.  To  what  good  to  have  seen 
you,  friend,  if  we  are  to  part  here, 
and  in  heaven  too  ?  I  have  not  aU 
together  forgotten  your  language,  is 
it  not  so  ?  I  remember  it  because  it  was 
yours,  and  that  of  my  happy  days.  I 
radote  like  an  old  woman  as  I  am.  M. 
de  Florae  has  known  my  history  from 
the  commencement.  May  I  not  say 
that  after  so  many  of  years  I  have 
been  faithful  to  him  and  to  all  my 
promises  ?  When  the  end  comes  with 
its  great  absolution,  1  shall  not  be 
sorry..   One  supports  the  combats  of 
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life,  but  they  are  long,  and  one  comes 
from  them  very  wounded ;  ah,  when 
shall  they  be  over  ? 

"  You  return  and  I  salute  you  with 
wishes  for  parting.  How  much  ego- 
tism !  I  have  another  project  which 
I  please  myself  to  arrange.  You 
know  how  I  am  arrived  to  love  Clive 
as  my  own  child.    I  very  quick  sur- 

Erised  his  secret,  the  poor  boy,  when 
e  was  here  it  is  twenty  months.  He 
looked  so  like  you  as  I  repeal  me  of 
ou  in  the  old  time!  He  told  me 
e  had  no  hope  of  his  beautiful  cous- 
in. I  have  heard  of  the  fine  marriage 
that  one  makes  her.  Paul,  my  son, 
has  been  at  the  English  Ambassade 
last  night  and  has  made  his  congratu- 
lations to  M.  de  Farintosh.  Paul 
says  him  handsome,  young,  not  too 
spiritual,  rich  and  haughty,  like  all 
noble  Montagnards. 

"  But  it  is  not  of  M.  de  Farintosh 
I  write,  whose  marriage,  without 
doubt,  has  been  announced  to  you. 
I  have  a  little  project,  very  foolish, 
perhaps.  You  know  Mr.  the  Duke 
of  Ivry  has  left  me  gnardian  of  his 
little  daughter  Antoinette,  whose 
qffreuse  mother  no  one  sees  more. 
Antoinette  is  pretty  and  good,  and 
soft,  and  with  an  affectionate  heart. 
I  love  her  already  as  my  infant.  I 
wish  to  bring  her  up,  and  that  Clive 
should  marry  her.  They  say  you 
are  returned  very  rich.  What  follies 
are  these  I  write  !  In  the  long  even- 
ings of  winter,  the  children  escaped 
it  is  a  long  time  from  the  maternal 
nest,  a  silent  old  man  my  only  com- 
pany, —  I  live  but  of  the  past ;  and 
play  with  its  souvenirs  as  the  detained 
caress  little  birds,  little  flowers,  in 
their  prisons.  I  was  bom  for  the 
happiness  ;  my  God !  I  have  learned 
it  in  knowing  you.  In  losing  you  I 
have  lost  it.  It  is  not  against  the 
will  of  Heaven  I  oppose  myself.  It 
is  man,  who  makes  himself  so  much 
of  this  evil  and  misery,  this  slavery, 
these  tears,  these  crimes,  perhaps. 

"  This  marriage  of  the  young 
Scotch  marquis  and  the  fair  Ethel 
(I  love  her  in  spite  of  all,  and  shall 


see  her  soon  and  congratulate  her, 
for,  do  you  sec,  I  might  have  stopped 
this  fine  marriage,  and  did  my  best 
and  more  than  my  duty  for  our  poor 
Clive  ?)  shall  make  itself  in-London 
next  spring,  I  hear.  You  shall  assist 
scarcely  at  the  ceremonv;  he,  poor 
boy,  shall  not  care  to  be  there  !  Bring 
him  to  Paris  to  make  the  court  to 
my  little  Antoinette:  bring  him  to 
Paris  to  his  good  friend,  Cohtesse 
DE  Florac. 

"  I  read  marvels  of  his  works  in  an 
English  journal,  which  one  sends 
me." 

Clive  was  not  by  when  this  letter 
reached  his  father.  Clive  was  in  his 
painting-room,  and  lest  he  should 
meet  his  son,  and  in  order  to  devise 
the  best  means  of  breaking  the  news 
to  the  lad,  Thomas  Newcome  re- 
treated out  of  doors ;  and  from  the 
Oriental  he  crossed  Oxford  Street, 
and  from  Oxford  Street  he  stalked 
over  the  roomy  pavements  of  Glouces- 
ter Place,  and  there  he  bethought  him 
how  he  had  neglected  Mrs.  Hobspn 
Newcome  of  late,  and  the  interesting 
family  of  Bryanstone  Square.  So 
he  went  to  leave  his  card  at  Maria's 
door :  her  daughters,  as  we  have  said, 
are  quite  grown  girls.  If  thev  have 
been  lectured,  and  learning,  and  back- 
boarded,  and  practising,  and  using 
the  globes,  and  laying  in  a  store  of 
'ologies,  ever  since,  what  a  .deal  they 
must  know  !  Colonel  Newcome  was 
admitted  to  see  his  nieces,  and  Con- 
summate Virtue,  their  parent.  Maria 
was  charmed  to  see  her  brother-in- 
law  ;;^she  greeted  him  with  reproachful 
tenderness:  "Why,  why,"  her  fine 
eyes  seemed  to  say,  "  have  you  so 
long  neglected  ns  ?  Do  you  think 
because  I  am  wise,  and  gifted,  and . 
good,  and  you  are,  it  must  be  con- 
fesssed,  a  poor  creature  with  no  educa- 
tion, I  am  not  also  affable  ?  Come, 
let  the  prodigal  be  welcomed  by  his 
virtuous  relatives:  come  and  lunch 
with  us.  Colonel !  "  He  sat  down  ac- 
cordingly to  the  family  tiffin. 

When  the  meal  was  over,  the  moth- 
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er,  who  had  matter  of  importance  to  im- 
part to  himj  besought  him  to  go  to  the 
drawing-room,  and  there  poured  out 
such  a  eulogy  upon  her  children's 
qualities  as  fond  mothers  know  how 
to  utter.  They  knew  this  and  they 
knew  that.  They  were  instructed  by 
the  most  eminent  professors ;  "  that 
wretched  Frenchwoman,  whom  you 
may  remember  here,  Mademoiselle 
Lenoir,"  Maria  remarked  parentheti- 
cally, "  turned  out  O  frightfully !  She 
taught  the  girls  the  worst  accent,  it 
appears.  Her  father  was  n(rf  a  colo- 
nel ;  he  was  —  Oh !  never  mind  !  It  is 
a  mercy  I  got  rid  of  that.;?enrf«A  tDO- 
man,  and  before  my  precious  ones 
knew  what  she  was  !  "  And  then  fol- 
lowed details  of  the  perfections  of  the 
two  girls,  with  occasional  side-shots 
at  Lady  Ann's  family,  just  as  in  the 
old  time.  "  Why  don't  you  bring 
your  boy,  whom  I  have  always  loved 
as  a  son,  and  who  avoids  me  ?  Why 
does  not  Clive  know  his  cousins? 
They  are  very  different  from  others  of 
his  kinswomen,  who  think  but  of  the 
heartless  toorld." 

"I  fear,  Maria,  there  is  too  much 
truth  in  what  you  say,"  sighs  the 
Colonel,  drumming  on  a  book  on 
the  drawing-room  table,  and  looking 
down  sees  it  is  a  great,  large,  square, 
gilt  Peerage,  open  at  Farintosh, 
Marquis  op.  —  Fergus  Angus  Mal- 
colm Mungo  Roy,  Marquis  of  Farin- 
tosh, Earl  of  Glenlivat,  in  the  peer- 
age of  Scotland ;  also  Eai'l  of  Ross- 
mont,  in  that  of  the  United  Kingdom. 
Son  of  Angus  Fergus  Malcolm,  Earl 
of  Glenlivat,  and  grandson  and  heir 
of  Malcolm  Mungo  Angus,  first  Mar- 
quis of  Farintosh,  and  twenty-fifth 
Earl,  &c.,  &c 

"  You  have  heard  the  news  regard- 
ing Ethel  1 "  remarks  Mrs.  Hobson. 

"  I  have  just  heard,"  says  the  poor 
Colonel. 

"  I  have  a  letter  from  Ann  this 
morning,"  Maria  continues.  "  They 
are  of  course  delighted  with  the  match. 
Lord  Farintosh  is  wealthy,  handsome ; 
has  been  a  little  wild,  I  hear ;  is  not 
such  a  husband  as  I  would  choose  for 

17 


my  darlings,  but  poor  Brian's  family 
have  been  educated  to  love  the  world ; 
and  Ethel  no  doubt  is  flattered  by  the 
prospects  befo^p  her.  I  have  heard 
that  some  one  else  was  a  little  ^pris  in 
that  quarter.  How  does  Clive  bear 
the  news,  my  dear  Colonel  ?  " 

"  He  has  long  expected  it,"  says 
the  Colonel,  rising ;  "  and  I  left  him 
veiy  cheerful  at  breakfast  this  morn- 
ing." 

**  Send  him  to  see  us,  the  naughty 
boy  ! "  cries  Maria.  "  We  don  t 
change ;  we  remember  old  times,  to 
us  he  will  ever  be  welcome !  "  And 
with  this  confirmation  of  Madame  de 
Florae's  news,  Thomas  Newcome 
walked  sadly  homewards. 

And  now  Thomas  Newcome  had  to 
hreak  the  news  to  his  son ;  who  re- 
ceived the  shot  in  such  a  way  as 
caused  his  friends  and  confidants  to 
admire  his  high  spirit.  He  said  he 
had  long  be^n  expecting  some  such 
announcement :  it  was  many  months 
since  Ethel  bad  prepared  him  for  it. 
Under  her  peculiar  circumstances  he 
did  not  see  now  she  could  act  other- 
wise than  she  had  done.  And  ho 
narrated  to  the  Colonel  the  substance 
of  the  conversation  which  the  two 
young  people  had  had  together  seve- 
ral months  before,  in  Madame  de  Flo- 
rae's garden. 

Clive's  father  did  not  tell  his  son 
of  his  own  bootless  negotiation  with 
Barnes  Newcome.  There  was  no 
need  to  recall  that  now ;  but  the  Colo- 
nel's wrath  against  his  nephew  ex- 
ploded in  conversation  with  me,  who 
was  the  confidant  of  father  and  son  in 
this  business.  Ever  since  that  luck- 
less day  when  Barnes  thought  proper 
to  —  to  give  a  wrong  address  for  Lady 
Kew,  Thomas  Newcome's  anger  had 
been  growing.  He  smothered  it  yet 
for  a  while,  sent  a  letter  to  Lady 
Ann  Newcome  briefly  congratulating 
her  on  the  choice  which  he  had  heard 
Miss  Newcome  had  made ;  and  in  ac- 
knowledgment of  Madame  de  Florae's 
more  sentimental  epistle  he  wrote  a 
reply  which  has  not  been  preserved, 
but  in  which  he  bade  her  rebuke  K" 
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^  Newcome  for  not  having  answered 
him  when  he  wrote  to  her,  and  not 
having  acquainted  her  old  uncle  with 
licr  projected  union. 

To  this  message  Ethel  wrote  back 
a  brief  hurried  reply ;  it  said  :  — 

"I  saw  Madame  de  Florae  last 
night  at  her  daughter's  reception,  and 
she  gave  mo  my  dear  uncle's  messa- 
ges. Yes,  the  news  is  true  which  you 
have  heard  from  Madame  de  Florae, 
and  in  Bryanstone  Square.  I  did  not 
like  to  write  it  to  vou,  because  I  know 
one  whom  I  regard  as  a  brother  (and 
a  great,  great  deal  better),  and  to 
whom  I  know  it  will  give  pain.  He 
knows  that  I  have  done  viy  duty,  and 
why  I  have  acted  as  I  have  done. 
God  bless  him  and  his  dear  father. 

"  What  is  this  about  a  letter  which 
I  never  answered?  Grandmamma 
knows  nothing  about  a  letter.  Mam- 
ma has  enclosed  to  me  that  which 
you  wrote  to  her,  but  there  has  been 
no  l£tt€r  from  T;  N.  to  his  sincere  and 
affectionate —  E.  N. 

"  Rue  de  Rivoli.    Friday." 

This  was  too  much,  and  he  cup 
of  Thomas  Newcome's  wrath  over- 
flowed. Barnes  had  lied  about  Ethel's 
visit  to  London  ;  Barnes  had  lied  in 
saying  that  he  delivered  the  message 
with  which  his  uncle  charged  him; 
Barnes  had  lied  about  the  letter  which 
he  had  received,  and'never  sent.  With 
these  accusations  firmly  proven  in  his 
mind  against  his  nephew,  the  Colonel 
went  down  to  confront  that  sinner. 

Wherever  he  should  find  Barnes, 
.  Thomas  Newcome  was  determined  to 
tell  him  his  mind.  Should  they  meet 
on  the  steps  of  a  church,  on  the  flags 
of  'Change,  or  in  the  newspaper-room 
vt  Bays's  at  evening-paper  time,  when 
men  most  do  congregate,  Thomas 
the  Colonel  was  determined  upon  ex- 
posing and  chastising  his  father's 
grandson.  With  Ethel's  letter  in  his 
pocket,  he  took  his  way  into  the  City, 
penetrated  into  the  unsuspecting 
l»ack-parlor  of  Hobson's  bank,  and 
was  disappointed  at  first  at  only  find- 
ing his  half-brother  Hobson  there  en- 
gaged  over   his    newspaper.      Tl)e 


Colonel  signified  his  wish  to  see  Sh 
Barnes  Newcome.  "  Sir  Barnt.»  waa 
not  come  in  yet.  You  've  heard 
about  the  marriage  ?  "  says  Hobson. 
"  Great  news  for  the  Barnes's,  ain't 
it  ?  The  head  of  the  house  is  as 
proud  as  a  peacock  about  it :  —  said 
he  was  going  out  to  Samuels  the  dia- 
mond-merchant's ;  going  to  make  his 
sister  some  uncommon  fine  present. 
Jolly  to  be  uncle  to  a  marquis,  ain't 
it,  Colonel  ?  1  '11  have  nothing  under 
a  duke  for  my  girls.  I  say,  I  know 
whose  nose  is  out  of  joint.  But 
young  fellows  get  over  these  things, 
and  Clive  won't  die  this  time,  I  dare 


say." 


While  Hobson  Newcome  made 
these  satiric  and  facetious  remarks, 
his  half-brother  paced  up  and  down 
the  glass  parlor,  scowling  over  the 
panes  into  the  bank  where  the  busy 
young  clerks  sat  before  their  ledgers. 
At  last  he  gave  an  "  Ah  ! "  as  of  sat- 
isfaction. Indeed  he  had  seen  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  enter  into  the  bank. 

The  Barpnet  stopped  and  spoke 
with  a  clerk,  and  presently  entered, 
followed  by  that  young  gentleman 
into  his  private  parlor.  Barnes  tried 
to  grin  when  he  saw  his  uncle,  and 
held  out  his  hand  to  greet  the  Colonel » 
but  the  Colonel  put  both  his  behind 
his  back  :  —  that  which  carried  his 
faithful  bamboo  i^ane  shook  nervous- 
ly. Barnes  wac  aware  that  the  Colo- 
nel had  the  news.  *'  I  was  going 
to  —  to  write  to  you  this  morning, 
with  —  with  some  intelligence  that  I 
am — very  —  very  sorry  to  give." 

"  This  young  gentleman  is  one  of 
your  clerks  ?  '*  asked  Thomas  New- 
come,  blandly. 

"  Yes ;  Mr.  Boltby,  who  has  your 
private  account.  This  is  Colonel 
Newcome,  Mr.  Boltby,"  says  Sir 
Barnes,  4n  some  wonder. 

"  Mr.  Boltby,  brother  Hobson,  you 
heard  what  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  said 
just  now  respecting  certain  intelli- 
gence which  he  grieved  to  give  me  ?  " 

At  this  the  three  other  gentlemen 
respectively  wore  looks  of  amaze- 
ment. 
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"  Allow  me  to  say  in  yonr  presence, 
that  I  don't  believe  one  single  word 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome  says,  when  ho 
tells  me  that  he  is  very  sorry  for  some 
intelligence  be  has  to  communicate. 
He  lies,  Mr.  Boltby  ;  he  is  very  glad. 
I. made  np  my  mind  that  in  whatso- 
ever company  I  met  him,  and  on  the 
Tery  first  a&y  I  found  him  —  hold 
your  tongne,  sir;  you  shall  speak 
afterwards  and  tell  more  lies  when  I 
have  done — I  made  up  my  mind,  I 
say,  that  on  the  very  nrst  occasion  I 
would  tell  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  that 
he  was  a  liar  and  a  cheat.  He  takes 
charge  of  letters  and  keeps  them  back. 
Did  you  break  the  seal,  sir  1  There 
was  nothing  to  st«al  in  my  letter  to 
Miss  Newcome.  He  tells  me  people 
are  out  of  town,  whom  he  goes  to  see 
in  the  next  street,  after  leaving  my 
table,  and  whom  I  see  myself  htdf  an 
hour  after  he  lies  to  me  about  their 
absence." 

•  "  D n  you,  go  out,  and  don't 

stand  staring  there,  you  booby!" 
screams  out  Sir  Barnes  to  the  clerk. 
**  Stop,  Boltby.  Colonel  Newcome, 
unless  you  leave  this  room  I  shall  — 
I  shall  — " 

**  You  shall  call  a  policeman. 
Send  for  the  gentleman,  and  I  will 
tell  the  Lord  Mayor  what  I  think  of 
Sir  Barnes  Kewoome,  Baronet.  Mr. 
Boltby,  shall  we  have  the  constable 
in?" 

"  Sir,  you  are  an  old  man,  and  ray 
father's  brother,  or  you  know  very 
well  I  would  —  " 

"  You  would  what,  sir  ?  Upon  my 
word,  Barnes  Newcome"  (here  the 
Colonel's  two  hands  and  the  bamboo- 
cane  came  from  the  rear  and  formed 
in  front),  "  but  that  you  are  my 
father's  grandson,  after  a  menace  like 
that,  I  would  take  you  out  and  cane 
you  in  the  presence'of  your  clerks.  I 
repeat,  sir,  that  I  consider  you  guilty 
of  treachery,  falsehood,  and  knav- 
ery. And  if  ever  I  see  you  at  Bays's 
Club,  I  will  make  the  same  statement 
to  your  acquaintance  at  the  west  end 
of  the  town.  A  man  of  your  base- 
ness ought  to  be  known,  sir ;  and  it 


shall  be  my  business  to  make  men  of 
honor  aware  of  your  character.  Mr.  '" 
Boltby,  will  you  have  the  kindness  to 
make  out  my  account.  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome,  for  fear  of  consequences 
that  I  should  deplore,  I  recommend 
you  to  keep  a  wide  berth  of  me,  sir." 
And  the  Colonel  twirled  his  musta- 
chios,  and  waved  his  cane  in  an  omi- 
nous manner,  and  Barnes  started 
back  spontaneously  out  of  its  danger- 
ous circle. 

What  Mr.  Boltby's  sentiments 
may  have  been  regarding  this  extra- 
ordinary scene  in  which  his  principal 
cut  so  sorry  a  figure  ;  —  whether  he 
narrated  the  conversation  to  other 
gentlemen  connected  with  the  estab- 
lishment of  Hobson  Brothers,  or 
prudently  kept  it  to  himself,  I  cannot 
say,  having  no  means  of  pursuing 
Mr.  B.'s  subsequent  career.  He  speed- 
ily quitted  his  desk  at  Hobson  Broth- 
ers ;  and  let  us  presume  that  Barnes 
thought  Mr.  B.  had  told  all  the  other 
clerks  of  the  avuncular  quarrel. 
That  conviction  will  make  us  imagine 
Barnes  r>  till  more  comfortable.  Hob- 
son Newcome  no  doubt  was  rejoiced 
at  Barnes's  discomfiture ;  he  had 
been  insolent  and  domineering  be- 
yond measure  of  late  to  his  vul- 
gar good-natured  uncle,  whereas 
after  the  above  interview  with  the 
Colonel,  he  became  very  humble  and 
quiet  in  his  demeanor,  and  for  a  long, 
long  time  never  said  a  rude  wonl. 
Nay,  I  fear  Hobson  must  have  carried 
an  account  of  the  transaction  to  Mrs. 
Hobson  and  the  circle  in  Bryanstone 
Square  ;  for  Sam  Newcome,  now  en- 
tered at  Cambridge,  called  the  Baron- 
et '' Barnes " quite  familiarly;  asked 
after  Clara  and  Ethel ;  and  requested 
a  small  loan  of  Barnes. 

Of  course  the  story  did  not  get 
wind  at  Bays's ;  of  course  Tom  Eaves 
did  not  know  all  about  it,  and  say 
that  Sir  Barnes  had  been  beaten  black 
and  blue.  Having  been  treated  very 
ill  by  the  committee  in  a  complaint 
whicSi  he  made  about  the  Club  cook- 
ery. Sir  Barnes  Newcome  never  came 
to  Bays's,  and  at  the  end  of  the  year  _ 
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took  off  his  name  from  the  lists  of  the 
club. 

Sir  Barnes,  though  a  little  taken 
aback  in  the  morning,  and  not  ready 
with  an  impromptu  reply  to  the  Colo- 
nel and  his  cane,  could  not  allow  the 
occurrence  to  pass  without  a  protest ; 
and  indited  a  letter  which  Thomas 
Newcome  kept  along  with  some  others 
previously  quoted  by  the  compiler  of 
the  present  memoirs.  It  is  as  fol- 
lows :  — 

**  BiLGRAVK  St.,  Feb.  16, 18—. 
**  Colonel  Nswcomk,  G.  B.,  private. 

"Sir,  —  The  incredible  insolence 
and  violence  of  your  behavior  to-day 
(inspired  by  whatever  causes  or  mis- 
takes of  your  own)  cannot  be  passed 
without  some  comment  on  my  part. 
I  laid  before  a  friend  of  your  own 
profession  a  statement  of  the  words 
which  you  applied  to  me  in  the  pres- 
ence of  my  partner  and  one  of  my 
clerks  this  morning ;  and  my  adviser 
is  of  opinion  that  considering  the 
relationship  unhappily  subsisting  be- 
tween us,  I  can  take  no  notice  of  in- 
sults for  which  you  knew  when  you 
uttered  them  I  could  not  call  you  to 
account.'' 

"  There  is  some  truth  in  that," 
said  the  Colonel.  "He  couldn't 
fight,  you  know;  but  then  he  was 
such  a  liar  I  could  not  help  speaking 
my  mind." 

"I  gathered  from  the  brutal  lan- 
guage which  you  thought  fit  to  em- 
ploy to  a  disarmed  man  the  ground 
of  one  of  your  monstrous  accusations 
against  me,  that  I  deceived  you  in 
stating  that  my  relative.  Lady  Kew, 
was  in  the  country,  when  in  fact  she 
was  at  her  house  in  London. 

"  To  this  absurd  charge  I  at  once 
plead  guilty.  The  venerable  lady  in 
question  was  passing  through  Lon- 
don, where  she  desired  to  be  free 
from  intrusion.  At  her  Ladyship's 
wish  I  stated  that  she  was  out  of 
town ;  and  would,  under  the  same 
circumstances,  unhesitatingly  make 
the  same  statement  Your  slight  ac- 
quaintance with  the  person  in  ques- 


tion did  not  warrant  that  yon  should 
force  -yourself  on  her  privacy,  as  you 
would  doubtless  know  were  you  more 
familiar  with  the  customs  of  the  so- 
ciety in  which  she  moves. 

"I  declare  upon  my  honor  as  a 
gentleman,  that  I  gave  her  the  mes- 
sage, which  I  promised  to  deliver  from 
vou,  and  also  that  I  transmitted  a 
letter  with  which  you  intrusted  me ; 
and  repel  with  scorn  and  indignation 
the  charges  which  you  were  pleased  to 
bring  against  me,  as  I  treat  with  con- 
tempt the  language  and  the  threats 
which  you  tiiought  fit  to  employ. 

"  Our  books  show  the  amount  of 
£x  X8.  xd.  to  your  credit,  which  you 
will  be  good  enough  to  withdraw  at 
your  earliest  convenience;  as  of 
course  all  intercourse  must  cease 
henceforth  between  you  and 

"  Yours,  &c., 
"B.  New  COME  Newcome." 

"  I  think,  sir,  he  does  n't  make  ouf 
a  bad  case,"  Mr.  Pendennis  remarked 
to  the  Colonel,  who  showed  him  this 
majestic  letter. 

"  It  would  be  a  good  case  if  I  be- 
lieved a  single  word  of  it,  Arthur," 
replied  my  friend,  placidly  twirling 
the  old  gray  mustachio.  "  If  you 
were  to  say  so  and  so,  and  say  that  I 
had  brought  false  charges  against 
you,  I  should  cry  mea  culpa  and  apol- 
ogize with  all  my  heart.  But  as  I 
have  a  perfect  conviction  that  every 
word  this  fellow  says  is  a  lie,  what  is 
the  use  of  arguing  any  more  about 
the  matter  ?  I  would  not  believe 
him  if  he  brought  twenty  other  liars 
as  witnesses,  and  if  he  lied  till  he  was 
black  in  the  face.  Give  me  the  wal- 
nuts. I  wonder  who  Sir  Barnes's 
military  friend  was." 

Barnes's  military  friend  was  our  gal- 
lant acquaintance  General  Sir  George 
Tufto,  K.C.B.,  who  a  short  time  after- 
wards talked  over  the  quarrel  with  the 
Colonel,  and  manfully  told  him  that  (in 
Sir  George's  opinion )  he  was  wrong. 
"  The  little  l)cggar  behaved  very  well, 
I  thought,  in  the  first  business.  You 
bullied  him  so,  and  in  the  front  of  his 
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regim&nt,  too,  that  it  was  almost  past 
bearing ;  and  when  he  deplored,  with 
tears  in  his  eyes  almost,  the  little 
humbug !  that  his  relationship  pre- 
vented him  calling  you  out,  ecod,  I 
believed  him  !  It  was  in  the  second 
affair  that  poor  little  Barney  showed 
he  was  a  cocktail." 

"  What  second  affair  ?  "  asked 
Thomas  Newcome. 

**  Don't  you  know  ?  He !  he  !  this 
is  famous !  cries  Sir  George.  "  Why, 
sir,  two  days  after  your  business,  he 
comes  to  me  with  another  letter,  and 
a  face  as  long  as  my  mare's,  by  Jove. 
And  that  letter,  Newcome,  was  from 
your  young  'un.  Stop,  here  it  is !  " 
and  from  his  padded  bosom  General 
Sir  Greorge  Tufto  drew  a  pocket-book, 
and  from  the  pocket-book  a  copy  of 
a  letter,  inscribed,  "  Clive  iNew- 
comc,  Esq.,  to  Sir  B.  N.  Newcome." 
"  There 's  no  mistake  about  your  fel- 
low, Colonel.    No, him  !  "  and 

the  man-of-war  fired  a  volley  of  oaths 
as  a  salute  to  Clive. 

And  the  Colonel,  on  horseback,  rid- 
ing by  the  other  cavalry  officer's  side, 
read  as  follows :  — 

"  GkORGI  StRIIBT,  HlNOVSR  Squark, 
February  16. 

"  Sir,  —  Colonel  Newcome  this 
morning  showed  me  a  letter  bearing 
yo<ir  signature,  in  which  you  state,  — 
1.  That  Colonel  Newcome  has  uttered 
calumnious  and  insolent  charges 
against  you.  3.  That  Colonel  New- 
come  so  spoke,  knowing  that  you 
could  take  no  notice  of  his  charges  of 
falsehood  and  treachery,  on  account 
of  the  relationship  subsisting  between 
you. 

"  Your  statements  would  evidently 
imply  that  Colonel  Newcome  has  been 
guilty  of  ungentlemanlike  conduct, 
and  of  cowardice  towards  you. 

"  As  there  can  be  no  reason  why  we 
should  not  meet  in  any  manner  that 
you  desire,  I  here  beg  leave  to  state 
on  my  own  part,  that  I  fully  coincide 
with  Colonel  Newcome  in  his  opinion 
that  you  have  been  guilty  of  false- 
hood and    treachery,  and   that  the 


charge  of  cowardice,  which  you  dare  to 
make  against  a  gentleman  of  his  tried 
honor  and  courage,  is  another  wilful 
and  cowardly  falsehood  on  your  part. 
"  And  I  hope  you  will  refer  the 
bearer  of  this  note,  my  friend  Mr. 
Greorge  Warrington,  of  the  Upper 
Temple,  to  the  military  gentleman 
whom  you  consulted  in  respect  to  the 
just  charges  of  Colonel  Newcome. 
Waiting  a  prompt  reply, 

"  Believe  me,  sir, 
"  Your  obedient  servant, 

"  Clive  Newcome. 

"  Sib  Barnes  Nevcome  Nbwcomb, 
Bart.,  M.  F.,  &c." 

"  What  a  blunderhead  I  am  !  " 
cries  the  Colonel,  with  delight  on  his 
countenance,  spite  of  his  professed  re- 
pentance. "  It  never  once  entered 
my  head  that  the  youngster  would 
take  any  part  in  the  affair.  I  showed 
him  his  cousin's  letter  casually,  just 
to  amuse  him,  I  think,  for  he  has  been 
deuced  low  lately,  about  —  about  a 
young  man's  scrape  that  he  has  got 
into.  And  he  must  have  gone  off 
and  despatched  his  challenge  straight- 
way. I  recollect  he  appeared  uncom- 
monly brisk  at  breakfast  the  next 
morning.  And  so  you  say,  General, 
the  Baronet  did  not  like  the  poiJet  ?  " 

"  By  no  means ;  never  saw  a  fellow 
show  such  a  confounded  white  feath- 
er. At  first  I  congratulated  him, 
thinking  your  boy's  offer  must  please 
him,  as  it  would  have  pleased  any 
fellow  in  our  time  to  nave  a  shot. 
Dammy !  but  I  was  mistaken  in  my 
man.  He  entered  into  some  con- 
founded long-winded  story  about  a 
marriage  you  wanted  to  make  with 
that  infernal  pretty  sister  of  his,  who 
is  going  to  marry  young  Farintosh, 
and  how  you  were  in  a  rage  because 
the  scheme  fell  to  the  ground,  and 
how  a  family  duel  might  occasion 
unpleasantries  to  Miss  Newcome ; 
though  I  showed  him  how  this  could 
be  most  easily  avoided,  and  that  the 
lady's  name  need  never  appear  in 
the'  transaction.  *  Confound  it.  Sir 
Barnes,'  says  I,  '  I  recollect  this  boy. 
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■when  he  was  a  youngster,  throwing  a 
glass  of  wine  in  your  face!  We'll 
put  it  upon  that,  and  say  it 's  an  old 
feud  between  you.'  Ho  turned  quite 
pale,  and  he  said  your  fellow  had 
apologized  for  the  glass  of  wine." 

"Yes,"  said  the  Colonel,  sadly, 
"  my  bov  apologized  for  the  glass  of 
wine.  It  is  curious  how  we  have 
disliked  that  Barnes  ever  since  we 
set  eyes  on  him." 

"  Well,  Newcome,"  Sir  Grcorge 
resumed,  ns  his  mettled  charger  sud- 
denly jumped  and  curvetted,  display- 
ing the  padded  warrior's  cavalry- 
seat  to  perfection.  "  Quiet,  old  lady ! 
—  easy,  my  dear  !  Well,  sir,  when 
I  found  the  little  beggar  turning  tail 
in  this  way,  I  said  to  him, '  Dash  me, 
sir,  if  you  don't  want  me,  why  the 
dash  do  you  send  for  me,  dash  me  ? 
Yesterday  you  talked  as  if  you  would 
bite  the  Colonel's  head  off,  and  to-day, 
when  his  son  offers  you  everj'  accom- 
modation, by  dash,  sir,  you  re  a^aid 
to  meet  him.  It 's  my  belief  y6u 
had  better  send  for  a  policeman.  A 
22  is  your  man.  Sir  Barnes  Newcome.' 
And  with  that  I  turned  on  my  heel 
and  left  him.  And  the  fellow  went 
off  to  Newcome  that  very  night." 

"  A  poor  devil  can't  command 
courage.  General,"  said  the  Colonel, 
quite  peaceably,  "  any  more  than  he 
can  make  himself  six  feet  high." 

"  Then  why  the  dash  did  the  beg- 
gar send  for  me  ?  "  called  out  Gener- 
al Sir  George  Tufto,  in  a  loud  and 
resolute  voice ;  and  presently  the  two 
ofiScers  parted  company. 

When  the  Colonel  reached  home, 
Mr.  Warrington  and  Mr.  Pendennis 
happened  to  be  on  a  visit  to  Clive, 
and  all  three  were  in  the  young  fel- 
low's painting-room.  We  knew  our 
lad  was  unhappy,  and  did  our  little 
best  to  amuse  and  console  him.  The 
Colonel  came  in.  It  was  in  the  dark 
February  days  :  wc  had  lighted  gas 
in  the  studio.  Clive  had  made  a 
sketch  from  some  favorite  verses  of 
mine  and  George's :  those  charming 
lines  of  Scott's  :  — 


**  He  farned  his  charger  as  he  spake, 
Beside  the  river  shore  ; 
He  gave  his  bridle-rein  a  shake, 
WiUi  adiet*.  forevermore, 

My  dear  ! 
Adieu  forevermore  !  " 

Thomas  Newcome  held  up  a  finger 
at  Warrington,  and  he  came  up  to  the 
picture  and  looked  at  it ;  and  George 
and  I  trolled  out 

**  Adieu  fbrevermore. 

My  dear ! 
Adieu  forevermore !  " 

From  the  picture  the  brave  old 
Colonel  turned  to  the  painter,  regard- 
ing his  son  with  a  look  of  beautiful 
inexpressible  affection.  And  he  laid 
his  hand  on  his  son's  shoulder,  and 
smiled,  and  stroked  Clive's  yellow 
mustachio. 

"  And  —  and  did  Barnes  send  no 
answer  to  that  letter  you  wrote  him  ?  " 
he  said,  slowly. 

Clive  broke  out  into  a  laugh  that 
was  almost  a  sob.  He  took  both  his 
father's  hands.  "  My  dear,  dear  old 
father !  "  says  he,  "  what  a  —  what 
an  — old  —  trump  you  are  ! "  My 
eves  were  so  dim  I  could  hardly  see 
tne  two  men  as  they  embraced. 


CHAPTER  LIV. 

HAS  A  TRAGICAL  ENDING. 

Clive  presently  answered  the  ques- 
tion whicn  his  father  put  to  him  in 
the  last  chapter  bv  producing  from  the 
ledge  of  his  easel  a  crumpled  paper, 
full  of  Cavendish  now,  but  on  which 
was  written  Sir  Barnes  Newcome's 
reply  to  his  cousin's  polite  invitation. 

Sir  Barnes  Newcome  wrote,  "  that 
he  thought  a  reference  to  a  friend  was 
quite  unnecessary,  in  the  most  dis- 
agreeable and  painful  dispute  in 
which  Mr.  Clive  desired  to  interfere 
as  a  principal ;  that  the  reasons  which 
prevented  Sir  Barnes  from  taking 
notice  of  Colonel  Newcome's  shame- 
ful and  ungentlemanlike  conduct  ap- 
plied equally,  as  Mr.  Clive  Newcome 
very  well  knew,  to  himself;  that  if 
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farther  insult  was  offered,  or  outrage 
attempted,  Sir  Barnes  should  resort 
to  the  police  for  protection ;  that  he 
was  about  to  quit  London,  and  cer- 
tainly should  not  delay  his  departure 
on  account  of  Mr.  Clivci  Newcomers 
monstrous  proceedings ;  and  that  he 
desired  to  take  leave  of  an  odious  sub- 
ject, as  of  an  individual  whom  he  had 
striven  to  treat  with  kindness,  but 
from  whom,  from  youth  upwards,  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  had  received  nothing 
but  insolence,  enmity,  and  ill-will." 

"  He  is  an  ill  man  to  offend,"  re- 
marked Mr.  Pendennis.  "I  don't 
think  he  has  ever  forgiven  that  claret, 
Clive." 

"  Pooh !  the  feud  dates  from  long 
before  that,"  said  Clive;  "Barnes 
wanted  to  lick  me  when  I  was  a  boy, 
and  I  declined :  in  fact,  I  think  he 
had  rather  the  worst  of  it ;  but  then  I 
operated  freely  on  his  shins,  and  that 
was  n't  fair  in  war,  you  know." 

"Heaven  forgive  me,"  cries  the 
Colonel ;  "  I  have  always  felt  the  fel- 
low was  my  enemy :  and  my  mind  is 
relieved  now  war  is  declared.  It  has 
been  a  kind  of  hypocrisy  with  me  to 
shake  his  hand  and  eat  his  dinner. 
When  I  trusted  him  it  was  against 
my  better  instinct ;  and  I  have  been 
struggling  against  it  these  ten  ^ears, 
thinking  it  was  a  wicked  prejudice 
and  ought  to  be  overcome." 

"  Why  should  we  overcome  such 
instincts  ? "  asks  Mr.  Warrington. 
"  Why  should  n't  we  hate  what  is 
hateful  in  people,  and  scorn  what  is 
mean?  From  what  friend  Pen  has 
described  to  me,  and  from  some  other 
accounts  which  have  come  to  my  ears, 

Jrour  respectable  nephew  is  about  as 
oathsome  a  little  villain  as  crawls  on 
the  earth.  Good  seems  to  be  out  of  his 
sphere,  and  away  from  his  contem- 
plation'. He  ill-treats  every  one  he 
comes  near ;  or,  if  gentle  to  them,  it 
is  that  they  may  serve  some  base  pur- 
pose. Since  my  attention  has  oeen 
drawn  to  the  creature,  I  have  been 
contemplating  his  ways  with  wonder 
and  curiosity.  How  much  superior 
Nature's  rogues  are.  Pen,  to  the  vil- 


lains you  novelists  put  into  your 
books !  This  man  goes  about  his  life 
business  with  a  natural  propensity  to 
darkness  and  evil,  —  as  a  bug  crawls, 
and  stings,  and  stings.  I  don't  sup- 
pose the  fellow  feels  any  more  re- 
morse than  a  cat  that  runs  away  with 
a  mnttourchop.  I  recognize  the  Evil 
Spirit,  sir,  and  do  honor  to  Ahri- 
manes,  in  taking  off^  my  hat  to  this 
^oung  man.  He  seduced  a  poor  girl 
m  his  father's  countrv  town, — is  it 
not  natural?  desertea  her  and  her 
children,  —  don't  you  recognize  the 
beast  1  married  for  rank,  —  could  you 
expect  otherwise  from  him  1  invites 
my  Lord  Highgate  to  his  house  in 
consideration  of  his  balance  at  the 
bank.  —  Sir,  unless  somebody's  heel 
shall  crunch  him  on  the  way,  there  is 
no  height  to  which  this  aspiring  ver- 
min may  n't  crawl.  I  look  to  see  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  prosper  more  and 
more.  I  make  no  doubt  he  will  die 
an  immense  capitalist,  and  an  exalted 
Peer  of  this  realm.  He  will  have  a 
marble  monument,  and .  a  pathetic 
funeral  sermon.  There  is  a  divine  in 
^our  family,  Clive,  that  shall  preach 
jt.  I  will  weep  respectful  tears  over 
the  grave  of  Baron  Newcome,  Vis- 
count Newcome,  Earl  Newcome ;  and 
the  children  whom  he  has  deserted, 
and  who,  in  the  course  of  time,  will 
be  sent  by  a  grateful  nation  to  New 
South  Wales,  will  proudly  say  to  their 
brother-convicts,  *  Yes,  the  Earl  was 
our  honored  father  1' " 

"  I  fear  he  is  no  better  than  he 
should  be,  Mr.  Warrington,"  says 
the  Colonel,' shaking  his  head.  "I 
never  heard  the  story  about  the  de- 
serted children." 

"  How  should  you,  0  you  guileless 
man ! "  cries  Warrington.  "  I  am 
not  in  the  wavs  of  scandal-hearing 
myself  much ;  but  this  tale  I  had  from 
Sir  Barnes  Newccme's  own  country. 
Mr.  Batters  of  the  Newcome  Indepen- 
dent is  my  esteemed  client.  I  write 
leading  articles  for  his  newspaper,  and 
when  he  was  in  town  last  spring  he 
favored  me  with  the  anecdote;  and 
proposed  to  amuse  the  Member  for 
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Newcomo  bypublishm<?  it  in  his  jour- 
nal. This  kind  of  writinp^  is  not 
much  in  my  line :  and,  out  of  respect 
to  you  and  your  young  one,  I  believe, 
I  strove  with  Mr.  Batters,  and  en- 
treated him  and  prevailed  with  him, 
not  to  publish  the  story.  This  is  how 
I  came  to  know  it." 

I  sat  with  the  Colonel  in  the  even- 
ing, when  he  commented  on  Warring- 
ton's story  and  Sir  Barnes's  adven- 
tures in  his  simple  way.  He  said  his 
brother  Hobson  had  been  with  him 
the  morning  after  the  dispute,  reiter- 
ating Barnes's  defence  of  his  conduct : 
and  professing  on  his  own  part  noth- 
ing but  good-will  towards  his  brother. 
"  Between  ourselves  the  voun"r  Baron- 
et  carries  matters  with  rather  a  high 
hand  sometimes,  and  I  am  not  sorry 
that  you  gave  him  a  little  dressing. 
But  you  were  too  hard  upon  him, 
Colonel,  — really  you  were.  "  Had 
I  known  that  child-deserting  story  I 
would  liave  given  it  harder  still,  sir," 
says  Thomas  Newcome,  twirling  his 
mnstachios :  "  but  my  brother  had 
nothing  to  do  with  the  quarrel,  and 
very  rightly  did  noi  wish  to  engage 
in  it.  He  has  an  eye  to  business  has 
Master  Hobson,  too,"  my  friend  con- 
tinued :  "  for  he  brought  me  a  check 
for  my  private  account,  which,  of 
course,*  he  said,  could  not  remain  after 
my  quarrel  with  Barnes.  But  the 
Indian  bank  account,  which  is  pretty 
large,  he  supposed  need  not  be  taken 
away  1  and  indeed  why  should  it  ?  So 
that^  which  is  little  business  of  mine, 
remains  where  it  was ;  and  brother 
Hobson  and  I  remain  perfectly  good 
friends. 

"  I  think  Clive  is  much  better  since 
he  has  been  quite  put  out  of  his  sus- 
pense. He  speaks  with  a  great  deal 
more  kindness  and  good-nature  about 
the  marriage  than  1  am  disposed  to 
feel  regarding  it :  and  depend  on  it 
has  too  high  a  spirit  to  show  that  he 
is  beaten.  But  I  know  he  is  a  good 
deal  cut  up,  though  he  says  nothing  ; 
and  he  agreed  willingly  enough  to 
take  a  little  journey,  Arthur,  and  bo 
out  of  the  way  when  this  business 


takes  place.  We  shall  go  to  Paris: 
1  don't  knoAv  where  else  besides. 
These  mihfor tunes  do  good  in  one 
way,  hard  as  they  are  to  bear :  thev 
unite  people  who  love  each  other.  It 
seems  to  me  my  boy  has  been  nearer 
to  me,  and  likes  his  old  father  better 
than  he  has  done  of  late."  And  very 
soon  after  tliis  talk  our  friends  de- 
parted. 

The  Crimean  minister  having  been 
recalled,  and  Lady  Ann  Newcome's 
house  in  Park  Lane  being  vacant,  her 
Ladyship  and  her  family  came  to  oc- 
cupy the  mansion  for  this  eventful 
season,  and  sat  once  more  in  the  dis- 
mal dining-room  under  the  picture  of 
the  defunct  Sir  Brian.  A  little  of  the 
splendor  and  hospitality  of  old  days 
was  revived  in  the  house:  entertain- 
ments were  given  by  Lady  Ann ;  and- 
amongst  other  festivities,  a  tine  ball 
took  plilbe,  when  pretty  Miss  Alice, 
Miss  Ethel's  younger  sister,  made  her 
first  appearance  in  the  world,  to  which 
she  was  afterwards  to  be  presented  by 
the  Marchioness  of  Farintosh.  All 
thQ  little  sisters  were  charmed,  no 
doubt,  that  the  beautiful  Eihcl  was  to 
become  a  beautiful  Marchioness,  who, 
as  they  came  up  to  womanhood  one 
after  another,  would  introduce  them 
severally  to  amiable  young  carls, 
dukes,  and  marquises,  when  they 
would  be  married  off  and  wear  coro- 
nets and  diamonds  of  their  own  ri^ht. 
At  Lady  Ann's  ball  I  saw  my  acquamt- 
ance,  young  Mumford,  who  was  going 
to  Oxford  next  October,  and  about  to 
leave  Rugby,  where  he  was  at  the 
head  of  the  school,  looking  very  dis- 
mal afi  Miss  Alice  whirled  round  the 
room  dancing  in  Viscount  Busting- 
ton's  arms ;  —  Miss  Alice,  with  whose 
mamma  he  used  to  take  tea  at  Rugby, 
and  for  whose  pretty  sake  Mumford 
did  Alfred  Newcome's  verses  for  him 
and  let  him  off  his  thrashings.  Poor 
Mumford !  he  dismally  went  about 
under  the  protection  of  young  Alfred, 
a  fourth-form  boy,  —  not  one  soul  <li»l 
he  know  in  that  rattling  London  l):ill- 
room ;   his  young  face  was  us  whito 
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as  the  large  white  tie,  donned  two 
hours  since  at  the  "  Tavistock  "  with 
snch  nervousness  and  beating  of  heart ! 

With  these  lads,  and  decorated  with 
a  tie  equally  splendid,  moved  about 
young  Sam  Newcome,  who  was  shirk- 
mg  from  his  sister  and  his  mamma. 
Mrs.  Hobson  had  actually  assumed 
clean  gloves  for  this  festive  occasion. 
Sam  stared  at  all  the  "  Nobs  "  ;  and 
Insisted  upon  being  introduced  to 
"  Farintosh,"  and  congratulated  his 
Lordship  with  much  graceful  ease; 
and  then  pushed  about  the  rooms  per- 
severingly  hanging  on  to  Alfred's 
jacket.  "  I  say,  I  wish  you  would  n't 
call  me  AV"  1  heard  Master  Alfred 
say  to  his  cousin.  Seeing  my  face, 
Mr.  Samuel  ran  up  to  claim  acquain^ 
anee.  He  was  good  enough  to  say 
he  thought  Farintosh  semed  devilish 
haughty.  Even  my  wife  could  not 
help  saying  that  Mr.  Sam  was  an 
odious  little  creature. 

So  it  was  for  young  Alfred,  and 
his  brothers  and  sisters,  who  would 
want  help  and  protection  in  the 
world,  that  IHhel  was  about  to  give 
up  her  independence,  her  inclination 
perhaps,  and  to  bestow  her  life  on 
yonder  young  nobleman.  Looking 
at  her  as  a  girl  devoting  herself  to 
her  &mily,  her  sacrifice  gave  her  a 
melancholy  interest  in  our  eyes.  My 
wife  and  I  watched  her,  grave  and 
beautiful,  —  moving  through  the 
rooms,  receiving  and  returning  a 
hundred  greetings,  bending  to  com- 
pliments, talking  with  this  ft'iend  and 
that,  with  my  Lord's  lordly  relations, 
with  himself,  to  whom  she  listened 
deferentially;  faintly  smiling  as  he 
spoke  now  and  again,  —  doing  the 
honors  of  her  mother's  house.  Lady 
after  lady  of  his  Lordship's  clan  and 
kinsfolk  complimented  the  girl  and 
her  pleased  mother.  Old  Lady  Kew 
was  radiant  (if  one  can  call  radiance 
the  glances  of  those  darkling  old 
eyes).  She  sat  in  a  little  room  apart, 
and  thither  people  went  to  pay  their 
court  to  her.  Unwittingly  I  cam«K 
in  on  this  levee  with  my  wife  on  my 
arm  :  Lady  Kew  scowled  at  me  over 
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her  crutch,  but  without  a  sign  of  rec- 
ognition. "  What  an  awful  coun- 
tenance that  old  woman  has ! "  Laura 
whispered  as  we  retreated  out  of  that 
gloomy  presence. 

And  J)oubt  (as  its  wont  is)  whis- 
pered too  a  question  in  my  ear,  "  Is  it 
for  her  brothers  and  sisters  only  that 
Miss  Ethel  is  sacrificing  herself  ?  Is 
it  not  for  the  coronet,  and  the  triumph, 
and  the  fine  houses  ?  "  "  When  two 
motives  may  actuate  a  friend,  we 
surely  may  try  and  believe  in  the 
good  one,  says  Laura.  "  But,  but  I 
am  glad  Clive  does  not  marry  her,  — 

Eoor  fellow,  —  he  would  not  have  been 
appy  with  her.  She  belongs  to  this 
great  world :  she  has  spent  all  her 
life  in  it :  Clive  would  have  entered 
into  it  very  likely  in  her  train ;  and 
you  know,  sir,  it  is  not  good  that  we 
should  be  our  husbands'  superiors," 
adds  Mrs.  Laura,  with  a  courtesy. 

She  presently  pronounced  that  the. 
air  was  very  hot  in  the  rooms,  and' 
in  /act  wanted  to  go  home  to  see 
her  child.  As  we  passed  out,  we  saw 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  eagerly  smil- 
ing, smirking,  bowing,  and  in  the 
fondest  conversation  with  his  sister 
and  Lord  Farintosh.  By  Sir  Barnes 
presently  brushed  Lieutenant-General 
Sir  George  Tufto,  K.C.B,,  who,  when 
he  saw  on  whose  foot  he  had  trodden, 
grunted  out,  "  Hm,  beg  your  par- 
don ! "  and  turning  his  back  on 
Barnes,  forthwith  began  compliment- 
ing Ethel  and  the  Marquis.  **  Served 
with  your  Lordship's  father  in  Spain ; 
glad  to  make  your  Lordship  s  ac- 
quaintance," says  Sir  Greorge.  Ethel 
bows  to  us  as  we  pass  out  of  the 
rooms,  and  we  hear  no  more  of  Sir 
George's  conversation. 

In  the  cloak-room  sits  Lady  Clara 
Newcome,  with  a  gentleman  bending 
over  her,  just  in  such  an  attitude  as 
the  bride  is  in  Hogarth's  "  Marriage 
k  la  Mode  "  as  the  counsellor  talks  to 
her.  Lady  Clara  starts  up  as  a 
crowd  of  blushes  come  into  ner  wan 
face,  and  tries  to  smile,  and  rises  to 
greet  my  wife,  and  says  something 
about  its  being  so  dreadfully  hot  in 
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the  upper  rooms,  and  so  very  tedious 
waiting  for  the  carriages.  The  gen- 
tleman advances  towards  me  with  a 
military  stride,  and  says,  "  How  do 
you  do,  Mr.  Pendennis  1  How 's  our 
young  friend,  the  painter  1 "  I  an- 
swer Lord  Highgate  civilly  enough, 
whereas  my  wife  will  scarce  speak  a 
word  in  reply  to  Lady  Clara  New- 
come. 

Lady  Clara  asked  us^to  her  ball, 
which  my  wife  declined  altogether  to 
attend.  Sir  Barnes  published  a  series 
of  quite  splendid  entertainments  on 
the  happy  occasion  of  his  sister's  be- 
trothal. We  read  the  names  of  all 
the  clan  Farintosh  in  the  Morning 
Post,  as  attending  these  banquets. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hobson  Newcome,  in 
Bryanstone  Square,  gave  also  signs 
of  rejoicing  at  their  niece's  marriage. 
They  had  a  grand  banquet,  followed 
by  a  tea,  to  which  latter  amusement 
the  present  biographer  was  invited. 
Lady  Ann,  and  Ladv  Kew  and  her 
granddaughter,  and  tnc  Baronet  and 
his  wife,  and  my  Lord  Highgate  and 
Sir  George  Tufto  attended  the  din- 
ner; but  it  was  rather  a  damp  en- 
tertainment. "  Farintosh,"  whispers 
Sam  Newcome,  "  sent  word  just  be- 
fore dinner  that  he  had  a  sore  throat, 
and  Barnes  was  as  sulky  as  possible. 
Sir  George  wouldn't  speak  to  him, 
and  the  Dowager  would  n't  speak  to 
Lord  Highgate.  Scarcely  anything 
was  drank,"  concluded  Mr.  Sam,  with 
a  slight  hiccup.  "  I  say,  Pendennis, 
how  sold  Clive  will  be  ! "  And  the 
amiable  youth  went  off  to  commune 
with  others  of  his  parents'  guests. 

Thus  the  Newcomes  entertained 
the  Farintoshes,  and  the  Farintoshes 
entertained  the  Newcomes.  And  the 
Dowager  Countess  of  Kew  went  from 
assembly  to  assembly  every  evening, 
and  to  jewellers  and  upholsterers,  and 
dress -makers  every  morning;  and 
Xiovd  Farintosh  seemed  to  grow  more 
and  more  attentive  as  the  happy  day 
approached,  and  he  gave  away  all  his 
cigars  to  his  brother  Rob;  and  his 
sisters  were  delighted  with  Ethel,  and 
'instantly  in  her  company,  ai:v,d  his 


mother  was  pleased  with  her,  and 
thought  a  girl  of  her  spirit  and  reso- 
lution would  make  a  good  wife  for 
her  son ;  and  select  crowds  flocked  to 
see  the  service  of  plate  at  Handy- 
man's, and  the  diamonds  which  wcro 
being  set  for  the  lady ;  and  Smee, 
K.  A.,  painted  her  portrait  as  a 
souvenir  for  mamma  when  Miss  New- 
come  should  be  Miss  Newcome  no 
more;  and  Lady  Kew  made  a  will, 
leaving  all  she  could  leave  to  her  be- 
loved granddaughter,  Ethel,  daughter 
of  the  late  Sir  Brian  Newcome,  Bar- 
onet ;  and  Lord  Kew  wrote  an  affec- 
tionate letter  to  his  cousin,  congratu- 
lating her,  and  wishing  her  happiness 
with  all  his  heart ;  and  I  was  glancing 
over  The  Times  newspaper  at  break- 
fast one  morning,  when  1  laid  it  down 
w^ith  an  exclamation  which  caused  my 
wife  to  start  with  surprise. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  cries  Laura,  and 
I  read  as  follows ;  — 

" '  Death  op  the  Countess 
Dowager  of  Kew.  —  We  regret  to 
have  to  announce  the  aprfully  sudden 
death  of  this  venerable  lady.  Her 
Ladyship,  who  had  been  at  several 

J)artie8  of  the  nobility  the  night  before 
ast,  seemingly  in  perfect  h^th,  was 
seized  with  a  fit  as  she  was  waiting 
for  her  carriage,  and  about  to  quit 
Lady  Pallgrave's  assembly.    Imme- 
diate medical  assistance  was  procured, 
and  her  Ladjrship  was  carried  to  her 
own  house,  in  Queen   Street,  May 
Fair.    But  she  never  rallied,  or,  we 
believe,  spoke  after    the    first    fatal 
seizure,  and  sank  at  eleven  o'clock 
last  evening.    The  deceased,  Louisa 
Joanna  Gaunt,  widow  of  Frederick, 
first  Earl  of  Kew,  was  daughter  of 
Charles,  Earl  of  Gaunt,  and  sister  of 
the  late  and  aunt  of  the  present  Mar- 
quis of  Steyne.     The  present  Earl  of 
Kew  is  her  Ladyship's  grandson,  his 
Lordship's    father.    Lord    Walham, 
having  died  before  his  own  father,  the 
first  earl.     Many  noble  families  arc 
placed  in  mourning  by  this  sad  event. 
Society  has  to  deplore  the  death  of  a 
lady  who  has  been  its  ornament  for 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


395 


more  than  half  a  centuiy,  and  who 
was  known,  we  may  say,  throughout 
Europe  for  her  remarkable  sense,  ex- 
traordinary memory,  and  brilliant 
wit' " 


CHAPTER  LV. 
Barnes's  skeleton  closet. 

The  demise  of  Lady  Kew  of  coarse 
put  a  stop  for  a  while  to  the  matri- 
monial projects  so  interesting  to  the 
house  of  Newcomc.  Hymen  blew  his 
torch  out,  put  it  into  the  cupboard 
for  use  on  a  future  day,  and  exchanged 
his  garish  saifron-colored  robe  for  de- 
cent temporary  mourning.  Charles 
Honeyman  improved  the  occasion  at 
Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel  hard  by; 
and  "  Death  at  the  Festival "  was  one 
of  his  most  thrilling  sermons;  re- 
printed at  the  request  of  some  of  the 
congregation.  There  were  those  of 
his  flock,  especially  a  pair  whose 
quarter  of  the  fold  was  the  organ-loft, 
who  were  always  charmed  with  the 
piping  of  that  melodious  pastor. 

Shall  we  too,  while  the  coffin  yet 
rests  on  the  outer  earth's  surface, 
enter  the  chapel  whither  these  void 
remains  of  our  dear  sister  departed 
are  borne  by  the  smug  undertaker's 
gentlemen,  and  pronounce  an  elegy 
over  that  bedizened  box  of  corruption  ? 
When  the  young  aria  stricken  down, 
and  their  roses  nipped  in  an  hour 
by  the  destroying  blight,  even  the 
stranger  can  sympathize,  who  counts 
the  scant  years  on  the  gravestone,  or 
reads  the  notice  in  the  newspaper 
comer.  The  contrast  forces  itself  on 
you.  A  fair  young  creiftture,  bright 
and  blooming  yesterday,  distributmg 
smiles,  levying  homage,  inspiring  de- 
sire, conscious  of  her  power  to  charm, 
and  gay  with  the  natural  enjoyment 
of  her  conquests,  —  who  in  his  walk 
through  the  world  has  not  looked  on 
many  such  a  one ;  and,  at  the  no- 
tion of  her  sudden  call  away  irom 
beauty,  triumph,  pleasure;  her  help- 
less outcries  during  her  short  pain; 
her  vain  pleas  for  a  little  respite ;  her 


sentence,  and  its  execution ;  has  not 
•felt  a  shock  of  pity  ?  When  the  days 
of  a  long  life  come  to  its  close,  and  a 
white  head  sinks  to  rise  no  more, 
we  bow  our  own  with  respect  as  the 
mourning  train  passes,  and  salute  the 
heraldry  and  devices  of  yonder  pomp, 
as  symbols  of  age,  wisdom,  deserved 
respect  and  merited  honor ;  long  ex- 
perience of  suffering  and  action .  The 
wealth  he  may  have  achieved  is  the 
harvest. which  he  sowed;  the  titles  on 
his  hearse,  fruits  of  the  fleld  he  bravely 
and  laboriously  wrought  in.  But  to 
live  to  fourscore  years,  and  be  found 
dancing  among  the  idle  virgins!  to 
have  had  near  a  century  of  allotted 
time,  and  then  be  called  away  from 
the  giddy  notes  of  a  May  Fair  fiddle  1 
To  have  to  yield  your  roses  too,  and 
then  drop  out  of  the  bony  clutch  of 
your  old  fingers  a  wreath  that  came 
from  a  Parisian  band-box!  One 
fancies  around  some  graves  unseen 
troops  of  mourners  waiting;  many 
and  many  a  poor  pensioner  trooping 
to  the  place ;  many  Y^eeping  charities ; 
many  kind  actions ;  many  dear  friends 
beloved  and  deplored,  rising  up  at  the 
toll  of  that  bell  to  follow  the  honored 
hearse;  dead  parents  waiting  above, 
and  calling,  **  Come,  daughter !  "  lost 
children,  heaven's  foundlings,  hover- 
ing round  like  cherubim,  and  whis- 
pering, "  Welcome,  mother!  "  Here 
is  one  who  reposes  after  a  long  feast 
where  no  love  has  been ;  after  girlhood 
without  kindly  maternal  nurture ; 
marriage  without  affection;  matron- 
hood  without  its  precious  griefs  aitd 
joys ;  after  fourscore  years  of  lonely 
vanity.  Let  us  take  off  our  hats  to 
that  procession  too  as  it  passes,  ad- 
miring the  different  lots  awarded  to 
the  children  of  men,  and  the  various 
usages  to  which  Heaven  puts  its  crea- 
tures. 

Leave  we  yonder  velvet-palled  box, 
spangled  with  fantastic  heraldry,  and 
containing  within  the  aged  slouch  >ind 
envelope  of  a  soul  gone  to  render  irs 
account.  Look  rather  at  the  livin.i; 
audience  standing  round  the  shell ;  — 
the  deep  grief  on  Barnes  Newcom^' 
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fine  conntenance ;  the  sadness  depict- 
ed in  the  face  of  the  most  noble  the^ 
Marquis  of  Farintosh ;  the  sympathy 
of  her  Ladyship's  medical  man  (who 
came  in  the  third  mourning  carriage ) ; 
better  than  these,  the  awe,  and  rever- 
ence, and  emotion  exhibited  in  the 
kind  face  of  one  of  the  witnesses  of 
this  scene,  as  he  listens  to  those  words 
which  the  priest  rehearses  over  our 
dead.  What  magnificent  words! 
what  a  burning  faith;  what  a  glo- 
rious triumph ;  what  a  heroic  life, 
death,  hope,  they  record!  They  are 
read  over  all  of  us  alike ;  as  the  sun 
shines  on  just  and  unjust.  We  have 
all  of  us  heard  them  ;  and  I  have  fan- 
cied for  my  part,  that  they  fell  and 
smote  like  the  sods  on  the  cofiSn. 

The  ceremony  over,  the  undertak- 
er's gentlemen  clamber  on  the  roof 
of  the  vacant  hearse,  into  which  palls, 
tressels,  trays  of  feathers,  are  inserted, 
and  the  horses  break  out  into  a  trot, 
and  the  empty  carriages,  expressing 
the  deep  grief  of  the  deceased  lady's 
friends,  depart  homeward.  It  is  re- 
marked that  Lord  Kcw  hardly  has 
any  communication  with  his  cousin. 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  His  Lordship 
jumps  into  a  cab,  and  goes  to  the 
railroad.  Issuing  from  the  cemetery, 
the  Marquis  of  Farintosh  hastily  or- 
ders that  thing  to  be  taken  ofi^his  hat, 
and  returns  to  town  in  his  brougham, 
smoking  a  cigar.  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come  rides  in  the  brougham  beside 
Lord  Farintosh,  as  far  as  Oxford 
Street,  where  he  gets  a  cab,  and  goes 
to  the  City.  For  business  is  business, 
and  must  be  attended  to,  though  grief 
be  ever  so  severe. 

A  very  short  time  previous  to  her 
demise,  Mr.  Rood  (that  was  Mr.  Rood, 
—  that  other  little  gentleman  in  black, 
who  shared  the  third  mourning  cdach 
along  with  her  Ladyship's  medical 
man)  had  executed  a  will  by  which 
almost  all  the  countess's  property 
was  devised  to  her  granddaughter, 
Ethel  Newcome.  Lady  Kew's  de- 
cease of  course  delayed  the  marriage 
projects  for  a  while.  *  The  young  heir- 

'^  returned  to  her  mother's  house  in 


Park  Lane.  I  dare  say  the  deep 
mourning  habiliments  in  which  the 
domestics  of  that  establishment  ap- 
peared were  purchased  out  of  the  funds 
left  in  his  hands,  which  Ethel's  bank- 
er and  brother  had  at  her  disposal. 

Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  who  was  one 
of  the  trustees  of  his  sister's  property, 
grumbled  no  doubt  because  his  grand- 
mother had  bequeathed  to  him  but  a 
paltry  recompense  of  five  hundred 
pounds  for  his  pains  and  trouble  of 
trusteeship ;  but  his  manner  to  Ethel 
was  extremely  bland  and  respectful : 
an  heiress  now,  and  to  be  marchioness 
in  a  few  months.  Sir  Barnes  treated 
her  with  a  very  different  regard  to 
that  which  he  was  accustomed  to 
show  to  other  members  of  his  family. 
For  while  this  worthy  Baronet  would 
contradict  his  mother  at  every  word 
she  uttered,  and  take  no  pains  to  dis- 
guise his  opinion  that  Lady  Ann's  in- 
tellect was  of  the  very  poorest  order, 
he  would  listen  deferentially  to  Ethel's 
smallest  observations,  exert  himself 
to  amuse  her  under  her  grief,  which 
he  chose  to  take  for  granted  was  very 
severe,  visit  her  constantly,  and  show 
the  most  charming  solicitude  for  her 
general  comfort,  and  welfare. 

During  this  time  my  wife  received 
frequent  notes  from  Ethel  Newcome, 
and  the  intimacy  between  the  two 
ladies  much  increased.  Laura  was 
so  unlike  the  women  of  Ethel's  cir- 
cle, the  young  lady  was  pleased  to 
say,  that  to  te  with  her  was  Ethel's 
greatest  comfort.  Miss  Newcome 
was  now  her  own  mistress,  had  her 
carriage,  and  would  drive  day  after 
day  to  our  cottage  at  Richmond 
The  frigid  society  of  Lord  Farin- 
tosh's  sisters,  the  conversation  of  his 
mother,  did  not  amuse  Ethel,  and  she 
escaped  from  both  with  her  usual 
impatience  of  control.  She  was  at 
home  every  day  dutifully  to  receive 
my  Lord's  visits,  but  though  she  did 
not  open  her  mind  to  Laura  as  ft«ely 
regarding  the  young  gentleman  as 
she  did  when  the  character  and  dis- 
pMOsition  of  her  future  mother  and 
sisters-in-law  was  the  subject  of  their 
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talk,  I  could  sec,  from  the  grave  look 
of  commiseration  which  my  wife's 
face  bore  after  her  young  friend's 
visits,  that  Mrs.  Pendennis  augured 
rather  ill  of  the  future  happiness 
of  this  betrothed  pair.  Once,  at 
Miss  Newcome's  special  request,  I 
took  my  wife  to  see  her  in  Park  Lane, 
where  the  Marquis  of  Far  in  tosh 
found  us.  His  Lordship  and  I  had 
already  a  half  acquaintance,  which 
was  not,  however,  improved  after  my 
regular  presentation  to  him  by  Miss 
Newcome  :  he  scowled  at  me  with  a 
countenance  indicative  of  anything 
but  welcome,  and  did  not  seem  in 
the  least  more  pleased  when  Ethel 
entreated  her  friend  Laura  not  to 
take  her  bonnet-,  not  to  think  of  going 
away  so  soon.  She  came  to  see  us 
the  very  next  day,  stayed  much 
longer  with  us  than  usual,  and  re- 
turned to  town  quite  lat«  in  the  even- 
ing, in  spite  of  the  entreaties  of  the 
inhospitable  Laura,  who  would  have 
had  her  leave  us  long  before.  "  I  am 
sure,"  says  clear-sighted  Mrs.  Laura, 
"  she  is  come  out  of  bravado,  and 
after  we  went  away  yesterday  that 
there  were  words  between  her  and 
Lord  Farintosh  on  our  account." 

"  Confound  tlie  young  man," 
breaks  out  Mr.  Pendennis,  in  a  fume ; 
"  what  does  he  mean  by  his  insolent 
airs  1 " 

"  He  may  think  we  are  partisans 
de  I'autre,"  says  Mrs.  Pendennis, 
with  a  smile  first,  and  a  sigh  after- 
wards, as  she  said  "  poor  Clive  ! " 

"  Do  you  ever  talk  about  Clive  ?  " 
asks  the  husband. 

"  Never.  Once,  twice,  perhaps,  in 
the  most  natural  manner  in  the 
world,  w«  mentioned  where  he  is; 
but  nothing  further  passes.  The 
subject  is  a  sealed  one  between  us. 
She  often  looks  at  his  drawings  in 
my  album  (Clive  had  drawn  our 
baby  there  and  its  mother  In  a  great 
variety  of  attitudes),  and  gazes  at  his 
sketch  of  his  dear  old  father ;  but  of 
liitn  she  never  says  a  word." 

**  So  it  is  best,"  says  Mr.  Penden- 
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Yes,  —  best,"  echoes  Laura,  with 
a  sigh. 

"  You  think,  Laura,"  continues 
tifte  husband,  "  you  think  she  —  " 

"She  what?"  What  did  Mr. 
Pendennis  mean  ?  Laura  his  wife 
certainly  understood  him,  though 
upon  mv  conscience  the  sentence  went 
no  further,  —  for  she  answered  at 
once,  — 

"  Yes,  —  I  think  she  certainly 
did,  poor  boy.  But  that,  of  course,  is 
over  now  ;  and  Ethel,  though  she 
cannot  help  being  a  worldly  woman, 
has  such  firmness  and  resolution  of 
character  that  ff  she  has  once  deter- 
mined to  conquer  any  inclination  of 
that  sort  I  am  sure  she  will  master 
it,  and  make  Lord  Farintosh  a  very 
good  wife." 

"  Since  the  Colonel's  quarrel  with 
Sir  Barnes,"  cries  Mr.  Pendennis,  ad- 
verting by  a  natural  transition  from 
Ethel  to  her  amiable  brother,  "  our 
banking  friend  docs  not  invite  us  any 
more;  Lady  Clara  sends  you  no 
cards.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  with- 
draw my  account. 

Laura,  who  understands  nothing 
about  accounts,  did  not  perceive  the 
fine  irony  of  this  remark  ;  but  her 
face  straightway  put  on  the  severe 
expression  which  it  chose  to  assume 
whenever  Sir  Barnes's  family  was 
mentioned,  and  she  said,  "  My  dear 
Arthur,  I  am  very  glad  indeed  that 
Lady  Clara  sends  us  no  more  of  her 
invitations.  Yon  know  very  well 
why  I  disliked  them." 

"  Why  1  " 

"  I  hear  baby  crying,"  says  Laura. 
O  Laura,  Laura  !  how  could  you  tell 
your  husband  such  a  fib  ?  —  and  she 
quits  the  room  without  deigning  to 
give  any  answer  to  that  "  Why  ? 

Let  us  pay  a  brief  visit  to  Newcome 
in  the  North  of  England,  and  there 
we  may  get  some  answer  to  the  ques- 
tion of  which  Mr.  Pendennis  had  just 
in  vain  asked  a  reply  from  his  wife. 
My  design  does  not  include  a  descrip- 
tion of  that  great  and  flourishing 
town  of  Newcome,  and  of  the  manu- 
factures which  caused  its  prosperity  * 
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bnt  only  admits  of  the  introdnction 
of  those  Newcomites  who  are  con- 
cerned in  the  affairs  of  the  family 
which  has  given  its  respectable  nam^ 
to  these  volumes. 

Thus  in  previous  pages  we  have 
said  nothing  abont  tne  Mayor  and 
Corporation  of  Newcome,  the  magnifi- 
cent bankers  and  manufacturers  who 
had  their  places  of  business  in.  the 
town,  and  tneir  splendid  villas  outside 
its  smoky  precincts :  people  who  would 
give  their  thousand  guineas  for  a  pic- 
ture or  a  statue,  and  write  you  off  a 
check  for  ten  times  the  amount  anv 
day ;  people  who,  if  there  was  a  talk 
of  a  statue  to  the  Queen  or  the  Duke, 
would  come  down  to  the  Town  'All 
and  subscribe  their  one,  two,  three  'un- 
dred  apiece  (especially  if  in  the  neigh- 
boring city  of  Slowcome  they  were 
putting  up  a  statue  to  the  Duke  or 
the  Queen),  —  not  of  such  men  have  I 
spoken,  the  magnates  of  the  place ; 
but  of  the  humble  Sarah  Mason  in  Ju- 
bilee Row ;  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Bulders 
the  Vicar,  Mr.  Vidler  the  apothecary, 
Mr.  Duff  the  baker ;  of  Tom  Potts  the 
jolly  reporter  of  the  Newcome  Inde- 
pendent, and Batters,  Esq.,  the 

proprietor  of  that  journal, — persons 
with  whom  our  friends  have  had  al- 
ready, or  will  be  found  presently  to 
have,  some  connection.  And  it  is  from 
these  that  we  shalLarrive  at  some  par- 
ticulars regarding  the  Newcome  fam- 
ily, which  will  show  us  that  they 
have  a  skeleton  or  two  in  thdr  closets, 
as  well  as  their  neighbors. 

Now,  how  will  you  have  the  story  ? 
Worthy  mammas  of  families,  —  if  you 
do  not  like  to  have  your  daughters  told 
that  bad  husbands  will  make  bad 
wives ;  that  marriages  begun  in  indif- 
ference make  homes  unhappy;  that 
men  whom  girls  are  brought  to  swear 
to  love  and  honor  are  sometimes  false, 
selfish,  and  cruel;  and  that  women 
forget  the  oaths  which  they  have  been 
made  to  swear , —  if  you  will  not  hear 
of  this,  ladies,  close  the  hook,  and  send 
for  some  other.  Banish  the  newspa- 
per out  of  your  houses,  and  shut  your 
eyes  to  the  truth,  the  awful  truth,  of 


life  and  sin.  Is  the  world  made  of  Jen- 
nies and  Jessamies :  and  passion  the 
play  of  school-boys  and  school-girls 
scribbling  valentines  and  interchang- 
ing lollipops  ?  Is  life  all  over  when 
Jenny  and  Jessamy  are  married ;  and 
are  there  no  subsequent  trials,  griefs, 
wars,  bitter  hear^pangs,  dreadful  temp- 
tations, defeats,  remorses,  sufferings  to 
bear,  and  dangers  to  overcome  ?  As 
you  and  I,  friend,  kneel  with  our 
children  round  abont  us,  prostrate  be- 
fore the  Father  of  us  all,  and  asking 
mercy  for  miserable  sinners,  are  the 
young  ones  to  suppose  the  words  are 
mere  form,  and  don't  apply  to  us  ?  — 
to  some  outcasts  in  the  free  seats  prob- 
ably, or  those  naughty  boys  playing  in 
the  churchyard?  Are  they  not  to 
know  that  we  err  too,  and  pray  with 
all  our  hearts  to  be  rescued^  from 
temptation  ?  If  such  a  knowledge  is 
wrong  for  them,  send  them  to  church 
apart.  Go  you  and  worship  in  pri- 
vate ;  or,  if  not  too  proud,  kneel  hum- 
bly in  the  midst  of  tnem,  owning  your 
wrong,  and  praying  Heaven  to  be 
merciful  to  you  a  sinner. 

When  Barnes  Newcome  became  the 
reigning  Prince  of  the  Newcome  fam- 
ily, and  after  the  first  agonies  of  grief 
for  his  father's  death  had  subsided,  he 
made  strong  attempts  to  conciliate  the 
principal  persons  in  the  neighborhood, 
and  to  render  himself  popular  in  thb 
borough.  He  gave  handsome  enter- 
tainments to  the  townsfolk  and  to  the 
country  gentry ;  he  tried  even  to  bring 
those  two  warring  classes  together.  Ho 
endeavored  to  be  civil  to  the  Newcome 
Independent,  the  Opposition  paper,  as 
well  as  the  Newcome  Sentinel,  that 
true  old  Uncompromising  Blue.  He 
asked  the  Dissenting  clergymen  to 
dinner,  and  the  Low  Church  clergy- 
men, as  well  as  the  orthodox  Doctor 
Bulders  and  his  curates.  He  gave  a 
lecture  at  the  "  Newcome  Athenasum," 
which  everybody  said  was  very  amus- 
ing, and  which  Sentinel  and  Inde- 
pendent both  agreed  in  praising.  Of 
course  he  sub^ribcd  to  that  statue 
which  the  Newcomites  were  raising  ; 
to  the  philanthropic  missions  which 
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iho  Xleverend  Low  Church  gentlemen 
were  en. staged  in  ;  to  the  races  (for  the 
young  Newcomite  manufacturers  are 
as  sporting  gents  as  any  in  the 
North),  to  the  hospital,  the  "People's 
Library,"  the  restoration  of  the  rood- 
screen,  and  the  great  painted  window 
in  Newcome  Old  Church  (Rev.  J. 
Buldcrs),  and  he  had  to  pay  m  fine  a 
most  awful  price  for  his  privilege  of 
sitting  in  Parliament  as  representa- 
tive of  his  native  place,  —  as  he 
called  it  in  his  speeches,  "  the  cradle 
of  his  forefiithers,  the  home  of  his 
race,"  &c.,  though  Barnes  was  in 
fact  bom  at  Clapham. 

Lady  Clara  could  not  in  the  least 
help  this  young  statesman  in  his  de- 
signs upon  Newcome  and  the  New- 
comites.  After  she  came  into 
Barnes's  hands,  a  dreadful  weight 
fell  upon  her.  She  would  smile  and 
simper,  and  talk  kindly  and  gaylv 
enough  a^  first,  during  Sir  Brian  s 
life ;  and  among  women,  when 
Barnes  was  not  present.  But  as 
«80on  as  he  joined  the  company,  it 
was  remarked  that  his  wife  became 
silent,  and  looked  eagerly  towards  him 
whenever  she  ventured  to  speak.  She 
blundered,  her  eyes  filled  with  tears ; 
the  little  wit  she  had  left  her  in  her 
husband's  presence:  he  grew  angry, 
and  tried  to  hide  his  anger  with  a 
sneer,  or  broke  out  with  a  jibe  and 
an  oath,  when  he  lost  patience,  and 
Clara,  whimpering,  would  leave  the 
room.  Everybody  at  Newcome  knew 
that  Barnes  bullied  his  wife. 

People  had  worse  charges  against 
Barnes  than  wife>bullying.  Do  you 
suppose  that  little  interruption  which 
occurred  at  Barnes's  marriage  was  not. 
known  in  Newcome  ?  His  Victim  had 
been  a  Newcome  girl,  the  man  to  whom 
she  was  betrothed  was  in  a  Newcome 
factory.  When  Barnes  w&s  a  young 
man,  and  in  his  occasional  visits  to 
Newcome,  lived  along  with  those 
dashing  young  blades  Sam  Jolly  man 
( JoUyman  Brothers  &  Bowcher),  Bob 
Homer,  Cross  Countrv  Bill,  Al. 
llucker  (for  whom  his  father  had  to 
pay  eighteen  thousand  pounds  after 


the  Leger  the  year  Toggery  won  it), 
and  that  wild  lot,  all  sorts  of  stories 
were  told  of  them,  and  of  Barnes 
especially.  Most  of  them  were  settled, 
and  steady  business  men  by  this  time. 
Al.,  it  was  known,  had  become  very 
serious,  besides  making  his  fortune  in 
cotton.  Bob  Homer  managed  the 
Bank ;  and  as  for  S.  JoUyman,  Mrs. 
S.  J.  took  uncommon  good  care  that 
he  did  n't  break  out  of  bounds  any 
more  ;  why,  he  was  not  even  allowed 
to  play  a  game  at  billiards,  or  to  dino 

out  without  her I  could  go  on 

giving  you  interesting  particulars  of  a 
hundred  members  of  the  Newcome 
aristocracy,  were  not  our  attention 
especially  directed  to  one  respecta- 
ble family. 

All  Barnes's  endeavors  at  popular- 
ity were  vain,  partly  from  his  own 
fault,  and  partly  fix>m  the  nature  of 
mankind,  and  of  the  Newcome  folks 
especially,  whom  no  single  person 
could  possibly  conciliate.  Thus>  sup- 
pose he  gave  the  advertisements  to  the 
Independent,  the  old  Blue  paper  the 
Sentinel  was  very  angry  :  suppose  he 
asked  Mr.  Hunch,  the  Dissenting 
minister,  to  bless  the  table^sloth  after 
dinner,  as  he  had  begged  Dr.  Bulders 
to  utter  a  benediction  on  the  first 
course,  Hunch  and  Bulders  were  both 
angry.  He  subscribed  to  the  races  — 
what  heathenism  !  .to  the  missiona- 
ries —  what'  sanctimonious  humbug ! 
And  the  worst  was  that  Barnes,  being 
young  at  that  time  and  not  able  to 
keep  his  tongue  in  order,  could  not 
help  saying,  not  to,  but  of  such  and 
such  a  man,  that  "  he  was  an  infernal 
ass,  or  a  confounded  old  idiot,"  and  so 
forth,  —  peevish  phrases,  which  undid 
in  a  moment  the  work  of  a  dozen 
dinners,  countless  compliments,  and 
months  of  grinning  good-humor. 

Now  he  is  wiser.  He  is  very  proud 
of  being  Newcome  of  Newcome,  and 
quite  believes  that  the  place  is  his 
hereditary  principality.  But  still,  he 
says,  his  father  was  a  fool  for  ever  rep- 
resenting the  borough.  **  Dammy, 
sir,"  cries  Sir  Barnes,  "  never  sit  for  a 
place  thatli69  at  your  park-gates,  aD<l- 
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above  all,  never  trv  to  conciliate  'em. 
Curse  'em  !  Hate  cm  well,  sir.  Take 
a  line,  and  flog  the  fellows  on  the  other 
side.  Since  I  have  sat  in  Parliament 
for  another  place,  I  have  saved  myself 
I  don't  know  how  much  a  year.  I 
never  go  to  High  Church  or  Low, 
don't  give  a  shillin'  to  the  confounded 
races,  or  the  infeAal  soup-tickets,  or 
to  the  miserable  missionaries ;  and  at 
last  live  in  quiet." 

So,  in  spite  of  all  his  subscriptions, 
and  his  coaxing  of  the  various  orders 
of  Newcomites,  Sir  Barnes  Newcome 
was  not  popular  among  them ;  and 
while  he  had  enemies  on  all  sides,  had 
sturdy  friends  not  even  on  his  own. 
Scarce  a  man  but  felt  Barnes  was 
laughing  at  him ;  Bulders,  in  his 
pulpit.  Holder,  who  seconded  him  in 
his  election,  the  Newcome  society,  and 
the  ladies  even  more  than  the  men  were 
uneasy  under  his  ominous  familiarity, 
and  recovered  their  good-humor  when 
he  left  them.  People  felt  as  if  it  was 
a  truce  only,  and  not  an  alliance  with 
him,  and  always  speculated  on  the 
possibility  of  war :  when  he  fumed 
his  back  on  them  in  the  market, 
men  felt  relieved,  ^nd  as  they  passed 
his  gate  looked  with  no  mendly 
glances  over  his  park-wall. 

What  happened  within  was  per-" 
fectly  familiar  to  many  persons.  Our 
friend  was  insolent  to  all  his  servants ; 
and  of  course  very  well  served,  but 
very  much  disliked  in  consequence. 
The  butler  was  familiar  with  Taplow, 
—  the  housekeeper  had  a  friend  at 
Newcome:  Mrs.  Taplow,  in  fact,  of 
the  •'  King's  Arms,"  —  one  of  the 
grooms  at  Newcome  Park  kept  com- 
pany with  Mrs.  Bulders's  maid :  the 
incomings  and  outgoings,  the  quarrels 
and  tears,  the  company  from  Lon- 
don, and  all  the  doings  of  the  folks 
at  Newcome  Park  were  thus  known 
to  the  neighborhood  round  about. 
The  apothecary  brought  an  awful 
story  back  from  Newcome.  He  had 
been  called  to  Lady  Clara  in  strong 
hysterical  fits.  He  found  her  Lady- 
hip  with  a  bruise  on  her  face.  When 
Barnes  approached  her  (he  would 


not  allow  the  medical  man  to  see  hei 
except  in  his  presence)  she  screamed, 
and  bade  him  not  come  near  her. 
These  things  did  Mr.  Vidler  weakly 
impart  to  Mrs.  Vidler :  these,  under 
solemn  vows  of  secrecy,  Mrs.  Vidler 
told  to  one  or  two  friends.  Sir  Barnes 
and  Lady  Clara  were  seen  shopping 
together  very  graciously  in  Newcome 
a  short  time  afterwards ;  persons  who 
dined  at  the  Park  said  the  Baronet  and 
his  wife  seemed  on  very  good  terms ; 
but  —  but  that  story  of  the  bruised 
cheek  remained  in  the  minds  of  cer- 
tain people,  and  lay  by  at  compound 
interest  as  such  stories  will. 

Now,  say  people  quarrel  and  make 
it  up ;  or  don't  make  it  up,  but  wear 
a  smirking  face  to  society,  and  call 
each  other  "  my  dear,"  and  "iny  love," 
and  smooth  over  their  countenances 
before  John,  who  enters  with  the  coals 
as  they  are  barking  and  biting,  or  who 
announces  the  dinner  as  they  are  tear- 
ing each  other's  eyes  out  ?  Suppose 
a  woman  is  ever  so  miserable,  and  yet 
smiles,  and  doesn't  show  her  grief?* 
"  Quite  right,"  say  her  prudent 
friends,  and  her  husband's  relations 
above  all.  "  My  dear,  you  have  too 
much  propriety  to  exhibit  your  grief 
before  the  world,  or,  above  all,  before 
the  darling  children."  So  to  lie  is 
your  duty,  to  lie  to  your  friends,  to 
yourself  if  you  can,  to  your  children. 

Does  this  discipline  of  hypocrisy 
improve  any  mortal  woman  ?  Say 
she  learns  to  smile  afber  a  blow,  do 
you  suppose  in  this  matter  alone  she 
will  be  a  hypocrite  ?  Poor  Lady  Clara! 
I  fancy  a  better  lot  for  you  than  that 
to  which  fate  handed  you  over.  I 
fancy  there  need  have  been  no  de- 
ceit in  your  fond  simple  little  heart, 
could  it  but  have  been  given  into 
other  keeping.  But  you  were  con- 
signed to  a  master  whose  scorn  and 
cruelty  terrified  you  ;  under  whose 
sardonic  glances  your  scared  eyes" 
were  afraid  to  look  up,  and  before 
whose  gloomy  coldness  you  dared 
not  be  happy.  Suppose  a  little  plant, 
very  frail  and  delicate  from  the  first, 
but  that  might  have  bloomed  sweetly 
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and  borne  fair  flowers,  had  it  received" 
warm  shelter  and  kindly  nurture ;  sup- 
pose a  young  creature  taken  out  of 
her  home,  and  given  over  to  a  hard 
master  whose  caresses  are  as  insulting 
as  his  ne;;lect;  consigned  to  cruel 
usage;  to  weary  loneliness;  to  bitter, 
bitter  recollections  of  the  past ;  sup- 
pose her  schooled  into  hypocrisy  by 
tyranny, —  and  then,  quick,  let  us  hire 
an  advocate  to  roar  out  to  a  British 
jury  the  wrongs  of  her  injured  hus- 
band, to  paint  the  agonies  of  his  bleed- 
inc:  heart  (if  Mr.  Advocate  gets  plain- 
tiflTs  brief  in  time,  and  before  defend- 
ant's attorney  has  retained  him),  and 
to  show  Society  injured  through  him. 
Let  us  console  that  martyr,  I  say, 
with  thumping  damages ;  and  as  for 
the  woman  —  the  guilty  wretch!  — 
let  us  lead  her  out  and  stone  her. 


CHAPTER  LVI. 

BOSA  QUO  LOCORUM  SERA  MORATUR. 

Clive  Newcome  bore  his  defeat 
with  such  a  courage  and  resolution  as 
those  who  knew  the  young  fellow's 
character  were  sure  he  would  display. 
It  was  whilst  he  had  a  little  lingering 
hope  still  that  the  poor  lad  was  in 
the  worst  condition  ;  as  a  gambler  is 
restless  and  unhappy  whilst  his  last 
few  guineas  remain  with  him,  and 
he  is  venturing  them  against  the  over- 
powering chances  of  the  bank.  His 
last  piece,  however,  gone,  our  friend 
rises  up  from  that  unlucky  table  — 
beaten  at  the  contest  but  not  broken 
in  spirit.  He  goes  back  into  the 
world  again  and  withdraws  from  that 
dangerous  excitement ;  sometimes 
when  he  is  alone  or  wakeful,  tossing 
in  his  bed  at  nights,  he  may  recall  the 
fatal  game,  and  think  how  be  might 
h.ive  won  it ;  think  what  a  fool  he 
was  ever  to  have  played  it  at  all ;  but 
these  cogitations  Clive  kept  for  him- 
self. He  was  magnanimous  enough 
not  even  to  blame  Ethel  much,  and 
to  take  her  side  against  his  father, 
who,  it  must  bo  confessed,  now  ex- 


hibited a  violent  hostility  against  that 
young  lady  and  her  belongings.  Slow 
to  anger  and  utterly  beyond  deceit, 
himself,  when  Thomas  Newcome  was 
once  roused,  or  at  length  believed  that 
he  was  cheated,  woe  to  the  offender ! 
From  that  day  forth,  Thomas  believed 
no  good  of  him.  Every  thought  or 
action  of  his  enemy's  life  seemed 
treason  to  the  worthy  Colonel.  If 
Barnes  gave  a  dinner-party,  his  un- 
cle was  ready  to  fancy  that  the  banker 
wanted  to  poison  somebody ;  if  ho 
made  a  little  speech  in  the  House  of 
Commons  (Barnes  did  make  little 
speeches  in  the  House  of  Commons), 
the  Colonel  was  sure  some  infernal 
conspiracy  lay  under  the  villain's 
words.  The  whole  of  that  branch  of 
the  Newcomes  fared  little  better  at 
their  kinsman's  !iands  —  they  were 
all  deceitful,  sordid,  heartless,  world- 
ly;—  Ethel  herself  no  better  now 
than  the  people  who  had  bred  her  up. 
People  hate,  as  they  love,  unreasona- 
bly. Whether  is  it  the  more  morti- 
fying to  us,  to  feel  that  we  are  dis- 
liked oriiked  undeservedly  ? 

Clive  was  not  easy  until  he  had  the 
sea  between  him  and  his  misfortune: 
and  now  Thomas  Newcome  had  the 
chance  of  making  that  tour  with  his 
son  which  in  early  days  had  been  such 
a  favorite  project  with  the  good  man. 
They  travelled  Hhineland  and  Switz- 
erland together,  —  they  crossed  into 
Italy,  —  went  from  Milan  to  Venice 
(where  Clive  saluted  the  greatest 
painting  in  the  world,  —  the  glorious 
**  Assuniption  "  of  Titian),  —  the^ 
went  to  Trieste,  and  over  the  beauti- 
ful Styrian  Alps  to  Vienna,  —  they 
beheld  Danube,  and  the  plain  where 
the  Turk  and  Sobieski  fought.  They 
travelled  at  a  prodigious  fast  pace. 
They  did  not  speak  much  to  one  an- 
other. They  were  a  pattern  pair  of 
English  travellers.  I  dare  say  many 
persons  whom  thev  met  smiled  to  ob- 
serve them ;  and  shrugged  their  shoul- 
ders at  the  aspect  of  ces  Anglais. 
They  did  not  know  the  care  in  the 
young  traveller's  mind ;  and  the  deep 
tenderness  and  solicitude  of  the  elder. 
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Clive  wrote  to  say  it  was  a  very  pleas- 
ant tour,  but  I  think  I  should  not  have 
liked  to  join  it.  Let  us  dismiss  it  in 
this  single  sentence.  Other  gen- 
tlemen have  taken  the  same  journey, 
and  with  sorrow  perhaps  as  their 
silent  fellow-traveller.  How  you  re- 
member the  places  afterwards,  and  the 
thoughts  which  pursued  you !  If  in 
after  days,  when  your  grief  is  dead 
and  buried,  you  revisit  the  scenes  in 
which  it  was  your  companion,  how  its 
ghost  rises  and  shows  itself  again ! 
{Suppose  this  part  of  Mr.  Clive's  life 
were  to  be  described  at  length  in  sev- 
eral chapters,  and  not  in  a  single 
brief  sentence,  what  dreary  pages'they 
would  be !  In  two  or  three  months 
our  friends  saw  a  number  of  men, 
cities,  mountains,  rivers, and  what  not. 
It  was  yet  early  'autumn  when  they 
were  back  in  France  again,  and  Sep- 
tember found  them  at  Brussels^  where 
James  Binnie,  Esq.,  and  his  family 
were  established  iti  comfortable  quar- 
ters, and  where  we  may  be  sure  Clive 
and  his  father  were  \Qry  welcome. 

Dragged  abroad  at  first  sorely 
against  his  will,  James  Binnie  had 
found  the  Continental  life  pretty  much 
to  his  liking.  He  had  passed  a  winter 
at  Pan,  a  summer  at  Vichy,  where  the 
waters  had  done  him  good.  His  la- 
dies had  made  several  charming  foreign 
acquaintances.  Mrs.  Mackenzie  had 
quite  a  list  of  Counts  and  Marchion- 
esses among  her  friends.  The  excel- 
lent Captain  Goby  wandered  about 
the  country  with  them.  Was  it  to 
Hosey,  was  it  to  her  mother,  the 
Captain  was  most  attached  ?  Kosey 
received  him  as  a  godpapa;  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  as  a  wicked,  odious,  good- 
for  -  nothing,  dangerous,  delightful 
creature.  Is  it  humiliating,  is  it  con- 
solatory, to  remark  with  what  small 
wit  some  of  our  friends  are  amused? 
The  jovial  sallies  of  Goby  appeared 
exquisite  to  Rosey's  mother,  and  to 
the  girl  probably ;  though  that  young 
Bahawder  of  a  Clive  Newcome  chose 
to  wear  a  grave  face  (confound  his  in- 
solent airs !)  at  the  very  best  of  Uie 
Goby  jokes. 


In  Goby's  train  was  his  fervent  ad- 
mirer and  inseparable  young  friend, 
Clarence  Hoby.  Captain  Hoby  and 
Captain  Goby  travelled  the  world  to- 
gether, visited  Hombourg  and  Baden, 
Cheltenham  and  Leamington,  Paris 
and  Brussels,  in  company,  belonged 
to  the  same  club  in  London,  —  the 
centre  of  all  pleasure,  fashion,  and 
joy  for  the  young  officer  and  the  old- 
er campaigner.  The  jokes  at  the 
"Flag,''  the  dinners  at  the  "Flag," 
the  committee  of  the  "Flag,"  were 
the  theme  of  their  constant  conversa- 
tion. Goby  fifty  years  old,  unat- 
tached and  with  dyed  mustachios, 
was  the  affable  comrade  of  the  young- 
est member  of  his  club ;  when  absent 
a  friend  wrote  him  the  last  riddle  from 
the  smoking-room  ;  when  present,  his 
knowledge  of  horses,  of  cookery,  wines, 
and  cigars,  and  military  history  ren- 
dered him  a  most  acceptable  com- 
panion. He  knew  the  history  and 
achievements  of  every  regiment  in  the 
army;  of  every  general  and  com- 
manding officer.  He  was  known  to 
have  been  "  out "  more  than  once 
himself,  and  had  made  up  a  hundred 
quarrels.  He  was  certainly  not  a 
man  of  an  ascetic  life  or  a  profound 
intellectual  culture :  but  though  poor 
ho  was  known  to  be  most  honoraole ; 
though  more  than  middle  -  aged  he 
was  cheerful,  busy,  and  kindly ;  and 
though  the  youngsters  called  him  Old 
Goby,  he  bore  his  years  Very  gayly 
and  handsomely,  and  I  dare  say  num- 
bers of  ladies  besides  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
thought  him  delightful.  Goby's  talk 
and  rattle  perhaps  somewhat  bored 
James  Binnie,  but  Thomas  Newcome 
found  the  Captain  excellent  company ; 
and  Goby  aid  justice  to  the  good 
qualities  of  the  Colonel." 

Clive*s  father  liked  Brussels  very 
well.  He  and  his  son  occupied  very 
handsome  quarters,  near  the  spacious 
apartments  in  the  Park  which  James 
Binnie's  family  inhabited.  Waterloo 
was  not  far  on,  to  which  the  Indian 
officer  paid  several  visits  with  Captain 
Goby  for  a  guide ;  and  many  of  Marl- 
borough's battle-fields  were  near,  in 
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which  Gohy  certainly  took  but  a 
minor  interest ;  but  on  the  other  hand 
Clive  beheld  these  with  the  greatest 
pleasure,  and  painted  more  than  one 
dashing  piece,  in  which  Churchill  and 
Eugene,  Cutts  and  Cadogan,  were  the 
heroes ;  whose  flowing  periwigs,  huge 
boots,  and  thundering  Flemish  char- 
gers were,  he  thought,  more  novel  and 
picturesque  than  the  Duke's  surtout, 
and  the  French  Grenadiers'  hairy 
caps,  which  so  many  English  and 
French  artists  have  portrayed. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pendennis  were  in- 
vited by  our  kind  Colonel  to  pass  a 
month  —  six  months  if  they  chose  — 
at  Brussels,  and  were  most  splendid- 
ly entertained  by  our  friends  in  that 
city.  A  suite  of  handsome  rooms  was 
set  apart  for  us.  My  study  communi- 
cated with  Clive's  atelier.  Many  an 
hour  did  we  pass,  and  many  a  ride 
and  walk  did  we  take  together.  I 
observed  that  Clive  never  mentioned 
Miss  Newcome's  name,  and  Laura 
and  I  agreed  that  it  was  as  well  not 
to  recall  it.  Only  once,  when  we  read 
the  death  of  Lady  Glenlivat,  Lord 
Farintosh's  mother,  in  the  newspaper, 
I  remember  to  have  said,  **  I  suppose 
that  marriage  will  be  put  off  again." 

"  Qu'est-ce  que  cela  me  fait  ?  says 
Mr.  Clive,  gloomily,  over  his  picture, 
—  a  cheerSful  piece  representing  Count 
Egmont  going  to  execution  ;  in  which 
I  have  the  honor  to  figure  as  a  hal- 
berdier, Captain  Hoby  as  the  Count, 
— 'and  Captain  Goby  as  the  Duke  of 
Alva,  looking  out  of  window. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  was  in  a  state  of 
great  happiness  and  glory  during  this 
winter.  She  had  a  carriage  and 
worked  that  vehicle  most  indefati- 
gably.  She  knew  a  great  deal  of  good 
company  at  Brussels.  She  had  an 
evenmg  for  receiving.  She  herself 
went  to  countless  evening-parties,  and 
bad  the  joy  of  being  invited  to  a 
couple  of  court  balls,  at  which  I  am 
bound  to  say  her  daughter  and  her- 
self looked  very  handsome.  The  Colo- 
nel brushed  up  his  old  uniform  and 
attended  these  entertainments.  M. 
Newcomo  fils,  as  I  should  judge,  was 


not  the  worst-looking  man  in  the 
room;  and,  as  these  young  people 
waltzed  together  (in  which  accom- 
plishment Clive  was  very  much  more 
skilful  than  Captain  l£)by),  I  dare 
say  many  people  thought  he  and 
Rosey  made  a  pretty  couple. 

Most  persons,  my  wife  included, 
difficult  es  that  lady  is  to  please,  were 
pleased  with  the  pretty  little  Rosey. 
She  sang  charmingly  now,  and  looked 
so  while  singing.  If  her  mother 
would  but  have  omitted  that  chorus, 
which  she  cackled  perseveringly  be- 
hind her  daughter  s  pretty  back  : 
about  Rosey 's  angelic  temper ;  about 
the  compliments  Signor  Polonini  paid 
her;  about  Sir  Horace  Dash,  our 
Minister,  insisting  upon  her 
"  Batti  Batti "  over  asrain,  and 
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Archduke  clapping  his  hands  and 
saying,  "  O  yes ! "  about  Count 
Vanderslaapen's  attentions  to  her, 
&c.,  &c. ;  but  for  these  constant  re- 
marks of  Mrs.  Mack's,  I  am  sure  no 
one  would  have  been  better  pleased 
with  Miss  Rosey's  singing  and  be- 
havior than  myself.  As  for  Captain 
Hoby,  it  was  easy  to  see  how  he  was 
affected  towards  Miss  Rosalind's  mu- 
sic and  person. 

And  indeed  few  things  could  be 
pleasanter  than  to  watch  the  behavior 
of  this  pretty  little  maid  with  her 
Uncle  James  and  his  old  chum  the 
Colonel.  The  latter  was  soon  as  fond 
of  her  as  James  Biniiie  himself,  whose 
face  used  to  lighten  with  pleasure 
whenever  it  turned  towards  hers.  She 
seemed  to  divine  his  wants,  as  she 
would  trip  across  the  room  to  fulfil 
them.  She  skipped  into  the  carriage 
and  covered  his  feet  with  a  shawl  — 
James  was  lazy  and  chilly  now  — 
when  he  took  his  drive.  She  sat  op- 
posite to  him  and  smiled  on  him ; 
and,  if  he  dozed,  quick,  another  hand- 
kerchief was  round  his  neck.  I  do 
not  know  whether  she  understood  his 
jokes,  but  she  saluted  them  always 
with  a  sweet  kind  smile.  How  she 
kissed  him,  and  how  delighted  she  was 
if  he  brought  her  a  bouquet  for  her 
ball  that  night !    One  day,  upon  ~^ 
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casion  of  one  of  these  balls,  James 
and  Thomas,  those  two  old  boys, 
absolutely  came  into  Mrs.  Macken- 
zie's  drawing-room  with  a  bouquet 
apiece  for  Miss  Rosey ;  and  there  was 
a  tine  laughing. 

"  O  you  little  Susanna ! "  says 
James,  after  taking  his  usual  pay- 
ment ;  "  now  go  and  pay  t'other 
elder."  Rosey  did  not  quite  under- 
stand at  first,  being,  you  see,  more 
ready  to  laugh  at  jokes  than  to  com- 
prehend them :  but  when  she  did,  I 
promise  you  she  looked  uncommonly 

Sretty  as  she  advanced  to  Colonel 
fewcome  and  put  that  pretty  fresh 
cheek  of  hers  up  to  his  grizzled  mus- 
tachio. 

"  I  protest  I  don't  know  which  of 
you  blushes  the  most,"  chuckles 
James  Binnie,  —  and  the  truth  is,  the 
old  man  and  the  young  girl  had  both 
hung  out  those  signals  of  amiable 
disti-ess. 

On  this  day,  and  as  Miss  Rosey 
was  to  be  overpowered  by  flowers, 
who  should  come  presently  to  dinner 
but  Captain  Uoby,  with  another  bou- 
quet !  on  which  Uncle  James  said 
Kosey  should  go  to  the  ball  like  an 
American  Indian,  with  her  scalps  at 
her  belt. 

"  Scalps  1 "  cries  Mrs.  Mackenzie. 

"  Scalps  !  O  law,  uncle  !  "  ex- 
claims Miss  Rosey.  "  What  can  you 
mean  by  anything  so  horrid  ?  " 

Goby  recalls  to  Mrs.  Mack,  Hook- 
ee-ma-goosh,  the  Indian  chief  whom 
she  must  have  seen  when  the  Hun- 
dred and  Fiftieth  were  at  Quebec, 
and  who  had  his  lodge  full  of  them ; 
and  who  used  to  lie  about  the  bar- 
racks so  drunk,  and  who  used  to  beat 
his  poor  little  European  wife;  and 
presently  Mr.  Clive  Newcome  joins 
this  company,  when  the  chirping,  tit- 
tering, joking,  laughing,  cease  some- 
how. 

Has  Clive  brought  a  bouquet  too  ? 
No.  He  has  never  thought  about  a 
bouquet.  He  is  dressed  in  black, 
with  long  hair,  a  long  mnstachio, 
and  melancholy  imperial.  He  looks 
rery  handsome,  but  as  glum  as  an 


undertaker.  And  James  Binnie  says, 
"  Egad,  Tom,  they  used  to  call  you 
the  knight  of  the  woful  countenance, 
and  Clive  has  just  inherited  the  pa- 
ternal mug."  Then  James  calls  out 
in  a  cheery  voice,  "  Dinner,  dinner !  " 
and  trots  off  with  Mrs.  Pendennis 
under  his  arm ;  Rosey  nestles  up 
against  the  Colonel ;  Goby  and  Mrs. 
Mack  walk  away  arm-in-arm  very 
contentedly;  and  I  don't  know  with 
which  of  Wr  three  nosegays  pretty 
Rosey  appears  at  the  ball. 

Our  stay  with  our  friends  at  Brus- 
sels could  not  be  prolonged  beyond  a 
month,  for  at  the  end  of  that  period 
we  were  under  an  engagement  to  oth- 
er friends  in  flngland,  who  were  good 
enough  to  desire  the  presence  of  Mrs. 
Pendennis  and  her  suite  of  baby, 
nurse,  and  husband.  So  we  presently 
took  leave  of  Rosey  and  the  Cam- 
paigner, of  the  two  stout  elders,  and 
our  melancholy  young  Clive,  who 
bore  us  company  to  Antwerp,  and 
who  won  Laura's  heart  by  the  neat 
way  in  which  he  took  her  child  on 
board  ship.  Poor  fellow !  how  sad 
he  looked  as  he  bowed  to  us  and  took 
off  his  hat !  His  eyes  did  not  seem  to 
be  looking  at  us,  though:  they  and 
his  thoughts  were  turned  another  way. 
He  moved  off  immediately,  with  his 
head  down,  puffing  his  eternal  cigar, 
and  lost  in  his  own  meditations ;  our 
going  or  our  staying  was  of  very  little 
importance  to  the  lugubrious  youth. 

"  I  think  it  was  a  great  pity  they 
came  to  Brussels,"  says  Laura,  as  wc 
sat  on  the  deck,  while  her  unconscious 
infant  was  cheerful,  and  while  the 
water  of  the  lazy  Scheldt  as  yet  was 
smooth. 

"  Who  ?  The  Colonel  and  Clive  ? 
They  have  a  good  maitre  -  d'h6tel. 
Their  dinners,  I  am  sure,  are  excel- 
lent; and  your  child,  madam,  is  as 
healthy  as  it  possibly  can  be." 

"Blessed darling!  Yes!"  (Blessed 
darling  crows,  moos,  jumps  in  his 
nurse's  arms,  and  holds  out  a  little 
mottled  hand  for  a  biscuit  of  Savoy, 
which  mamma  supplies.)    "I  can't 
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help  thinking,  Arthur,  that  Rosey 
would  have  been  much  happier  as 
Mrs.  Hoby  than  she  will  be  as  Mrs. 
Newcome." 

"  Who  thinks  of  her  being  Mrs. 
Newcome  1 " 

"  I^er  mother,  her  uncle,  and  Olive's 
father.  Since  the  Colonel  has  been 
so  rich,  I  think  Mr^.  Mackenzie  sees 
a  great  deal  of  merit  in  Clive.  Ko- 
sey  will  do  anything  her  mother  bids 
her.  If  Clive  can  be  brought  to  the 
same  obedience,  Uncle  James  and  the 
Colonel '  will  be  delighted.  Uncle 
James  has  set  his  heart  on  this  mar- 
riage. (He  and  his  sister  agree  upon 
this  point.)  He  told  me,  last  night, 
that  he  would  sing  *Nunc  dimittis,* 
could  he  but  see  the  two  children  hap- 
py ;  and  that  he  should  lie  easier  m 
purgatory  if  that  could  be  brought 
about." 

"And  what  did  you  say,  Lau- 
ra?" 

"  I  laughed,  and  told  Uncle  James 
I  was  of  the  Hoby  faction.  He  is 
very  good-natared,  frank,  honest,  and 
gentlemanlike,  Mr.  Hoby.  But  Un- 
cle James  said  he  thought  Mr.  Hoby 
was  so  —  wellj  so  stupid  —  that  his 
Rosey  would  be  thrown  away  upon 
the  poor  Captain.  So  I  did  not  tell 
Uncle  James  that,  before  Clive's  ar- 
rival, Rosey  had  found  Captain  Hoby 
far  from  stupid.  He  used  to  sing 
duets  with  her ;  he  used  to  ride  with 
her  before  Clive  came.  Last  winter, 
when  they  were  at  Pau,  I  feel  certain 
Miss  Rosey  thought  Captain  Hoby 
very  pleasant  indeed.  She  thinks  she 
was  attached  to  Clive  formerly,  and 
now  she  admires  him,  and  is  dread- 
fully afraid  of  him.  He  is  taller  and 
handsomer,  and  richer  and  cleverer 
than  Captain  Hoby,  certainly." 

"  I  should  think  so,  indeed/'  breaks 
out  Mr.  Pendennis.  **  Why,  my  dear, 
Clive  is  as  fine  a  fellow  as  one  can 
see  on  a  summer's  day.  It  does  one 
good  to  look  at  him.  What  a  pair 
of  frank  bright  blue  eyes  he  has,  or 
used  to  have,  till  this  mishap  over- 
clouded them  !  What  a  pleasant  laugh 
he  has !     What  a  well-built,  agile  fig- 


ure it  is, — what  pluck,  and  spirit, 
and  honor  there  is  about  my  young 
chap !  I  don't  say  he  is  a  genius  of 
the  highest  order,  but  he  is  the 
stanchest,  the  bravest,  the  cheeriest, 
the  most  truth  -  telling,  the  kindest 
heart.  Compare  him  and  Hoby  ! 
Why,  Clive  is  an  eagle,  and  yonder 
little  creature  a  mousing  owl !  " 

"  I  like  to  hear  you  speak  so,"  cries 
Mrs.  Laura,  very  tenderly.  "  People 
say  that  you  are  always  sneering,  Ar- 
thur ;  but  I  know  my  husband  better. 
We  know  papa  better,  don't  we, 
baby?"  (Here  my  wife  kisses  the 
infant  Pendennis  with  great  effusion, 
who  has  come  up  dancing  on  his 
nurse's  arms.)  "But,"  says  she, 
coming  back  and  snuggling  by  her 
husband's  side  again,  —  "  but  sup- 
pose your  favorite  Clive  is  an  eagle, 
Arthur,  don't  you  think  he  had  better 
have  an  eagle  for  a  mate  ?  If  he  were 
to  marry  little  Rosey,  I  dare  say  he 
would  be  very  good  to  her;  but  I 
think  neither 'he  nor  she  would  be 
very  happy.  My  dear,  she  does  not 
care  for  his  pursuits  ;  she  does  not  un- 
derstand him  when  he  talks.  The 
two  captains,  and  Rosey  and  I,  and 
the  Campaigner,  as  you  call  her,  laugh 
and  talk,  and  prattle,  and  have  the 
merriest  little  jokes  with  one  another, 
and  we  all  are  as  quiet  as  mice  when 
you  and  Clive  come  in." 

"  What,  am  I  an  eagle  too  ?  I  have 
no  aquiline  pretensions  at  all,  Mrs. 
Pendennis." 

"  No.  Well,  we  are  not  afraid  of 
you.  We  are  not  afraid  of  papa,  are 
we,  darling  ?  "  this  young  woman  now 
calls  out  to  the  other  member  of  her 
family ;  who,  if  you  will  calculate,  has 
just  had  time  to  be  walked  twice  up 
and  down  the  deck  of  the  steamer, 
whilst  Laura  has  been  making  her 
speech  about  eagles.  And  soon  the 
mother,  child,  and  attendant  descend 
into  the  lower  cabins  :  and  then  din- 
ner is  announced  :  and  Captain  Jack- 
son treats  us  to  champagne  from  his 
end  of  the  table :  and  yet  a  short 
while,  and  we  are  at  sea,  and  conver- 
sation becomes  impossible ;  and  morn-__ 
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ing  sees  us  nnder  the  gray  London 
sky,  and  amid  the  million  of  masts  in 
the  Thames. 


CHAPTER  LVII. 

ROSEBURY  AND  NEWCOME. 

The  friends  to  whom  we  were  en- 
gaged in  England  were  Florae  and  his 
wi^,  Madame  la  PrincessedeMontcon- 
tour,  who  were  determined  to  spend  the 
Christmas  holidays  at  the  Princess's 
country-seat.      It    was  for  the  first 
time  since  their  recollection  that  the 
Prince  and  Princess  dispensed  their 
hospitalities  at  the  latter's   chateau. 
It  is  situated,  as  the  reader  has  al- 
ready been  informed,  at  some  five 
miles  from  the  town  of  Newcome; 
away  from  the  chimneys  and  smoky 
atmosphei*e  of  that  place,  in  a  sweet 
country   of  rural    woodlands;    over 
which  quiet   villages,    gray   church- 
spires,  and  ancient  gabled  farm-houses 
are  scattered :  still  wearing  the  peace- 
ful aspect  which   belong^  to  them 
when  rJewcome  was  as  yet  but  an  an- 
tiquated country- town,   before  mills 
were  erected  on  its  river  banks,  and 
dyes  and  cinders  blackened  its  stream. 
Twenty  years  since  Newcome  Park 
was  the  only  great  house  in  that  dis- 
trict ;  now  scores  of  fine  villas  have 
sprung  up  in  the  suburb  lying  between 
the  town  and  park.    Newcome  New 
Town,    as    everybody    knows,    has 
grown  round  the  park-gates,  and  the 
"  New  Town  Hotel "  (where  the  rail- 
way-station is)  is  a  splendid  structure 
in  the  Tudor  style,  more  ancient  in 
appearance  than  the  park  itself;  sur- 
rounded by  little  antique  villas  with 
spiked  gables,  stacks  of  crooked  chim- 
neys, and  plate-glass  windows  looking 
upon    trim  lawns;    with  glistening 
hedges  of  evergreens,  spotless  gravel 
walks,   and   Elizal)ethan  gig-houses. 
Under  the  great  railway  viaduct  of 
the  New  Town  goes  the  old  tranquil 
winding  London  high-road,  once  busy 
with    a   score  of   gay  coaches,   and 
ground  by  innumerable  wheels ;  but 
at  a  few  miles  from  the  New  Town 


Station  the  road  has  become  so 
mouldy  that  the  grass  actually  grows 
on  it ;  and  llosebury,  Madame  de 
Montcontour's  house,  stands  at  one 
end  of  a  village-green,  which  is  even 
more  quiet  now  than  it  was  a  hun- 
dred years  ago. 

When  first  Madame  de  Florae 
bought  the  place,  it  scarcely  ranked 
amongst  the  county  liouses ;  and  she, 
the  sister  of  manufacturers  at  New- 
come  and  Manchester,  did  not  of 
course  visit  the  county  families.  A 
homely  little  body,  married  to  a 
Frenchman  from  whom  she  was  sep- 
arated, may  or  mav  not  have  done  a 
great  deal  of  good  m  her  village,  have 
had  pretty  gardens,  and  won  prizes 
at  the  Newcome  flower  and  fruit 
shows ;  but,  of  course,  she  wgs  nobody 
in  such  an  aristocratic  countv  as  wc 

all  know shire  is.     She  nad  her 

friends  and  relatives  from  Newcome. 
Many  of  them  were  Quakers,  — many 
were  retail  shopkeepers.  She  even 
fi^uented  the  little  branch  Ebenezer, 
on  Kosebury  Green ;  and  it  was  only 
by  her  charities  and  kindness  at 
Christmas-time  that  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Potter,'  the  rector  at  Rosebury,  knew 
her.  The  old  clergy,  you  see,  live 
with  the  county  families.  Good  little 
Madame  de  Florae  was  pitied  and 
patronized  by  the  Doctor ;  treated 
with  no  little  superciliousness  by  Mrs. 
Potter,  and  the  young  ladies,  who 
only  kept  the  first  society.  Even, 
when  her  rich  brother  died,  and  she 
got  her  share  of  all  that  money,  Mrs. 
Potter  said  poor  Madame  de  Flojac 
did  well  in  not  trying  to  move  out  of 
her  natural  sphere  (Mrs.  P.  was  the 
daughter  of  a  bankrupt  hatter  in  Lon- 
don, nnd  had  herself  been  governess 
in  a  noble  family,  out  of  which  she 
married  Mr.  P.,  who  was  private 
tutor).  Madame  de  Florae  did  well, 
we  say,  not  to  endeavor  to  leave  her 
natural  sphere,  and  that  The  County 
never  would  receive  her.  Tom  Pot- 
ter, the  rector's  son,  with  whom  I  had 
the  good  fortune  to  be  a  fellow-stu- 
dent at  Saint  Boniface  College,  Ox- 
bridge, —  a  rattling,  forward,    and, 
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it  must  be  owned,  vulgar  youth,  — 
asked  me  whether  Florae  was  not  a 
billiard-marker  by  profession?  and 
was  even  so  kind  as  to  caution  his 
sisters  not  to  speak  of  billiards  before 
the  lady  of  Rosebury.  Tom  was  sur- 
prised to  leai'n  that  Monsieur  Paul 
de  Florae  was  a  gentleman  of  lineage, 
incomparably  better  than  that  of  any 
except  two  or  three  families  in  Eng- 
land (including  your  own,  my  dear 
and  respected  reader,  of  course,  if  you 
hold  to  your  pedigree).  But  the 
truth  is,  heraldically  speaking,  that 
union  with  the  Higgs  of  Manchester 
was  the  first  misalliance  which  the 
Florae  family  had  made  for  long  long 
years.  .  Not  that  I  would  wish  for  a 
moment  to  insinuate  that  any  noble- 
man is  equal  to  an  English  noble- 
'man  ;  nay,  that  an  English  snob, 
with  a  coat  of  arms  bought  yesterday, 
or  stolen  out  of  Edmonston,  or  a 
pedigree  purchased  from  a  peerage- 
maker,  has  not  a  right  to  look  down 
upon  any  of  your  paltry  foreign  no- 
bility. 
One  dav  the  carriage-and-four  came 
*  in  state  ttom  Newcome  Park,  with 
the  well-known  chaste  liveries  of  the 
Newcomes,  and  drove  up  Rosebury 
Green,  towards  the  parsonage-gate, 
where  Mrs.  and  the  Miss  Potters  hap- 
pened to  be  standing,  cheapening  fish 
from  a  donkey-man,  with  whom  thty 
were'in  the  habit  of  dealing.  The 
ladies  were  in  their  pokiest  old  head- 
gear and  most  dingy,  gowns,  when 
they  perceived  the  carriage  approach- 
ing ;  and  considering,  of  course,  that 
the  visit  of  the  Park  people  was  in- 
tended for  them,,  dashed  into  the 
rectory  to  change  their  clothes,  leav- 
ing Rowkins,  the  costermonger,  in 
the  very  midst  of  the  negotiation 
about  the  three  mackerel.  Mamma 
got  that  new  bonnet  out  of  the  band- 
box ;  Lizzie  and  Liddy  skipped  up  to 
their  bedroom,  and  brought  oat  those 
dresses  which  thej'  wore  at  the  difjeu- 
ner  at  the  "  Newcome  Athenaium," 
when  Lord  Leveret  came  down  to 
lecture;  into  which  they  no  sooner 
had   hooked  their  lovely  shoulders, 


than  they  reflected  with  terror  that 
mamma  had  been  altering  one  of 
papa^s  flannel  waistcoats,  and  had 
left  it  in  the  drawing-room,  when 
they  were  called  out  by  the  song  of 
Rowkins,  and  the  appearance  of  his 
donkey's  ears  over  the  green  gate  of  the 
rectory.  To  think  of  the  Park  peo- 
ple comingr,  and  the  drawing-room  in 
that  dreadful  state ! 

But  when  they  came  down  stairs, 
the  Park  people  were  not  in  the  room, 

—  the  woollen  garment  was  still  on 
the  table  (how  they  plunged  it  into 
the  chiffonier ! )  —  and  the  only  visitor 
was  Rowkins  the  costermonger,  grin- 
ning at  the  open  French  windows, 
with  the  three  mackerel,  and  crying, 
"  Make  it  sixpence,  miss,  —  don't  say 
6ppens,  ma'am,  to  a  poor  fellow  that 
has  a  wife  and  family."  So  that  the 
young  ladies  had  to  cry,  —  "  Impu- 
dence !  Get  away,  you  vulgar  inso- 
lent creature !  —  Go  round,  sir,  to  the 
back  door.  How  dare  you  1 "  and  the 
like;  fearing  lest  Lady  Ann  New- 
come,  and  young  Ethel,  and  Barnes 
should  enter  in  the  midst  of  this  igno- 
ble controversy. 

They  never  came  at  all  —  those 
Park  people.  How  very  odd !  They 
passed  the  rectory-gate;  they  drove 
on  to  Madame  de  Florae's  lodge. 
They  went  in.  They  stayed  for  half 
an  hour ;  the  horses  driving  round  and 
round  the  gravel  road  before  the 
house ;  and  Mrs.  Potter  and  the  girls, 
speedily  going  to  the  upper  chambers, 
and  looking  out  of  the  room  where 
the  maids  slept,  saw  Lady  Ann,  Ethel, 
and  Barnes  walking  with  Madame  de 
Florae,  going  into  the  conservatories, 
issuing  thence  with  MacWhirter,  the 
gardener,  bearing  huge  bunches  of 
grapes  and  large  fasces  of  flowers ; 
they  saw  Barnes  talking  in  the  most 
respectful  manner  to  Madame  de  Flo- 
rae ;  and  when  they  went  down  stairs 
and  had  their  work  before  them, — 
Liddy  her  gilt  music-book,  Lizzy  her 
embroidered  altar-cloth,  mamma  her 
scarlet  cloak  for  one  of  the  old  women, 

—  they  had  the  agony  of  seeing  the 
barouche  over  the  railings  whisk  by, 
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with  the  Park  people  inside,  and 
Barnes  driving  the  four  horses. 

It  was  on  that  day  when  Barnes 
had  determined  to  take  up  Madame 
de  Florae;  when  he  was  bent  upon 
reconciling  her  to  her  husband.  In 
spite  of  all  Mrs.  Potter's  predictions, 
the  county  families  did  come  and  visit 
the  manufacturer's  daughter ;  and 
when  Madame  de  Florae  became  Ma- 
dame la  Princesse  de  Montcontour, 
when  it  was  announced  that  she  was 
coming  to  stay  at  Rosebury  for  Christ- 
mas, I  leave  you  to  imagine  whether 
the  circumstance  was  or  was  not  men- 
tioned in  theNewcome  Sentinel  and  the 
Newcome  Independent ;  and  whether 
Rev.  G.  Potter,  D.D.,  and  Mrs.  Pot- 
ter did  or  did  not  call  on  the  Prince 
and  Princess:  I  leave  you  to  imagine 
whether  the  lady  did  or  did  not  in- 
spect all  the  alterations  which  Vineer's 
people  from  Newcome  were  making  at 
Rosebury  House,  —  the  chaste  yellow 
satin  and  gold  of  the  drawing-room, 
the  carved  oak  for  the  dining-room, 
the  chintz  for  the  bedrooms,  the 
Princess's  apartment,  the  Prince's 
apartment,  the  guests*  apartments, 
the  smoking-room,  gracious  goodness  ! 
the  stables  (these  were  under  Tom 
Potter's  superintendence),  "  and  I  'm 
dashed,"  says  he,  one  day,  "  if  here 
does  n't  come  a  billiard-table  ! " 

The  house  was  most  comfortably 
and  snugly  appointed  from  top  to  bot- 
tom ;  and  thus  it  will  be  seen  that  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Pendennis  were  likely  to  be 
in  very  good  quarters  for  their  Christ- 
mas of  1 84-. 

Tom  Potter  was  so  kind  as  to  call 
on  me  two  days  after  our  arrival ;  and 
to  greet  me  in  the  Princess's  pew  at 
church  on  the  previous  day.'  Before 
desiring  to  be  introduced  to  my  wife, 
he  requested  me  to  present  him  to  my 
friend  the  Prince.  He  called  him 
your  Highness.,  His  Highness,  who 
nad  behaved  with  exemplary  gravity, 
save  once  when  he  shrieked  an  "  ah  f" 
as  Miss  Liddy  led  off  the  children  in 
the  organ-loft  in  a  hymn,  and  the 
whole  pack  went  wofully  out  of  tune, 
complimented  Monsieur  Tom  on  the 


sermon  of  Monsieur  his  father.  Tom 
walked  back  with  us  to  Rosebury 
Lodge  gate.  "  Will  you  not  come  in 
and  make  a  party  of  billiard  with 
me  ?  "  says  his  Highness.  "  Ah, 
pardon !  I  forgot,  you  do  not  play 
the  billiard  the  Sunday  !  "  "  Ani/ 
other  day,  Prince,  I  shall  be  delighted," 
says  Tom;  and  squeezed  his  Higli- 
ness's  hand  tenderly  at  parting. 
"  Your  comrade  of  college  was  he  ?  " 
asks  Florae.  "My  dear,  what  men 
are  these  comrades  of  college  !  What 
men  are  you  English  !  My  word  of 
honor,  there  are  some  of  them  here,  — 
if  I  were  to  say  to  them  wax  my 
boots,  they  would  take  them  and  wax 
them !  Didst  thou  see  how  the  R^v- 
^rend  eyed  us  during  the  sermon  ? 
He  regarded  us  over  his  book,  my 
word  of  honor  I " 

Madame  de  Florae  said  simply,  she 
wished  the  Prince  would  go  and  hear 
Mr.  Jacob  at  the  Ebenezer.  Mr. 
Potter  was  not  a  good  preacher  cer- 
tainly. 

"  Savez-vous  qu'elle  est  furieuse- 
ment  belle  la  fiUe  du  Reverend  ? "  whis- 
pered his  Highness  to  me.  "  I  have 
made  eyes  at  her  during  the  sermon. 
They  will  be  of  pretty  neighbors  these 
Meess ! "  and  Paul  looked  unutterably 
roguish  and  victorious  as  he  spoke. 
To  my  wife,  I  am  bound  to  say,  Mon- 
sieur de  Montcontour  showed  a  cour- 
tesy, a  respect  and  kindness,*  that 
comd  not  be  exceeded.  He  admired 
her.  He  paid  her  compliments  in- 
numerable, and  gave  me,  I  am  sure, 
sincere  congratulations  at  possessing 
such  a  treasure.'  I  do  not  think  he 
doubted  about  his, power  of  conquer- 
ing her,  or  any  other  of  the  daughters 
of  women.  But  I  was  the  friend  of 
his  misfortunes  —  his  guest;  and  he 
spared  me. 

I  have  seen  nothing  more  amusing, 
odd,  and  pleasant  than  Florae  at  this 
time  of  his  prosperity.  We  arrived, 
as  this  veracious  chronicle  has  already 
asserted,  on  a  Saturday  evening.  We 
were  conducted  to  our  most  comfortJi- 
ble  apartments ;  with  crackling  fires 
blazing    on  the  hearths,  and  every 
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warmth  of  welcome.  Florae  expand- 
ed and  beamed  with  good-nature.  He 
shook  me  many  times  by  the  hand ; 
he  patted  me ;  he  called  me  his  good 
—  his  brave.  He  cried  to  his  maitre- 
d'hotel,  "Frederic,  remember  Mon- 
sieur is  master  here !  Run  before  his 
orders.  Prostrate  thyself  to  him. 
He  was  good  to  me  in  the  days  of  my 
misfortune.  Hearest  thou,  Frederic  ? 
See  that  everything  l)e  done  for  Mon- 
sieur Pendennis,  —  for  Madame  sa 
charm  ante  lady,  —  for  her  angelic  in- 
fant, and  the  bonne.  None  of  thy 
garrison  tricks  with  that  young  per- 
son, Frederic,  vieux  scelerat !  Garde- 
toi  de  la,  Frederic :  si  non,  je  t'envoie 
h.  Botani  Bay ;  je  te  traduis  devant  le 
Lord  Maire ! " 

"En  Angleterre  je  me  fais  Anglais, 
vois-tu,  mon  ami,'*  continued  the 
Prince.  "Demain  c'est  Sunday,  et 
tu  vas  voir !  I  hear  the  bell,  dress 
thyself  for  the  dinner —  my  friend !  " 
Here  there  was  another  squeeze  of 
both  hands  from  the  good-natured  fel- 
low. "  It  do  ffood  to  my  'art  to  'ave 
you  in  my  ^)U8e !  Heuh !  "  He 
hugged  his  guest ;  he  had  tears  in  his 
eyes  as  he  performed  this  droll,  this 
kind  embrace.  Not  less  kind  in  her 
way,  though  less  expansive  and  em- 
bracive,  was  Madame  de  Montcontour 
to  my  wife,  as  I  found  on  comparing 
notes  with  that  young  woman,  when 
the  day's  hospitalities  were  ended. 
The  little  Princess  trotted  from  bed- 
chamber to  nursery  to  see  that  every- 
thing was  made  comfortable  for  her 
guests.  She  sat  and  saw  the  child 
washed  and  put  to  bed.  She  had 
never  beheld  such  a  little  angel.  She 
brought  it  a  fine  toy  to  play  with. 
Slie  and  her  grim  old  maid  frightened 
the  little  creature  at  first,  but  it  was 
very  speedily  reconciled  to  their  coun- 
tenances. She  was  in  the  nursery  as 
early  as  the  child's  mother.  "  Ah ! " 
sighed  the  poor  little  woman,  "  how 
happy  you  must  be  to  have  one."  In 
fine  my  wife  was  quite  overcome  by 
her  goodness  and  welcome. 

Sunday  morning  arrived  in  the 
course  of  time,  and  then  Florae  ap- 

18 


peared  as  a  most  wonderful  Briton 
indeed!  He  wore  top-boots  and 
buckskins ;  and  after  breakfast,  when 
he  went  to  church,  a  white  great-coat 
with  a  little  cape,  in  which  garment 
he  felt  that  his  similarity  to  an  Eng- 
lish gentleman  was  perfect.  In  con- 
versation with  his  grooms  and  ser- 
vants he  swore  freely,  —  not  that  he 
was  accustomed  to  employ  oaths  in 
his  own  private  talk,  but  he  thought 
the  employment  of  these  expletives 
necessary  as  an  English  country 
gentleman.  He  never  dined  without 
a  roast  beef,  and  insisted  that  the 
piece  of  meat  should  be  bleeding,  "as 
you  love  it,  you  others."  He  got  up 
boxing-matches ;  and  kept  birds  for 
combats  of  cock.  He  assumed  tiie 
sporting  language  with  admirable  en- 
thusiasm, —  drove  over  to  cover  with 
a  stepp^re,  —  rode  across  contri  like  a* 
good  one,  —  was  splendid  in  the  hunt- 
ing-field in  his  velvet  cap  and  Napo- 
leon boots,  and  made  the  Hunt  wel- 
come at  Rosebury,  where  his  good- 
natured  little  wife  was  as  kind  to  the 
gentlemei^  in  scarlet  as  she  used  to 
be  of  old  to  the  stout  Dissenting 
gentlemen  in  black,  who  sang  hymns 
and  spake  sermons  on  her  lawn. 
These  folks,  seared  at  the  change  • 
which  had  taken  place  in  the  little 
Princess's  habits  of  life,  lamented  her 
falling  away ;  but  in  the  county  she 
and  her  husband  got  a  great  popular- 
ity, and  in  Newcome  town  itself  they 
were  not  less  liked,  for  her  benefac- 
tions were  unceasin<r,  and  Panl's  af- 
fability the  theme  of  all  praise.  The 
Newcome  Independent  and  the  New- 
come  Sentinel  both  paid  him  compli- 
ments ,•  the  former  journal  contrast- 
ing his  behavior  with  that  of  Sir 
Barnes,  their  Member.  Florae's 
pleasure  was  to  drive  his  Princess 
with  four  horses  into  Newcome.  He 
called  his  carriage  his  "  trappe,"  his 
"drague."  The  street-boys  cheered 
and  hurrahed  the  Prince  as  he  passed 
through  the  town.  One  haberdasher 
had  a  yellow  stock  called  "  The  Mont- 
contour "  displayed  in  his  wind*" 

another  had  a  pink  one  marker' 
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Princely,"  and  as  snch  recommended 
it  to  the  young  Newcome  gents. 

The  drague  conveyed  us  once  to 
the  neighboring  house  of  Newcome, 
whither  my  wife  accompanied  Ma- 
dame de  ^ontcontour  at  that  lady's 
own  request,  to  whom  Laura  very 
properly  did  not  think  fit  to  confide 
her  antipathy  for  Lady  Clara  New- 
come.  Coming  away  from  a  great 
house,  how  often  she  and  I,  egotistical 
philosophers,  thanked  our  fates  that 
our  own  home  was  a  small  one  !  How 
long  will  great  houses  last  in  this 
world  ?  Do  not  their  owners  now 
prefer  a  lodging  at  Brighton,  or  a 
little  entresol  on  the  Boulevard,  to 
the  solitary  ancestral  palace  in  a 
park  barred  round  with  snow  ?  We 
were  as  glad  to  get  out  of  Newcome 
as  out  of  a  prison.  My  wife  and  our 
hostess  skipped  into  the  carriage,  and 
began  to  talk  freely  as  the  lodge-gates 
closed  after  us.  Would  we  be  lords 
of  such  a  place  under  the  penalty  of 
living  in  it?  We  agreed  that  the 
little  angle  of  earth  called  Fairoaks 
was  dearer  to  us  than  the  clumsy 
Newcome  pile  of  Tudor  masonry. 
The  house  had  been  fitted  up  in  the 
time  of  George  IV.  and  the  quasi- 
Gothic  revival.  We  were  made  to 
pass  through  Gothic  dining-rooms, 
where  there  was  now  no  hospitality, 
—  Gothic  drawing-ipoms  shronded 
in  hrown  hoUands,  to  one  little  room 
at  the  end  of  the  dusky  suite,  where 
Lady  Clara  sat  alone,  or  in  the  com- 
pany of  the  nurses  and  children. 
The  blank  gloom  of  the  place  had 
fallen  upon  the  poor  lady.  Even 
ivhen  my  wife  talked  ahout  children 
(good-natured  Madame  de  Moncon- 
tour  vaunting  ours  as  a  prodigy) 
Lady  Clarar^did  not  brighten  up ! 
Her  pair  of  young  ones  was  ex- 
hibited and  withdrawn.  A  some- 
thing weighed  upon  the  woman.  We 
talked  about  Etnel's  marriage.  She 
said  it  was  fixed  for  the  new  year, 
she  believed.  She  did  not  know 
whether  Glenlivat  had  been  very 
handsomely  fitted  up.  She  had  not 
seen  Lord  Farintosn's  house  in  Lon- 


don. Sir  Barnes  came  down  once  — ■ 
twice  —  of  a  Saturday  sometimes,  for 
three  or  four  days  to  hunt,  to  amuse 
himself,  as  all  men  do,  she  supposed. 
She  did  not  know  when  he  was  com- 
ing again.  She  rang  languidly  when 
we  rose  to  take  leave,  and  sank  back 
on  her  sofa,  where  lay  a  heap  of 
French  novels.  "  She  has  chosen 
some  pretty  books,"  says  Paul,  as  we 
drove  through  the  sombre  avenues 
through  the  gray  park,  mists  lying 
about  the  melancholy  ornamental 
waters,  dingy  herds  of  huddled  sheep 
speckling  the  grass  here  and  there ; 
no  smoke  rising  up  from  the  great 
stacks  of  chimneys  of  the  building 
we  were  leaving  behind  us,  save  one 
little  feeble  thread  of  white  which  we 
knew  came  from  the  fire  by  which 
the  lonely  mistress  of  Newcome  was 
seated.  "Ouf!"  cries  Florae,  play- 
ing his  whip,  as  the  lodge -gates 
closed  on  us,  and  his  team  of  horses 
rattled  merrily  along  the  road,  "  what 
a  blessing  it  is  to  be  out  of  that  vault 
of  a  place !  There  is  something  fatal 
in  this  house  —  in  this  woman.  One 
smells  misfortune  there." 

The  hotel  which  our  friend  Florae 
patronized  on  occasion  of  his  visits  to 
Newcome  was  the  "  King's  Arms," 
and  it  happened  one  day,  as  we  en- 
tered that  place  of  entertainment  in 
compnny,  that  a  visitor  of  the  house 
was  issuing  through  the  hall,  to  whom 
Florae  seemed  as  if  he  would  admin- 
ister one  of  his  customary  embraces, 
and  to  whom  the  Prince  called  out 
"  Jack,"  with  great  warmth  and 
kindness  as  he  ran  towards  the 
stranger. 

Jack  did  not  appear  to  be  particu- 
larly well  pleased  on  beholding  us; 
he  rather  retreated  from  before  the 
Frenchman's  advances. 

"My  dear  Jack,  my  good,  my 
brave  Ighgate !  I  am  delighted  to  sec 
you !  "  Florae  continues,  regardless 
of  the  stranger's  reception,  or  of  the 
landlord's  looks  toward  us,  who  was 
bowing  the  Prince  into  his  very  best 
room. 

"How  do   you  do.  Monsieur  de 
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Florae  ?  "  growls  the  new-comer, 
surlilv ;  and  was  for  moving  on  after 
this  Drief  salutation ;  but  having  a 
second  thought  seemingly,  tuiTied 
back  and  followed  Florae  into  the 
apartment  whither  our  host  con- 
ducted as.  A  la  bonne  heure  I  Florae 
renewed  his  cordial  greetings  to  Lord 
Highgate.  "  I  knew  not,  mon  bon, 
wliat  fly  had  stung  you,"  savs  he  to 
my  Lord.  The  landlord,  rubbing  his 
hands,  smirking  and  bowing,  was 
anxious  to  know  whether  the  Prince 
would  take  anything  after  his  drive. 
As  the  Prince's  attendant  and  friend, 
the  lustre  of  his  reception  partially 
illuminated  me.  When  the  chief  was 
not  by,  I  was  treated  with  great  at- 
tentioa  (mingled  with  a  certain  degrvse 
of  familiarity)  by  my  landlord. 

Lord  Highgate  waited  until  Mr. 
Taplow  was  out  of  the  room  ;  an.l 
then  said  to  Florae,  "  Don't  call  me 
by  my  name  here,  please.  Florae,  I 
am  here  incog." 

"Plait-il,"  asks  Florae,  "  where  is 
incog  ?  "  He  laughed  when  the  word 
was  interpreted  to  him.  Lord  High- 
gate  had  turned  to  m2.  "  There  was 
no  rudeness,  you  understand,  intend- 
ed, Mr.  Pendennis,  but  I  am  down 
here  on  some  business,  and  don't  care 
to  wear  the  handle  to  my  nams.  Fel- 
lows work  it  so,  don't  you  under- 
stand 1  never  leave  you  at  rest  in  a 
country  town,  —  that  sort  of  thing. 
Heard  of  our  friend  Clive  lately  ?  '* 

"  Whether  you  'ave  'andle  or  no 
'an die.  Jack,  you  are  always  the  bien- 
venu  to  me.  What*ls  thy  affair? 
Old  monster !  I  wager  ..." 

**No,  no,  no  such  nonsense,"  says 
Jack,  rather  eagerly.  "  I  give  you 
ray  honor,  I  —  I  want  to  —  to  raise  a 
sum  of  money— that  is,  to  invest  some 
in  a  speculation  down  here  —  deuced 
good  the  speculations  down  here ;  and, 
by  the  way,  if  the  landlord  asks  you, 
I  'm  Mr.  Harris  —  I  'm  a  civil  engi- 
neer—  I'm  waiting  for  the  arrival  of 
the  *  Canada  *  at  Liverpool  from 
America,  and  very  uneasy  about  my 


broth  )r  who  is  on  board. 
"  What    does    he  recount 


to   us 


there  ?  Keep  these  stories  for  the 
landlord.  Jack ;  to  us  't  is  not  the 
pain  to  lie.  My  good  Mr.  Harris, 
why  have  we  not  seen  you  at  Rose- 
bury  ?  The  Princess  will  scold  me 
if  you  do  not  come ;  and  you  must 
bring  your  dear  brother  when  he  ar- 
rive toi).  Do  you  hear  ?  "  The  last 
part  of  this  sentence  was  uttered  for 
Mr.  Taplow's  benefit,  who  had  re- 
entered the  **  George  "  bearing  a  tray 
of  wine  and  biscuit. 

The  Master  of  Rosebury  and  Mr. 
Harris  went  out  presently  to  look  at 
a  horse  which  was  waiting  the  for- 
mer's inspection  in  the  stable-yard  of 
the  hotel.  The  landlord  took  ad- 
vantage of  his  business  to  hear  a  bell 
which  never  was  rung,  and  to  ask  me 
questions  about  th^  guest  who  had 
been  staying  at  his  house  for  a  week 
past.  Did  I  know  that  party  ?  Mr. 
Pendennis  said,  "  Yes,  he  knew  that 
party." 

"  Most  respectable  party,  I  have 
no  doubt  1 "  continues  Boniface. 

"  Do  you  suppose  the  Prince  of 
Montcontour  knows  any  but  respect- 
able pirties?"  asks  Mr.  Pendennis, 
—  a  query  of  which  the  force  was  so 
great  as  to  discomfit  and  silence  our 
landlord,  who  retreated  to  ask  ques- 
tions concerning  Mr.  Harris  of  Flo- 


rae s  grooms. 


What  was  Highgate's  business 
here  1  Was  it  mine  to  know  1  I 
might  have  suspicions,  but  should  I 
entertain  them,  or  communicate  them, 
and  had  I  not  best  keep  them  to  ray- 
self?  I  exchanged  not  a  word  on 
the  subject  of  Highgate  with  Florae, 
as  we  drove  home ;  though  from  the 
way  in  which  we  looked  at  one  an- 
other, each  saw.  that  the  other  was 
acquainted  with  that  unhappy  gen- 
tleman's secret  We  ftil  to  talking, 
about  Madame  la  Duchesse  d'lvry  as 
we  trotted  on ;  and  then  of  English 
manners  by  way  of  contrast,  of  in- 
trigues, elopements,  Gretna  Grin,  &c., 
&c.  "You  are  a  droll  nation ! "  says 
Florae.  "  To  make  love  well,  you 
must  absolutely  have  a  chaise-de- 
poste,  and  a  scandal  afterwards.    If 
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oar  afiairs  of  this  kind  made  them- 
selves on  the  grand  route,  what  ar- 
mies of  postilions  we  should  need  !  " 

I  held  ray  peace.  In  that  vision  of 
Jack  Belsize  I  saw  misery,  guilt,  chil- 
dren dishonored,  homes  deserted, — 
ruin  for  all  the  actors  and  victims 
of  the  wretched  conspiracy.  Laura 
marked  my  disturbance  when  we 
reached  home.  She  even  divined  the 
cause  of  it  and  charged  me  with  it 
at  night,  when  we  sat  alone  by  our 
dressing-room  fire,  and  had  taken 
leave  of  our  kind  entertainers.  Then, 
under  her  cross-examination,  I  own 
that  I  told  what  I  had  seen,  —  Lord 
Highgate,  under  a  feigned  name,  stay- 
ing at  Newcome.  It  might  be  noth- 
ing. **  Nothing !  Gracious  Heavens ! 
Could  not  this  crime  and  misery  be 
stopped  ?  "  "  It  might  be  too  .late," 
Laura's  husband  said  sadly,  bending 
down  his  head  into  the  fire. 

She  was  silent,  too,  for  a  while.  I 
could  see  she  was  engaged  where  pi- 
ous women  ever  will  betake  them- 
selves in  moments  of  doubt,  of  grief, 
of  pain,  of  separation,  of  joy  even,  or 
whatsoever  other  trial.  They  have 
but  to  will,  and  as  it  were  an  invisi- 
ble temple  rises  round  them;  their 
hearts  can  kneel  down  there ;  and 
they  have  an  audience  of  the  great, 
the  merciful,  nutiring  Counsellor  and 
Consoler.  She  would  not  have  been 
frightened  at  Death  near  at  hand.  I 
have  known  her  to  tend  the  poor 
round  about  us,  or  to  bear  pain,  — 
not  her  own  merely,  but  even  her 
children's  and  mine,  with  a  surprising 
outward  constancy  and  calm.  But 
the  idea  of  this  crime  being  enacted 
close  at  hand,  and  no  help  for  it,  — 
quite  overcame  her.  I  believe  she 
lay  awake  all  that  night ;  and  rose 
quite  haggard  and  pale  after  the  bit- 
ter thoughts  which  nad  deprived  her 
of  rest. 

She  embraced  her  own  child  with 
extraordinary  tenderness  that  morn- 
ing, and  even  wept  over  it,  calling  it 
by  a  thousand  fond  names  of  maternal 
l^^earment.  "Wopld  I  leave  you, 
gee'JSrlingjj—  could  I  ever,  ever,  ever 


quit  you,  my  blessing  and  treasure !  " 
The  unconscious  little  thing,  hugged 
to  his  mother's  bosom,  and  scared  at 
her  tones  and  tragic  face,  clung 
frightened  and  weeping  round  Laura's 
neck.  Would  you  ask  what  the  hus- 
band's feelings  "were  as  he  looked  at 
that  sweet  love,  that  sublime  tender- 
ness, that  pure  Saint  blessing  his  life. 
Of  all  the  gifts  of  Heaven  to  us  below 
that  felicity  is  the  sum  and  the  chief. 
I  tremble*  as  I  hold  it  lest  I  should 
lose  it,  and  be  left  alone  in  the  blank 
world  without  it. 

Breakfast  was  scarcely  over  when 
Laura  asked  for  a  pony-carriage,  and 
said  she  was  bent  on  a  private  visit. 
She  took  her  baby  and  nurse  with  her. 
She  refused  our  company,  and  would 
not  even  say  whither  she  was  bound 
until  she  had  passed  the  lodge-gate. 
I  may  have  suspected  what  the  object 
was  of  her  journey.  Florae  and  I  did 
not  talk  of  it.  We  rode  out  to  meet 
the  hounds  of  a  cheery  winter  morn- 
ing :  on  another  day  I  might  have 
been  amused  with  my  host,  —  the 
splendor  of  his  raiment,-  the  neat- 
ness of  his  velvet  cap,  the  gloss  of  his 
hunting-boots ;  the  cheers,  shouts,  sal- 
utations, to  dog  and  man ;  the  oaths 
and  outcries  of  this  Nimrod,  who 
shouted  louder  than  the  whole  field 
and  the  whole  pack  too,  —  but  on 
this  morning  I  was  thinking  of  the 
tragedy  yonder  enacting,  and  came 
away  early  from  the  hunting-field, 
and  found  my  wife  already  returned 
to  Rosebury. 

Laura  had  ba;n,  as  I  suspected,  to 
Lady  Clara.  She  did  not  know  why, 
indeed.  She  scarce  knew  what  she 
should  say  when  she  arrived,  -—  how 
she  could  say  what  she  had  in  her 
mind.  "I  hoped,  Arthur,  that  I 
should  have  something  —  something 
told  me  to  say,"  whispered  Laura, 
with  her  head  on  my  shoulder ;  "  and 
as  I  lay  awake  last  night  thinking  of 
her,  prayed  —  that  is,  hoped,  I  might 
find  a  word  of  consolation  for  that 
poor  lady.  Do  vou  know  I  think  she 
has  hardly  ever  lieard  a  kind  word  ? 
She  said  so ;  she  was  veiy  much  af- 
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fected  after  we  had  talked  together  a 
little. 

"  At  first  she  was  veir  indifferent ; 
cold  and  haughty  in  her  manner ; 
asked  what  had  caused  the  pleasure 
of  this  visit,  for  I  would  go  in,  though 
at  the  lodge  thev  told  me  her  Ladyship 
was  unwell,  and  they  thought  received 
no  company.  I  said  I  wanted  to 
show  our  boy  to  her,  — -  that  the  chil- 
dren ought  to  be  acquainted,  —  I  don't 
know  what  I  said.  She  seemed  more 
and  more  surprised,  —  then  all  of  a 
sudden — I  don't  know  how  —  I  said, 
'Lady  Clara,  I  have  had  a  dream 
about  you  and  your  children,  and  I 
was  so  frightened  that  I  came  over  to 
you  to  speak  about  it.'  And  I  liad 
the  dream.  Fen ;  it  came  to  me  abso- 
lutely as  I  was  speaking  to  her. 

"She  looked  a  little  scared,  and  I 
went  on  telling  her  the  dream.  *  My 
dear,'  I  said,  '  I  dreamed  that  I  saw 
you  happy  with  those  children.' 

**  *  Happy ! '  says  she,  —  the  three 
were  playing  in  the  conservatory,  into 
which  her  sitting-room  opens. 

"  *  And  that  a  bad  spirit  came  and' 
tore  them  from  you ;  and  drove  you 
^ut  into  the  darkness ;  and  I  saw  you 
wandering  about  quite  lonely  and 
wretched,  and  looking  back  into  the 
garden  where  the  children  were  play- 
mg.  And  you  asked  and  implored  to 
see  them  ;  and  the  Keeper  at  the  gate 
said,  "  No,  never."  And  then  —  then 
I  thought  they  passed  by  you,  and 
they  did  not  know  you.' 

"' Ah,' said  Lady  Clara. 

"  *  And  then  I  thought,  as  we  do 
in  dreams,  you  know,  that  it  was  my 
child  who  was  separated  from  me,  and 
who  would  not  know  me :  and  O, 
what  a  pang  that  was  !  Fancy  that. 
Let  us  pray  God  it  was  only  a  dream. 
And  worse  than  that,  when  you,  when 
I  implored  to  come  to  the  child,  and 
the  man  said,  •*  No,  never,"  I  thought 
there  came  a  spirit,  —  an  angel  that 
fetched  the  child  to  heaven,  and  you 
said,  "Let  me  come  too,  O,  let  me 
come  too,  I  am  so  miserable."  And 
the  angel  said,  "  No,  never,  never."  ' 

"  By  this  time  Lady  Clara  was  look- 


ing  very  pale.  '  What  do  you  mean  ? ' 
she  asked  of  me,"  Laura  continued. 

"  '  O  dear  lady,  for  the  sake  of 
the  little  oftes;  and  Him  who  calls 
them  to  him,  go  you  with  them. 
Never,  never  part  from  them !  Cling 
to  His  knees  and  take  shelter  there.' 
I  took  her  hands,  and  I  said  more  to 
her  in  this  way,  Arthur,  that  I  need 
not,  that  I  ought  not  to  speak  again. 
But  she  was  touched  at  length  when  I 
kissed  her;  and  she  said  I  was  very 
kind  to  her,  and  no  one  had  ever  been 
so,  and  that  she  was  quite  alone  in 
the  world  and  had  no  friend  to  fly  to ; 
and  would  I  go  and  stay  with  her  ? 
and  I  said,  *  Yes ' ;  and  we  must  go, 
my  dear.  And  I  think  you  should 
see  that  person  at  Newcome,  —  see 
him,  and  warn  him,"  cried  Laura, 
warming  as  she  spoke,  "and  pray 
God  to  enlighten  and  strengthen  him, 
and  to  keep  him  from  this  temptation, 
and  implore  him  to  leave  this  poor, 
weak,  frightened,  trembling  creature; 
if  he  has  the  heart  of  a  gentleman  and 
the  courage  of  a  man,  he  will,  I  know 
he  will." 

"  I  think  he  would,  my  dearest," 
I  said,  "  if  he  but  heard  the 
petitioner."  Laura's  cheeks  were 
blushing,  her  eyes  brightened,  her 
voice  rang  with  a  sweet  pathos  of  love 
that  vibrates  through  my  whole 
being  sometimes,  it  seems  to  me 
as  if  evil  must  give  way,  and  bad 
thoughts  retire  before  that  purest 
creature. 

"  Why  has  she  not  some  of  her 
family  with  her,  poor  thing ! "  my 
wife  continued.  "  She  perishes  in 
that  solitude.  Her  husband  prevents 
her,  I  think,  —  and  —  O  —  I  know 
enough  of  him  to  know  what  his 
life  is.  I  shudder,  Arthur,  to  see 
you  take  the  hand  of  that  wicked, 
selfish  man.  You  must  break  with 
him,  do  you  hear,  sir  ?  " 

"Before  or  after  going  to  stay  at 
his  house,  my  love  ? "  asks  Mr. 
Peridennis. 

"  Poor  thing !  she  lighted  up  at 
the  idea  of  any  one  coming.  She 
ran  and  showed  me  the  rooms  we 
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were  to  hare.  It  will  be  very  stupid ; 
and  you  don't  like  that.  But  you 
can  write  your  book,  and  still  hunt 
and  shoot  with  our  'friends  here. 
And  Lady  Ann  Newcome  must  be 
made  to  come  back  again.  Sir 
Barnes  quarrelled  with  his  mother 
and  drove  her  out  of  the  house  on 
her  last  visit,  —  think  of  that !  The 
servants  here  know  it.  Martha 
brought  me  the  whole  story  from 
the  housekeeper's  room.  This  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  is  a  dreadful 
creature,  Arthur.  I  am  so  glad  I 
loathed  him  from  the  very  first 
moment  I  saw  him." 

"  And  into  this  ogre's  den  you  pro- 
pose to  put  me  and  my  family,  mad- 
am ! "  says  the  husband.  '*  Indeed, 
where  won't  I  go  if  you  order  me  ? 
O,  wko  will  pack  my  portmanteau  1 " 

Florae  and  the  Princess  were  both 
in  desolation  when,  at  dinner,  we  an- 
nounced our  resolution  to  go  away,  — 
and  to  our  neighbor's  at  Newcome  ? 
that  was  more  extraordinary.  "  Que 
diable  goest  thou  to  do  in  this  gal- 
ley 1 "  asks  our  host  as  we  sat  alone 
over  our  wine. 

But  Laura's  intended  visit  to  Ladv 
Clara  was  never  to  have  a  fulfilment, 
for  on  this  same  evening,  as  we  sat  at 
our  dessert,  comes  a  messenger  from 
Newcome  with  a  note  for  my  wife 
from  the  lady  there. 


» 


**  Dearestf  kindest^  Mrs.  Pendennis, 
Lady  Clara  wrote,  with  many  italics, 
and  evidently  in  much  distress  of 
mind.  —  "  Your  visit  is  not  to  be.  I 
spoke  about  it  to  Sir  B.,  who  arrived 
this  afternoon,  and  who  has  already 
begun  to  treat  me  in  his  usual  way.  O, 
I  am  so  unhappy  !  Pray,  pray  do  not 
be  angry  at  this  rudeness  —  though 
indeed  it  is  only  a  kindness  to  keep 
you  from  this  wretched  place !  I  feel 
as  if  I  cannot  bear  this  much  longer.  But, 
whatever  happens,  I  shall  always  re- 
member your  goodness,  your  beauti- 
fid  goodness  and  kindness  ;  and  shall 
worship  you  as  an  angel  deserves  to 
be   worshipped.     O,  why  had  I  not 

ch  a  friend  earlier!     But  alas!  I 


have  none, — only  his  odious  family 
thrust  upon  me  for  companions  to  the 
u^retchedy  lonely  C.  N. 

"  P.  S.  —  He  does  not  know  of  my 
writing.  Do  not  be  surprised  if  you 
get  another  note  from  me  in  the  morn- 
ing, written  in  a  ceremonious  style,  and 
regretting  that  we  cannot .  have  the 
p/^asure  of  receiving  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis for  the  present  at  Newcome. 

"  P.  S.  —  The  hypocrite !  " 

This  letter  was  handed  to  my  wife 
at  dinner-time,  and  she  gave  it  to  me 
as  she  passed  out  of  the  room  with 
the  other  ladies. 

I  told  Florae  that  the  Newcomes 
could  not  receive  us,  and  that  we 
would  remain,  if  he  willed  it,  his  guests 
for  a  little  longer.  The  kind  fello^y 
was  only  too  glad  to  keep  us.  "  My 
wife  would  die  without  Bebi"  he  said. 
"  She  becomes  quite  dangerous  about 
Bebi."  It  was  gratifying  that  the 
good  old  lady  was  not  to  -be  parted  as 

J^et  from  the  innocent  object  of  her 
ove. 

My  host  knew  as  well  as  I  the  terms 
upon  which  Sir  Barnes  and  his  wife 
were  living.  Their  quarrels  were  the 
talk  of  the  whole  county;  one  side 
brought  fon^'ard  his  treatment  of  her, 
and  his  conduct  elsewhere,  and  said 
that  he  was  so  bad  that  honest  people 
should  not  know  him.  The  other 
party  laid  the  blame  upon  her,  and 
declared  that  Lady  Clara  was  a  lan- 
guid, silly,  weak,  frivolous  creature  ; 
always  crving  out  of  season ;  who  had 
notoriously  taken  Sir  Barnes  for  his 
money,  and  who  as  certainly  had  had 
an  attachment  elsewhere.  Yes,  the 
accusations  were  true  on  both  sides. 
A  bad,  selfish  husband  had  married  a 
woman  for  her  rank  :  a  weak,  thought- 
less girl  had  been  sold  to  a  man  for 
his  money;  and  the  union,  which 
might  have  ended  in  a  comfortable 
indifierence,  had  taken  an  ill  turn,  and 
resulted  in  misery,  cruelty,  fierce 
mutual  recriminations,  bitter  tears 
Khed  in  private,  husband's  curses  and 
maledictions,  and  open  scenes  of  wrath 
and  violence  for  servants  to  witness 
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and  the  world  to  sneer  at.  We  arrange 
such  matches  every  day  ;  we  sell  or 
buy  beauty,  or  rank,  or  wealth ;  we 
inaugurate  the  bargain  in  churches 
with  sacramental  services,  in  which 
the  parties  engaged  call  upon  Heaven 
to  witness  their  vows,  — we  know  them 
to  be  lies,  and  we  seal  them  with  God's 
name.  "  I,  Barnes,  promise  to  take 
you,  Clara,  to  love  and  honor  till 
death  do  us  part"  "  I,  Clara,  promise 
to  take  you,  Barnes,"  &c.,  &c.  Who 
has  not  heard  the  ancient  words ;  and 
how  many  of  us  have  uttered  them, 
knowing  them  to  be  untrue  :  and  is 
there  a  bishop  that  has  not  amen'd 
the  humbug;  in  his  lawn  sleeves  and 
called  a  bTessin<;  over  the  kneeling 
pair  of  perjurers  ? 

"  Does  Mr.  Harris  know  of  New- 
come's  return  1  "  Florae  asked,  when  I 
acquainted  him  with  this  intelligence. 
"  Ce  sc^lerat  de  Highgate  —  Va  ! " 

"  Does  Newcome  know  that  Lord 
Highgate  is  here  ?  "  I  thought  with- 
in myself,  admiring  my  wife's  faith- 
fulness and  simplicity,  and  trying  to 
believe  with  that  pure  and  guileless 
creature  that  it  was  not  yet  too  late 
to  save  the  unhappy  Lady  Clara. 

"  Mr.  Harris  had  best  be  warned," 
I  said  to  Florae ;  "  will  you  write  him 
a  word,  and  let  us  send  a  messenger 
to  Newcome  ?  " 

At  first  Florae  said,  "  Parbleu, 
no  ! "  the  affair  was  none  of  his,  he 
attended  himself  always  to  this  re- 
sult of  Lady  Clara's  marriage.  He 
had  'even  complimented  Jack  upon  it 
years  before  at  Baden,  when  scenes 
enough  tragic,  enough  comical,  ma 
foi,  had  taken  place  apropos  of  this 
afiair.  Why  should  he  meddle  with 
it  now  ■? 

"Children  dishonored,"  said  I, 
**  honest  families  made  miserable ;  for 
Heaven's  sake,  Florae,  let  us  stay  this 
catastrophe  if  we  can."  I  spoke  with 
much  warmth,  eagerly  desirous  to 
avert  this  calamity  if  possible,  and 
very  strongl  v  moved  by  the  tale  which 
I  had  hea^  only  just  before  dinner 
from  that  innocent  creature,  whose 
pure  heart  had  already  prompted  her 


to  plead  the  cause  of  right  and  truth, 
and  to  try  and  rescue  an  unhappy 
desperate  sister  trembling  on  tne 
verge  of  ruin. 

"  If  you  will  not  write  to  him," 
said  I,  in  some  heat ;  "  if  your  groomi 
don't  liko'to  go  out  of  a  night"  (this 
was  one  of  the  objections  which 
Florae  had  raised),  "  I  will  walk." 
We  were  talking  over  the  affair 
rather  late  in  the  evening,  the  ladies 
having  retreated  to  their  sleeping- 
apartments,  and  some  guests  having 
taken  leave,  whom  our  hospitable 
host  and  hostess  had  entertained  that 
night,  and  before  whom  I  naturally 
did  not  care  to  speak  upon  a  subject 
so  dangerous. 

"  Parbleu,  what  virtue,  my  friend  I 
what  a  Joseph ! "  cries  Florae,  puff- 
ing his  cigar.  "  One  sees  well  that 
your  wife  had  made  you  the  sermon. 
My  poor  Pendennis  !  You  are  hen- 
pecked, my  pauvre  bon !  You  be- 
come the  husband  model.  It  is  true 
my  mother  writes  that  thy  wife  is  an 
angel  1 "  .  ^ 

"I  do  not  object  to  obey  such  a 
woman  when  she  bids  me  do  right," 
I  said  ;  and  would  indeed  at  that 
woman's  request  have  gone  out  upon 
the  errand,  but  that  we  here  found 
another  messen<;er.  On  days  when 
dinner-parties  were  held  at  Rosebury, 
certain  auxiliary  waiters  used  to  at- 
tend from  Newcome,  whom  the  land- 
lord of  the  "  King's  Arms  "  was  ac- 
customed to  supply  ;  indeed,  it  was 
to  secure  these,  and  make  other  ne- 
cessary arrangements,  respecting  fish, 
game,  &c.,  that  the  Prince  de  Mont- 
contour  had  ridden  over  to  Newcome 
on  the  day  when  we  met  Lord  High- 
gate,  alias  Mr.  Harris,  before  the  bar 
of  the  hotel.  Whilst  we  were  en- 
gaged in  the  above  conversation  a 
servant  enters,  and  says,  "  My  Lord, 
Jenkins  and  the  other  man  is  going 
bi^ck  to  Newcome  in  their  cart,  and  is 
there  anything  wanted  ?  " 

"  It  is  the  Heaven  which  sends 
him,"  says  Florae,  turning  round  to 
me  with  a  laugh.  "  Make  Jenkins  to 
wait  five  minutes,  Robert ;  I  have  to 
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write  to  a  gentleman  at  the  *  King's 
•^  Arms."'  And  so  saying,  Florae 
wrote  a  line  which  he  showed  me, 
and  having  sealed  the  note,  directed 
it  to  Mr.  Harris  at  the  "  King's 
Arms."  The  cart,  the  note,  and  the 
assistant  waiters  departed  on  their 
way  to  Newcome.  Florstc  bade  me 
go  to  rest  with  a  clear  conscience.  In 
truth,  the  warning  was  better  given 
in  that  way  than  any  other,  and  a 
word  from  Florae  Was  more  likely  to 
be  effectual  than  an  expostulation 
from  me.  I  had  never  thought  of 
making  it,  perhaps  ;  except  at  the 
expressed  desire  of  a  lady  whose 
counsel  in  all  the  difficult  circum- 
stances of  life  I  own  I  am  disposed  to 
take. 

Mr.  Jenkins's  horse  no  doubt 
trotted  at  a  very  brisk  pace,  as  gen- 
tlemen's hor^es  will  of  a  frosty  night, 
after  their  masters  have  been  regaled 
with  plentiful  supplies  of  wine  and 
ale.  I  •  remember  in  my  bachelor 
days  that  my  horses  always  trotted 
quicker  after  I  had  had  a  good  din- 
ner; the  champagne  used  to  com- 
municate itself  to  them  somehow, 
and  the  claret  get  into  their  heels. 
Before  midnight  the  letter  for  Mr. 
Harris  was  in  Mr.  Harris's  hands  in 
the  "  King's  Arms." 

It  has  l^n  said  that  in  the  Bos- 
cawen  Boom  at  the  Arms,  some  of 
the  jolly  fellows  of  Newcome  had  a 
./club,  of  which  Parrot  the  auctioneer, 
Tom  Potts,  the  talented  reporter,  now 
editor  of  the  Independent,  Vidler  the 
apothecary,  and  other  gentlemen, 
were  members. 

When  we  first  had  occasion  to 
mention  that  society,  it  was  at  an 
early  stage  of  this  history,  long  be- 
fore Clive  Newcome's  fine  mustachio 
had  grown .  I  f  Vidler  the  apothecary 
was  old  and  infirm  then,  he  is  near 
ten  years  older  now  ;  he  has  had  va- 
rious assistants,  of  course,  and  one  of 
them  of  late  years  had  become  his 
partner,  though  the  firm  coniinues  to 
be  known  by  Vidler's  ancient  and 
respectable  name.  A  jovial  fellow 
waa  this  partner,  —  a  capital   con- 


vivial member  of  the  Jolly  Britons, 
where  he  used  to  sit  very  late,  so  i.s 
to  be  in  readiness  for  any  night-work 
that  might  come  in. 

So  the  Britons  were  all  sitting 
smoking,  drinking,  and  making  mer- 
ry, in  the  Boscawen  Room,  when 
Jenkins  enters  with  a  note,  which  he 
straightway  delivers  to  Mr.  Vidler's 
partner.  "  From  Rosebury  ?  The 
Princess  ill  again,  I  suppose,"  says 
the  surgeon,  not  sorry  to  let  the  com- 
pany know  that  he  attends  her.  "  I 
wish  the  old  girl  would  be  ill  in 
the  daytime.  Confound  it,"  says  he, 
"  what 's  this  ?  "  —  and  he  reads  out, 
"  Sir  Newcome  est  de  retour.  Bon 
voyage,  mon  ami.  F."  What  does 
this  mean  ?  " 

"  I  thought  you  knew  French, 
Jack  Harris,"  says  Tom  Potts  ; 
"  you  're  always  bothering  us  with 
your  French  songs." 

*'  Of  course  I  know  French,"  says 
the  other ;  "  but  what 's  the  meaning 
of  this  ?  " 

"  Screwcome  came  back  by  the 
five  o'clock  train.  I  was  in  it,  and 
his  royal  highness  would  scarcely 
speak  to  me.  Took  Brown's  fiy 
frona  the  station.  Brown  won't  en- 
rich his  family  much  by  the  opera- 
tion," says  Mr.  Potts. 

**  But  what  do  /  care  ?  "  cries  Jack 
Harris;  "we  don't  attend  him,  and 
we  don't  lose  much  by  that.  Howell 
attends  him  ever  since  Vidler  and  ho 
had  that  row." 

"Hulloh!  I  say  it's  a  mistake," 
cries  Mr.  Taplow,  smoking  in*  his 
chair.  "  This  letter  is  for  the  party 
in  the  Benbow.  The  gent  which  the 
Prince  spoke  to  him,  and  calkd  him 
Jack  the  other  day  when  he  was  here. 
Here  's  a  nice  business,  and  the  seal 
broke  and  all.  Is  the  Benbow  party 
gone  to  bed  ?  John,  you  must  carry 
him  in  this  here  note."  John,  quite 
innocent  of  the  note  and  its  contents, 
for  he  that  moment  had  entered  the 
club-room  with  Mr.  Potts's  supper, 
took  the  note  to  the  Benbow,  from 
which  he  presently  returned  to  his 
master  with  a  very  scared  counte- 
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nance.  He  said  the  gent  in  the  Ben- 
bow  was  a  most  harbitrary  gent.  He 
had  almost  choked  John  after  reading 
the  letter,  and  John  would  n't  stand 
it ;  .and  when  John  said  he  supposed 
that  Mr.  Harris  in  the  Boscawen  — 
that  Mr.  Jack  Harris  had  opened  the 
letter,  the  other  gent  cursed  and 
swore  awful. 

"  Potts,"  said  Taplow,  who  was 
only  too  communicative  on  some  oc- 
casions after  he  had  imbibed  to<9 
much  of  his  own  brandy-and-water, 
"  it 's  my  belief  that  that  party's 
name  is  no  more  Harris  than  mine 
is.  I  have  sent  his  linen  to  the  wash, 
and  there  was  two  white  pocket- 
handkerchiefs  with  H.  and  a  coronet" 

On  the  next  day  we  drove  over  to 
Newcomc,  hoping  perhaps  to  find 
that  Lord  Hi>rhgate  had  taken  the 
warning  sent  to  him  and  quitted  the 
pla'c.  But  we  were  disappointed. 
He  was  walking  in  front  of  the  hotel, 
where  a  thousand  persons  might  see 
him  as  well  as  ourselves. 

We  entered  into  his  private  apart- 
ment with  him,  and  there  expostu- 
lated upon  his  appearance  in  the  pub- 
lic street,  where  Barnes  Newcome  or 
any  passer-by  might  recognize  him! 
He  then  told  us  of  the  mishap  which 
had  befallen  Florae's  letter  on  the 
previous  night. 

"I  can't  go  away  now,  whatever 
might  have  happened  previously ; 
by  this  time  that  villain  knows  that  I 
am  here.  If  I  go,  he  will  say  I  was 
afraid  of  him,  and  ran  away.  O, 
how  I  wish  he  would  come  and  find 
me."  He  broke  oat  with  a  savage 
laugh. 

"  It  is  best  to  run  away,"  one  of  us 
interposed  sadly. 

"  tendennis,"  he  said,  with  a  tone 
of  great  softness,  "your  wife  is  a 
good  woman.  God  bless  her.  God 
bless  her  for  all  she  has  said  and 
done,  —  would  have  done  if  that 
villain  had  let  her.  Do  you  know 
the  poor  thing  has  n't  a  single 
friend  in  the  world,  not  one,  one, 
—  except  me,  and  that  girl  they 
ore    selling  to   Farintosh,  and  who 
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does  not  count  for  much  ?  He  has 
driven  away  all  her  friends  from  her  : 
one  and  all  turn  upon  her.  Her  re> 
lations  of  course ;  when  did  they  ever 
fail  to  hit  a  poor  fellow  or  a  poor 
girl  when  she  was  down  ?  The  poor 
angel!  The  mother  who  sold  her 
comes  and  preaches  at  her;  Kew's 
wife  tarns  up  her  little  cursed  nose 
and  scorns  her;  Booster,  forsooth, 
must  ride  the  high  horse,  now  he  is 
married  and  lives  at  Chanticlcre,  and 
give  her  warning  to  avoid  my  com- 
pany or  his !  Do  you  know  the  only 
friend  she  ever  had.  was  that  old 
woman  with  the  stick,  —  old  Kew  ; 
the  old  witch  whom  they  buried  four 
months  ago  after  nobbling  her  money 
for  the  beauty  of  the  family?  She 
used  to  protect  her,  —  that  old  woman. 
Heaven  bless  her  for  it  wherever  sho 
is  now,  the  old  hag,  —  a  good  word 
won't  do  her  any  harm.  Ha  I  ha !  '*^ 
His  laughter  was  cruel  to  hear. 

"  Why  did  I  come  down  ?  "  he  con- 
tinued in  reply  to  our  sad  queries. 
"  Why  did  I  come  down,  you  ask  1 
Because  she  was  wretched,  and  sent 
for  me.  Because  if  I  was  at  the  end 
of  the  world,  and  she  was  to  say, 
*  Jack,  come  ! '  I  'd  come." 

'*  And  if  she  bade  you  go  1 "  asked 
his  friends. 

"  I  would  go ;  and  I  haw  gone.  If 
she  told  me  to  jump  into  the  sea,  do 
you  think  I  would  not  do  it  ?  But 
I  go ;  and  when  she  is  alone  with 
him,  do  you  know  what  he  does? 
He  strikes  her.  Strikes  that  poor 
little  thing !  He  has  owned  to  it. 
She  fled  from  him  and  sheltered  with 
the  old  woman  who 's  dead.  He  may 
be  doing  it  now?  Why  did  I  ever 
shake  hands  with  him?  that's  hu- 
miliation sufficient,  isn't  it?  But 
she  wished  it ; .  and  I  'd  black  his 
boots,  curse  him,  if  she  told  me. 
And  because  he  wanted  to  keep  my 
money  in  his  confounded  bank ;  and 
because  he  knew  he  might  rely  upon 
my  honor  and  hers,  poor  dear  child, 
he  chooses  to  shake  hands  with  me, 
—  me,  whom  he  hates  worse  than  a 
thousand    devils, — and    quite  rigl*'^ 
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too.  Why  is  n't  there  a  place  where 
we  can  go  and  meet,  like  man  to 
man,  and.  have  it  over  I  If  I  had  a 
hall  through  my  brains  I  shouldn't 
mind,  I  tell  you.  1  've  a  mind  to  do 
it  for  myself,  Pendennis.  You  don't 
understand  me.  Viscount." 

"II  est  vrai,"  said  Florae,  with  a 
shrug,  "I  comprehend  neither  the 
puicide  nor  the  Chaise-de-poste.  *What 
will  you?  I  am  not  yet  enough 
English,  my  friend.  We  make  mar- 
riages of  convenance  in  our  country, 
que  diable,  and  what  follows  follows ; 
but  no  scandal  afterwards.  Do  not 
adopt  our  institutions  k  demi,  my 
friend.  Vous  ne  me  coraprcnez  pas 
non.  plus,  mon  pauvre  Jack ! " 

"  There  is  one  way  still,  I  think," 
said  the  third  of  the  speakers  in  this 
scene.  "  Let  Lord  Highgate  come  to 
Rosebnry  in  his  own  name,  leaving 
that  of  Mr.  Harris  behind  him.  If 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome  wants  you,  he 
can  seek  you  there.  If  you  will  go, 
as  go  you  should,  and  God  speed  you, 
you  can  go,  and  in  your  own  name, 
too." 

"l*arbleu,  c'est  9a,"  cries  Florae, 
**he  speaks  like  a  book  —  the  Ro- 
mancier  I  "  I  confess,  for  my  part, 
I  thought  that  a  good  woman  might 

})lcad  with  him,  and  touch  that  man- 
y  not  disloyal  heart  now  trembling 
on  the  awful  balance  between  evil  and 
good. 

"  Allons  !  let  us  make  to  come  the 
drague ! "  cries  Florae.  **  Jack,  thou 
retumest  with  us,  my  friend !  Ma- 
dame Pendennis,  an  angel,  my  friend, 
a  quakre  the  most  charming,  shall 
roucoule  to  thee  the  sweetest  sermons  ! 
My  wife  shall  tend  thee  like  a  mother, 
—  a  grandmother.  Go  make  thy 
packet ! " 

Lord  Highgate  was  very  mueh 
pleased  and  relieved  seemingly.  He 
shook  our  hands,  he  said  he  should 
never  forget  our  kindness,  never !  In 
truth  the  didactic  part  of  our  conversa- 
tion was  carried  on  at  much  greater 
length  than  as  here  noted  down :  and 
he  would  come  that  evening,  but  not 
with  us,  thank  you ;  be  had  a  par- 


ticular engagement,  —  some  letters  he 
must  write.  Those  done,  he  would 
not  fail  us,  and  would  be  at  Rose- 
bury  by  dinner-time. 


CHAPTER  LVm. 

"one  more  unfoktunate." 

The  Fates  did  not  ordain  that  the 
plan  should  succeed  which  Lord  Hig*h- 
gate's  friends  had  devised  for  Lady 
Clara's   rescue  or  respite.     He  was 
bent  upon  one  more  mterview  with 
the  unfortunate  lady;   and  in   that 
meeting  the  future  destiny  of  their 
luckless  lives  was  decided.     On  the 
morning  of  his  return  home,  Barnes 
Newcome  had  information  that  Lord 
Highgate,  under  a  feigned  name,  had 
been  staying  in  the  neighborhood  of 
his  house,  and  had  repeatedly  been 
seen  in  the  company  of  Lady  Clara. 
She  may  have  gone  out  to  meet  him 
but  for  one  hour  more.     She  had 
taken  no  leave  of  her  children  on  the 
day  when  she  left  her  home,  and,  far 
from  making  preparations  for  her  own 
departure,  had  been  engaged  in  get- 
ting the  house  ready  for  the  reception 
of   members   of  the    family,  whose 
arrival  her  husband    announced   as 
speedily  to  follow  his  own.     Ethel 
and  Lady  Ann,   and   some  of   the 
children,  were  coming.    Lord  Farin- 
tosh's  mother  and  sisters  were  to  fol- 
low.    It  was  to  be  a  reunion  previous 
to  the  marriage  which  was  closer  to 
unite  the  two  families.    Lady  Clara 
said  "  yes  "  to  her  husband's  orders  ; 
rose  mechanically  to  obey  his  wishes 
and  arrange  for  the  reception  of  the 
guests ;  and  spoke  tremblingly  to  the 
housekeeper  as  her  husband  jibed  at 
her.     The  littie  ones  had  been  con- 
signed to  bed  early,  and  before  Sir 
Barnes's  arrival.     He  did  not  think 
fit  to  see  them  in  their  sleep ;  nor  did 
their  mother.     She  did  not  know,  as 
the  poor  little  creatures  left  her  room 
in  charge  of  their  nurses,  that  she 
looked  on  them   for  the  last  time. . 
Perhaps,  had  she  gone  to  their  bed- 
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BiJ3s  that  evening,  had  the  wretched 
panic-stricken  soul  been  allowed  leisure 
to  pause,  and  to  think,  and  to  pray, 
t!ie  fate  of  the  morrow  might  have 
been   otherwise,   and   the   trembling 
balance  of  the  scale  have  inclined  to 
right's  side.    But  the  pause  was  not 
allowed  her.    Her  husband  came  and 
saluted  her  with  his  accustomed  greet- 
Wgs  of  scorn,  and  sarcasm,  and  brutal 
insult.     On  a  future  day  he  never 
dared  to  call  a  servant  of  his  house- 
hold to  testify  to  his  treatment  of  her, 
though  many  were  ready  to  attend  to 
prove  his  cruelty  and  her  terror.     On 
that  very  last  night,   Lady  Clara's 
maid,  a  country-girl  from  her  father's 
house  at  Chanticiere,  told  Sir  Barnes, 
in  the  midst  of  a  conjugal  dispute, 
that  her  lady  might  bear  his  conduct, 
hut  she  couid  not,  and  that  she  would 
no  longer  live  under  the  roof  of  such 
a  brute.     The  girl's  interference  was 
not    likely  to    benefit    her    mistress 
much:    the   wretched    Lady    Clara 
passed  the  last  night  under  the  roof 
>f  her  husband  and  children,  unat- 
tended save  by  this   poor  domestic 
who  was  about  to  leave  her,  in  tears 
and  hysterical  outcries,  and  then  in 
loaning  stupor.    Lady  Clara  put  to 
'Jleep  with  laudanum,  her  maid  carried 
down  the  story  of  lier  wrongs  to  the 
<»ervahts'  quarters  ;   and  half  a  dozen 
of  them  took  in  their  resignation  to 
Bir  Barnes  as  he  sat  over  his  break- 
fast the  next  morning,  —  in  his  an- 
^stral.hall,  —  surrounded  by  the  por- 
traits of  his  august  forefathers,  —  in 
his  happy  home. 

Their  mutiny,  of  course,  did  not 
ftdd  to  their  master's  good-humor; 
and  his  letters  brought  him  news 
which  increased  Barnes's  fury.  A 
inessenger  arrived  with  a  letter  from 
^is  man  of  business  at  Newcome, 
upon  the  receipt  of  which  he  started 
up  with  such  an  execration  as  fright- 
ened the  servant  waiting  on  him,  and 
letter  in  hand  he  ran  to  Lady  Clara's 
fitting-room.  Her  Ladyship  was  up. 
Sir  Barnes  breakfasted  rather  late  on 
the  first  morning  after  an  arrival  at 
Newcome     He  had  to  look  over  the 


bailiffs  books,  and  to  look  about  him 
round  the  park  and  grounds ;  to  curse 
the  gardeners;  to  damn  the  stable 
and  kennel  grooms;  to  yell  at  the 
woodman  for  clearing  not  enough  or 
too  much ;  to  rail  at  the  poor  old 
work-people  brooming  away  the  fallen 
leaves,  &^.  So  Lady  Clara  was  up 
and  dressed  when  her  husband  went 
to  her  room,  which  lay  at  the  end  of 
the  house,  as  we  have  said,  the  last  of 
a  suite  of  ancestral  halls. 

The  mutinous  servant  heard  high 
voice  and  curses  within ;  then  Lady 
Clara's  screams ;  then  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome  burst  out  of  the  room,  lock- 
ing the  door,  and  taking  the  key  with 
him,  and  saluting  with  more  curses 
James,  the  mutineer,  over  whom  his 
master  ran. 

"  Curse  your  wife,  and  don't  curse 
me.  Sir  Barnes  Newcome ! "  said 
James,  the  mutineer;  and  knocked 
down  a  hand  which  the  infuriated 
Baronet  raised  against  him,  with 
an  arm  that  was  thrice  as  strong  as 
Barnes's  own.  This  man  and  maid 
followed  their  mistress  in  the  sad 
journey  upon  which  she  was  bent. 
They  treated  her  with  unalterable 
respect.  They  never  could  be  got  to 
see  that  her  conduct  was  wrong. 
When  Barnes's  counsel  subsequently 
tried  to  impugn  their  testimony,  thtfjr 
dared  him,  and  hurt  the  plaintiff  s 
case  very  much.  For  the  balance  had 
weighed  over ;  and  it  was  Barnes 
himself  who  caused  what  now  ensued, 
and  what  we  learned  in  a  very  few 
hours  afterwards  from  Newcome, 
where  it  was  the  talk  of  the  whole 
neighborhood. 

Florae  and  I,  as  yet  ignorant  of  all 
that  was  occurring,  met  Barnes  near 
his  own  lodge-gfite  riding  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Newcome,  as  we  were  ourselves 
retliming  to  Rosebury.  The  Prince 
de  Monicontour,  who  was  driving, 
affably  saluted  the  Baronet,  who  gave 
us  a  scowling  recognition,  and  rode 
on,  his  groom  behind  him.  "The 
figure  of  Siis  gar9on,"  says  Florae,  as 
our  acquaintance  passed,  "is  not 
agreeable.    Of  pale,  he  has  become 
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livid.  I  hope  these  two  men  will  not 
meet,  or  evil  will  come!"  Evil  to 
Barnes  there  might  be,  Florae's  com- 
panion thought,  who  knew  the  previ- 
ous little  affairs  between  Barnes  and 
his  uncle  and  cousin  ;  and  that  Lord 
Plighgate  was  quite  able  to  take  care 
of  himself. 

In  half  an  hour  after  Florae  spoke, 
that  meeting  between  Barnes  and 
Highgate  actually  had  taken  place,  — 
in  the  open  square  of  Newcome,  with- 
in four  doors  of  the  "  King's  Arms  " 
inn,  close  to  which  lives  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome's  man  of  business ;  and 
before  which  Mr.  Harris,  as  he  was 
called,  was  walking,  and  waiting  till 
a  carriage  which  he  had  ordered  came 
round  from  the  inn  yard.  As  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  rode  into  the  place 
many  people  touched  their  hats  to 
Iiim.  however  little  they  loved  him. 
He  was  bowing  and  smirking  to  one  j 
of  these,  when  he  suddenly  saw 
Belsize. 

He  started  back,  causing  his  horse 
to  back  with  him  on  to  the  pavement, 
and  it  may  have  been  rage  and  fury, 
or  accident  and  nervousness  merely, 
but  at  this  instant  Barnes  Newcome, 
looking  towards  Lord  Highgate, 
shook  his  whip. 

"  You  cowardly  villain !  "  said  the 
other,  springing  forward.  "I  was 
going  to  your  house." 

"How  dare  you,  sir,"  cries  Sir 
Barnes,  still  holding  up  that  unlucky 
cane,  "  how  dare  you  to  —  to—  " 

"  Dare,  you  scoundrel !  "  said  Bel- 
size.  **  Is  that  the  cane  you  strike 
your  wife  with,  you  ruffian !  "  Bel- 
size  seized  and  tore  him  out  of 
the  saddle,  flinging  him  screaming 
down  on  the  pavement.  The  horse, 
rearing  and  making  way  for  himself, 
galloped  down  the  clattering  street ; 
a  hundred  people  were  round  Sir 
Barnes  in  a  moment. 

The  carriage  which  Belsize  had  or- 
dered came  round  at  this  very  junc- 
ture. Amidst  the  crowd,  shrinking, 
bustling,  expostulating,  threatening, 
who  pressed  about  him,  he  shouldered 
his  way.     Mr.  Taplow,  aghast,  was 


one  of  the  hundred  spectators  of  the 
scene. 

"  I  am  Lord  Highgate,"  said 
Barnes's  adversary.  "  If  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome  wants  me,  tell  him  I  will 
send  him  word  where  he  may  hear  of 
me."  And  getting  into  the  carriage, 
he  told  the  driver  to  go  "  to  the  usual 
place." 

Imagine  the  hubbub  in  the  town, 
the  conclaves  at  the  inns,  the  talks  in 
the  counting-houses,  the  commotion 
amongst  the  factory  people,  the  par- 
agraphs in  the  Newcome  papers, 
the  bustle  of  surgeons  and  lawyers, 
after  this  event.  Crowds  gathered 
at  the  "King's  Arms,"  and  waited 
round  Mr.  Speers  the  lawyer's  house, 
into  which  Sir  Barnes  was  carried. 
In  vain  policemen  told  them  to  move 
on ;  fresh  groups  gathered  after  the 
seceders.  On  the  next  day,  when 
Barnes  Newcome,  who  was  not  much 
hurt,  had  a  fly  to  go  home,  a  factory 
man  shook  his  fist  in  at  the  carriage 
window,  and  with  a  curse  said, 
"  Serve  you  right,  you  villain."  It 
was  the  man  whose  sweetheart  this 
Don  Juan  had  seduced  and  deserted 
years  before,  —  whose  wrongs  were 
well  known  amongst  his  mates,  —  a 
leader  in  the  chorus  of  hatred  whicli 
growled  round  Barnes  Newcome. 

Barnes's  moth^  and  sister  Ethel 
had  reached  Newcome  shortly  before 
the  return  of  the  master  of  the  house. 
The  people  there  were  in  disturbance. 
Lady  Ann  and  Miss  Newcome  came 
out  with  pallid  looks  to  greet  him. 
He  laughed  and  reassured  them  about 
his  accident:  indeed  his  hurt  had 
been  trifling;  he  had  been  bled  by 
the  surgeon,  a  little  jarred  by  the  fall 
from  his  horse ;  but  there  was  no  sort 
of  danger.  Still  their  pale  and  doubt- 
ful looks  continued.  What  caused 
them  ?  In  the  open  day,"  with  a  ser- 
vant attending  her.  Lady  Clara 
Newcome  had  left  her  husband's 
house ,  and  a  letter  was  forwarded  to 
him  that  same  evening  from  mv  Lord 
Highgate,  informing  Sir  iBamcs 
Newcome 'that  Lady  Clara  Pulleyn 
could  bear  his  tyranny  no  longer,  and 
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had  left  his  roof,  that  Lord  Highgate 
proposed  to  leave  England  almost  im- 
mediately, but  would  remain  long 
enough  to  afford  Sir  Barnes  Newcome 
the  opportunity  for  an  interview,  in 
case  he  should  be  disposed  to  demand 
one ;  and  a  friend  ( of  Lord  High- 
gate's  late  regiment )  was  named  who 
would  receive  letters  and  act  in  any 
way  necessary  for  his  Lordship. 

The  debates  of  the  House  of  Lords 
mast  tell  what  followed  afterwards 
in  the  dreary  history  of  Lady  Clara 
Pulleyn.  The  proceedings  in  the 
Newcome  Divorce  Bill  filled  the 
usual  number  of  columns  in  the  pa- 
porj,  —  especially  the  Sunday  papers. 
The  witnesses  were  examined  by 
learned  peers  whose  business  —  nay, 
pleasure  —  it  seems  to  be  to  enter 
into  such  matters  ;  and,  for  the  ends 
of  justice  and  morality,  doubtless,  the 
whole  story  of  Barnes  Newcome's 
household  was  told  to  the  British 
public.  In  the  previous  trial  in 
the  Court  of  Queen's  Bench,  how 
grandly  Sergeant  Rowland  stood  up 
for  the  rights  of  British  husbands ! 
with  what  pathos  he  depicted  the  con- 
jugal paradise,  the  innocent  children 
prattling  round  their  happy  parents, 
the  serpent,  the  destroyer,  entering 
into  that  Belgravian  Eden ;  the 
wretched  and  deserted  husband  alone 
by  his  desecrated  hearth,  and  calling 
for  redress  on  his  country  I  Rowland 
wept  freely  during  his  noble  ha- 
rangue. At  not  a  shilling  under 
twenty  thousand  pounds  would  he  es- 
timate the  cost  of  his  client's  injuries. 
The  jury  was  very  much  affected ; 
the  evening  papers  gave  Rowland's 
address  in  externa y  with  some  pretty 
sharp  raps  at  the  aristocracy  in  gen- 
eral. The  Day,  the  principal  morn- 
ing journal  of  that  period,  came  out 
with  a  leading  article  the  next  morn- 
ing, in  which  every  party  concerned 
and  every  institution  was  knocked 
about.  The  disgrace  of  the  peerage, 
the  ruin  of  the  monarchy  (with  a  ret- 
rospective view  of  the  well-known 
case  of  '*  Gyges  and  Candaules "), 
the  monstrosity. of  the  crime,  and  the 


absurdity  of  the  tribunal  and  the 
punishment,  were  all  set  forth  in  the 
terrible  leading  article  of  the  day. 

But  when,  on  the  next  day,  Ser- 
geant Rowland  was  requested  to  call 
witnesses  to  prove  that  connubial 
happiness  which  he  had  depicted  so 
pathetically^  he  had  none  at  hand. 

Oliver,  Q.  C,  now"  had  his  innings. 
A  man,  a  husband,  and  a  father,  Mr. 
Oliver  could  not  attempt  to  defend 
the  conduct  of  his  unfortunate  client ; 
but  if  there  could  be  any  excuse  for 
such  conduct,  that  excuse  he  was  free 
to  confess  the  plaintiff  had  afforded, 
whose  cruelty  and  neglect  twenty 
witnesses  in  court  were  ready  to 
prove,  —  neglect  so  outrageous,  cruel- 
ty so  systematic,  that  he  wondered 
the  plaintiff  had  not  been  better  ad- 
vised than  to  bring  this  trial,  with  all 
its  degrading  particulars,  to  a  nublic 
issue.  On  the  very  diay  when  tnc  ill- 
omened  marriage  took  place,  another 
victim  of  cruelty  had  interposed  as 
vainly  —  as  vainly  as  Sergeant  Row- 
land himself  interposed  in  Court  to 
prevent  this  case  being  made  known 
—  and  with  piteous  outcries,  in  the 
name  of  outraged  neglected  woman, 
of  ^  castaway  children  pleading  in 
vain  for  bread,  had  besought  the 
bride  to  pause,  and  the  bridegroom  to 
look  upon  the  wretched  beings  who 
owed  him  life.  Why  had  not  Lady 
Clara  PuUeyn's  friends  listened  to 
that  appeal  ?  And  so  on,  and  so  on, 
between  Rowland  and  Oliver  the  bat- 
tle waged  fiercely  that  day.  Many 
witnesses  were  mauled  and  slain. 
Out  of  that  combat  scarce  anybody 
came  well,  except  the  two  principal 
champions,  Rowland,  Sergeant,  and 
Oliver,  Q.  C.  The  whole  country 
looked  on  and  heard  the  wretched 
story,  not  only  of  Barnes's  fault  and 
Highgate's  fault,  but  of  the  private 
peccadilloes  of  their  suborned  footmen 
and  conspiring  housemaids.  Mr.  Jus< 
tice  C.  Sawyer  charged  the  jury  at 
great  length,  —  those  men  were  re- 
spectable men  and  fathers  of  families 
themselves,  —  of  course  they  dealt 
full  measure  to  Lord  Highgate  for 
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his  delinqnencies !  consoled  the  in- 
jured husband  with  immense  dam- 
ages, and  left  him  free  to  pursue  the 
further  steps  for  releasing  himself  al- 
together from  the  tie,  which  had  been 
bound  with  affecting  Episcopal  ben- 
ediction at  St.  George's,  Hanover 
Square.  • 

So  Lady  Clara  flies  from  the  custo- 
dy of  her  tyrant,  but  to  what  a  rescue  ? 

.  The  very  man  who  loves  her,  and 
gives  her  asylum,  pities  and  de- 
plores her.  She  scarce  dares  to  look 
out  of  the  windows  of  her  new  home 
upon  the  world,  lest  it  should  know 
and  reproach  her.  AH  the  sisterhood 
of  friendship  is  cut  off  from  her.  If 
she  dares  to  go  abroad  she  feels  the 
snieer  of  the  world  as  she  goes  through 
it;  and  knows  that  malice  and  scorn 
nrhisper  behind  her.  People,  as  crim- 
inal but  undiscovered,  make  room  for 
her,  as  if  her  .touch  were  pollution. 
She  knows  she  has  darkened  the  lot 
Und  made  wretched  the  home  of  the 
man  whom  she  loves  best;  that  his 
fiends  who  see  her  treat  her  with  but 
H  doubtful  respect ;  and  the  domestics 
who  attend  her,  with  a  suspicious  obe- 
lience.    In  the  country  lanes,  or  the 

^.  Ureets  of  the  county  town,  neighbors 
look  aside  as  the  carriage  passes  in 
Which  she  sits  splendid  and  lonely, 
llough  hunting  companions  of  hsr 
liusband's  come  to  her  table :  he  is 
driven  perforce  to  the  company  o/ 
flatterers  and  men  of  inferior  sort ; 
his  equals,  at  least  in  his  own  h")me, 
will  not  live  with  him.  She  would 
be  kind,  perhaps,  and  charitable  to 
the  cottagers  round  about  her,  t^it 
>ihe  fears  to  visit  them  lest  they  too 
should  scorn  her.  The  clergyman 
who  distributes  her  charities,  blushes 
and  looks  awkward  on  passing  her  in 
the  village,  if  he  should  be  walking 
with  his  wife  or  one  of  his  children. 
Shall  they  go  to  the  Continent,  and 
set  up  a  grand  hous«  at  Paris  or  at 
"Florence  ?  There  they  can  get  socie- 
ty, but  of  what  a  sort !  Our  acquaint- 
ances of  Baden,  —  Madame  Schlan-- 
>nbad,  and  Madame  de  Cruchecassee, 
I  Madame  d'lvry,  and  Messrs.  Lo- 


der,  and  Punter,  and  Blackball,  and 
Deuceace  will  come  and  dance,  and 
flirt,  and  quarrel,  and  gamble,  and 
feast  round  about  her ;  but  what  in 
common  with  such  wild  people  has 
this  poor,  timid,  shrinkmg  soul  % 
Even  these  scorn  her.  The  leers  and 
laughter  on  those  painted  faces  are 
quite  unlike  her  own  sad  countenance. 
She  has  no  reply  to  their  wit.  Their 
infernal  gayety  scares  her  more  than 
the  solitude  at  home.  No  wonder 
that  her  husband  does  not  like  home, 
except  for  a  short  while  in  the  hunt- 
ing season.  Ko  wonder  that  he  is 
away  all  day;  how  can  he  like  a 
home  which  she  has  made  so  wretch- 
ed ?  In  the  midst  of  her  sorrow,  and 
doubt,  and  misery,  a  child  comes  to 
her:  how  she  clings  to  it!  how  her 
whole  being,  and  hope,  and  passion 
centres  itself  on  this  feeble  infant ! . . . 
but  she  no  more  belongs  to  our  story : 
with  the  new  naipe  she  has  taken,' 
the  poor  lady  passes  out  of  the  his- 
tory of  the  Newcomes. 

If  Barnes  N^wcome's  children  meet 
yonder  solitary  lady,  do  they  know 
her?  If  her  once-husband  thinks 
upon  tb«  unhappy  young  creature 
wnom  his  cruelty  drove  from  him, 
does  his  conscience  affect  his  sleep  at 
night  ?  Why  should  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome's  conscience  be  more 
squeamish  than  his  country's,  which 
has  put  money  in  his  pocket  for  hav- 
ing trampled  on  the  poor  weak  yoting 
thing,  and  scorned  her,  and  driven 
her  to  ruin  ?  When  the  whole  of  the 
accounts  of  that  wretched  bankruptcy 
are  brought  up  for  final  Audit,  wnich* 
of  the  unhappy  partners  shall  be 
shown  to  be  most  guilty  ?  Does  the 
Right  Reverend  Prelate  who  did  the 
benedictory  business  for  Barnes  and 
Clara  his  wife  repent  in  secret  1  Do 
the  parents  who  pressed  the  mar- 
riage, and  the  fine  folks  who  signed 
the  book,  and  ate  the  breakfast,  and 
applauded  the  bridegroom's  speech, 
feel  a  little  ashamed?  0  Ilymen 
Hymenaee!  The  bishops,  beadles, 
clergy,  pew-openers,  andpther  officers 
of  the  temple  dedicated  to  Heaven 
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under  the  invocation  of  St.  Greorge, 
will  officiate  in  the  same  place  at 
scores  and  scores  more  of  such  mar- 
riages :  and  St.  George  of  England 
may  behold  virgin  after  virgin  offered 
up  to  the  devouring  monster,  Mammon 
(with  many  most  respectable  female 
dragons  looking  on),  — may  see  vir- 
gin after  virgin  given  away,  just  as 
in  the  Soldan  of  Babylon's  time,  but 
with  never  a  champion  to  come  to  the 

rescue  ! 

♦     ■ 

CHAPTER  LIX. 

IN     WHICH     ACHILLES     LOSES 
BRISEIS. 

Although  the  years  of  the  Mar- 
quis of  Farintosh  were  few,  he  had 
spent  most  of  them  in  the  habit 
of  command  ;  and  from  his  child- 
hood upwards,  had  been  obeyed  by 
all  persons  round  about  him.  As  an 
infant  he  had  but  to  roar,  and  his 
mother  and  nurses  were  as  much 
frightened  as  though  ^e  had  been  a 
Libyan  lion.  What  he  willed  and 
ordered  was  law  amongst  his  clan 
and  family.  During  the  period  of 
his  London  and  Parisian  dissipations 
his  poor  mother  did  not  venture  to 
remonstrate  with  her  young  prodigal, 
but  shut  her  eyes,  not  daring  to  open 
them  on  his  wild  courses.  As  for 
the  friends  of  his  person  and  house, 
many  of  whom  were  portly  elderly 
gentlemen,  their  affection  for  the 
young  Marquis  was  so  extreme  that 
there  was  no  company  into  which 
^heir  fidelity  would  not  lead  them  to 
follow  him ;  and  you  might  see  him 
dancing  at  Mabille  with  veteran  aides- 
de-camp  looking  on,  or  disporting 
with  opera-dancers  at  a  Trois-Freres 
banquet,  which  some  old  gentleman 
j)f  his  father's  age  had  taken  the 
pains  to  order.  If  his  Lordship  Count 
Almaviva  wants  a  friend  to  carry  the 
lantern  or  to  hold  the  ladder,  do 
you  suppose  there  are  not  many  most 
respectable  men  in  society  who  will 
act  Figaro  1  When  Farintosh  thought 
fit,  in  the  fulness  of  time  and  the 


blooming  pride  of  manhood,  to  select 
a  spouse,  and  to  elevate  a  marchioness 
to  nis  throne,  no  one  dared  gainsay 
him.  When  he  called  upon  his 
mother  and  sisters,  and  their  Lady- 
ships' hangers-on  and  attendants ; 
upon  his  own  particular  kinsmen,  led- 
captains,  and  toadies  ;  to  bow  the 
knee  and  do  homage  to  the  woman 
whom  he  delighted  to  honor,  those' 
duteous  subjects  trembled  and  obeyed ; 
in  fact,  he  thought  that  the  position 
of  a  Marchioness  of  Farintosh  was 
under  heaven,  and  before  men,  so 
splendid,  that,  had  he  elevated  a  beg- 
gar-maid to-  that  sublime  rank,  the 
inferior  world  was  bound  to  worship 
her. 

So  my  Lord's  lady-mother,  and  my 
Lord's  sisters,  and  his  captains,  and 
his  players  of  billiards,  and  the 
toadies  of  his  august  person,  all  per- 
formed obeisance  to  his  oride-elect,  and 
never  questioned  the  will  of  the  young 
chieftain.  What  were  the  private 
comments  of  the  ladies  of  the  family 
we  had  no  means  of  knowing;  but 
it  may  naturally  be  supposed  that  his 
Lordship's  gentlemen-in-waiting,  Cap- 
tain Henchman,  Jack  Todhunter,  and 
the  rest,  had  many  misgivings  of 
their  own  respecting  their  patron's  ' 
change  in  life,  and  could  not  view 
without  anxiety  the  advent  of  a  mis- 
tress who  might  reign  over  him  and 
them,  who  might  possibly  not  like 
their  company,  and  might  exert  her 
infiuence  over  her  husband  to  oust 
these  honest  fellows  from  places  in 
which  they  were  very  comfortable. 
The  jovial  rogues  had  the  run  of  my 
Lord's  kitchen,  stables,  cellars,  and 
cigar-boxes.  A  new  marchioness 
might  hate  hunting,  smoking,  jolly 
parties,  and  toad-eaters  in  general,  or 
might  bring  into  the  house  favorites 
of  her  own.  I  am  sure  any  kind- 
hearted  man  of  the  world  must  feel 
for  the  position  of  these  faithful, 
doubtful,  disconsolate  vassals,  and 
have  a  sympathy  for  their  rueful 
looks  and  demeanor  as  they  eye  the 
splendid  preparations  for  the  ensuing 
marriage,  the  grand  furnitures  sent 
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to  my  Lord's  castles  aod  houses,  the 
magnificent  plate  provided  for  his 
tables,  —  tables  at  which  they  may 
never  have  a  knife  and  fork ;  castles 
and  houses  of  which  the  poor  rogues 
may  never  be  allowed  to  pass  the 
doors. 

When,  then,  "  The  Elopement  in 
High  Life,"  which  has  been  described 
in  the  previous  pages,  burst  upon  the 
town  m  the  morning  papers,  I  can 
fancy  the  agitation  which  the  news 
occasioned  in  the  faithful  bosoms  of 
the  generous  Todhunter  and  the  at- 
tached Henchman.  My  Lord  was  not 
in  his  own  house  as  yet.  He  and  his 
friends  still  lingered  on  in  the  little 
liouse  in  May  Fair,  the  dear  little 
bachelor's  quarters,  where  they  had 
enjoyed  such  good  dinners,  such  eood 
suppers,  such  rare  doings,  such  a 
jolly  time.  I  fancy  Hench  coming 
down  to  breakfast  and  reading  the 
Morning  Post.  I  imagine  Tod  drop- 
ping in  from  his  bedroom  over  the 
way,  and  Hench  handing  the  paper 
over  to  Tod,  and  the  conversation 
which  ensued  between  those  worthy 
men.  "  Elopement  in  high  life  — 
excitement  in  N — come,  and  flight  of 
Lady  CI —  N— come,  daughter  of  the 
Jate  and  sister  of  the  present  Earl  of 
D-rking,  with  Lord  H — gate;  per- 
sonal rencontre  between  Lord  H — gate 
and  Sir  B-nes  N — come.  Extraor- 
dinary disclosures."  I  say,  I  can 
fancy  Hench  and  Tod  over  this  awfiil 
piece  of  news. 

"Pretty  news,  ain't  it,  Toddy?" 
says  Henchman,  looking  up  from  a 
Perigord  pie,  which  the  faithful 
creature  is  discussing. 

"  Always  expected  it,"  remarks  the 
other.  "  Anybody  who  saw  them  to- 
gether last  season  must  have  known  it. 
The  Chief  himself  spoke  of  it  to  me." 

"  It  '11  cut  him  up  awfully  when  he 
reads  it.  Is  it  in  the  Morning  Post  1 
He  has  the  Post  in  his  bedroom.  I 
know  he  has  rung  his  bell :  I  heard  it. 
Bowman,  has  his  Lordship  read  his 
paper  yet  ?  " 

Bowman,  the  valet,  said,  "  I  believe 
you,  he  have  read  his  paper.  When  he 


read  it,  he  jumped  out  of  bed  and  swore 
most  awful.  1  cut  as  soon  as  I  could," 
continued  Mr.  Bowman,  who  was  on 
familiar  —  nay,  contemptuous,  terms 
with  the  other  two  gentlemen. 

"  Enough  to  make  any  man  swear," 
says  Toddy  to  Henchman ;  and  both 
were  alarmed  in  their  noble  souls,  re- 
flecting that  their  chieftain  was  now 
actually  getting  up  and  dressing  him- 
self;  that  he  would  speedily,  and  in 
the  course  of  nature,  come  down  stairs ; 
and  then,  most  probably,  would  begin 
swearing  at  them. 

The  most  noble  Mungo  Malcolm 
Angus  was  in  an  awful  state  of  mind, 
when  at  length  he  appeared  in  the 
breakfast-room.  "  Wny  the  dash  do 
you  make  a  tap-room  of  this?"  he 
cries.  The  trembling  Henchman, 
who  has  begun  to  smoke,  —  as  he  has 
done  a  hundred  times  before  in  this 
bachelor's  hall,  —  flings  bis  cigar  into 
the  fire. 

"  There  you  go — nothing  like  it  I 
Why  don't  you  fling  some  more  in  ? 
You  can  get  'em  at  Hudson's  for  five 
guineas  a  pound,"  bursts  out  the 
youthful  peer. 

"  I  understand  why  you  are  out 
of  sorts,  old  boy,"  says  Henchman, 
stretching  out  his  manly  hand.  A 
tear  of  compassion  twinkled  in  his 
eyelid,  and  coursed  down  his  mottled 
cheek.  "  Cut  away  at  old  Frank, 
Farintosh,  —  a  fellow  who  has  been 
attached  to  you  since  before  you 
could  speak.  It  's  not  when  a  fel- 
low 's  down  and  cut  up,  and  riled  — 
naturally  riled  —  as  you  are,  —  I 
know  you  are.  Marquis;  it  's  not 
then  that  I  'm  going  to  be  angry 
with  you.  Pitch  into  old  Frank 
Henchman,  —  hit  away,  my  young 
one."  And  Frank  put  himself  into 
an  attitude  as  of  one  prepared  to  re- 
ceive a  pugilistic  assault.  He  bared 
his  breast,  as  it  were,  and  showed  his 
scars,  and  said,  "Strike!"  Frank 
Henchman  was  a  florid  toady.  My 
uncle.  Major  Pendennis,  has  often 
laughed  with  me  about  the  fellow's 
pompous  flatteries  and  ebullient  fi< 
dclity. 
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"You  have  read  this  confounded 
para;;raph  1  "  says  the  Maninis. 

"  We  have  read  it ;  and  were  deu- 
cedly  cut  up,  too,"  says  Henchman, 
"  for  your  sake,  ray  dear  boy." 

"  I  remembered  what  you  said  last 
year,  Marquis,"  cries  Todhunter  (not 
un:idroitly).  **  You  yourself  pointed 
out,  in  this  very  room,  I  recollect,  at 
this  very  table,  -:-  that  night  Coralie 
an'i  the  little  Spanish  dancer  and.  her 
mother  supped  here,  and  there  was  a 
talk  about  Highgate,  —  you  vourself 

Pointed  out  what  was  likely  to  happen, 
doubted  it ;  for  1  have  dined  at  the 
Newcomes',  and  seen  Highgate  and 
her  together  in  society  often.  But 
though  you  are  a  younger  bird,  you 
have  bettur  eyes  than  I  have,  —  and 
you  saw  the  thing  at  once  —  at  once, 
don't  you  remember?  and  Coralie 
said  how  glad  she  was,  because  Sir 
Barnes  ill-treated  her  friend.  What 
was  the  name  of  Coralie's  friend, 
Hench  ?  " 

"  How  should  I  know  her  confound- 
ed name  1 "  Henchman  briskly  an- 
swers. "  What  do  I  care  for  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  and  his  private 
affairs  1  He  is  no  friend  of  mine. 
I  never  said  he  was  a  friend  of  mine. 
I  never  said  I  liked  him.  Out  of  re- 
spect for  the  Chief  here,  I  held  my 
tongue  about  him,  and  shall  hold  my 
longue.  Have  some  of  this  pate. 
Chief !  No  ?  Poor  old  boy.  I  know 
you  have  n't  got  an  appetite.  I  know 
this  news  cuts  you  up.  I  say  nothing, 
and  make  no  pretence  of  condplence  ; 
though  I  feel  for  you, —  and  you  know 
you  can  count  on  old  Frank  Hench- 
man, —  don't  you,  Malcolm  1 "  And 
again  he  turns  away  to  conceal  his 
gallant  sensibility  and  generous 
emotion. 

"What  does  it  matter  to  me?" 
bursts  out  the  Marquis,  garnishing 
his  conversation  with  the  usual  ex- 
pletives which  adorned  his  eloquence 
when  he  was  strongly  moved.  "  What 
do  I  care  for  Barnes  Newcome  and  his 
confounded  affairs  and  family  1  I 
never  want  to  see  him  again,  but  in 
the  light  of  a  banker,  when  I  go  to 


the  City,  where  he  keeps  my  account. 
I  say,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  him, 
or  all  the  Newcomes  under  the  sun. 
Why,  one  of  them  is  a  painter,  and 
will  paint  my  dog  Ratcatcher,  by 
Jove !  or  my  horse,  or  my  groom,  if  I 
give  him  the  order.  Do  you  think  I 
care  for  any  one  of  the  pack  ?  It 's 
not  the  fault  of  the  Marchioness  of 
Farintosh  that  her  family  is  not  equal 
to  mine.  Besides  two  others  in  Eng- 
land and  Scotland,  I  should  like  to 
know  what  family  is  ?  I  tell  you 
what,  Hench.  I  bet  you  five  to  two, 
that  before  an  hour  is  over  my  mother 
will  be  here,  and  down  on  her  knees 
to  me,  begging  me  to  break  off  this 
engagement." 

"  And  what  will  you  do,  Farin- 
tosh ? "  asks  Henchman,  slowly. 
"  Will  you  break  it  off? " 

"No!"  'shouts  the  Marquis. 
"  Why  shall  I  break  off  with  the 
finest  girl  in  England,  —  and  the 
best-plucked  one,  and  the  cleverest 
and  wittiest  and  the  most  beautiful 
creature,  by  Jove,  that  ever  stepped, 
for  no  fault  of  hers,  and  because  her 
sister-in-law  leaves  her  brother,  who 
I  know  treated  her  infernally  ?  We 
have  talked  this  matter  over  at  home 
before.  I  would  n't  dine  with  the 
fellow,  though  he  was  always  asking 
me;  nor  meet,  except  just  out  of 
civility,  any  of  his  confounded  family. 
Lady  Ann  is  different.  She  is  a  lady, 
she  is.  She  is  a  good  woman  :  and 
Kew*  is  a  most  respectable  man, 
though  he  is  only  a  peer  of  Greorgo 
III.'s  creation,  and  you  should  hear 
how  he  speaks  of  Miss  Newcome, 
though  she  refused  him.  I  should 
like  to  know  who  is  to  prevent  me 
marrying  Lady  Ann  Newcome's 
daughter  ?  "        , 

"  By  Jove,  you  are  a  good-plucked 
fellow,  Farintosh,  —  give  me  your 
hand,  old  boy,"  says  Henchman. 

"  Heh !  am  I  ?  You  would  have 
said.  Give  me  your  hand,  old  boy, 
whichever  way  I  determined,  Hench ! 
I  tell  you,  I  ain't  intellectual,  and 
that  sort  of  thing.  But  I  know  my 
rank,  and  I  know  my  place;  and 
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when  a  man  of  my  station  gives  his 
word,  he  sticks  to  it,  sir;  and  my 
Lady  and  my  sisters  may  go  on  their 
knees  all  round ;  and,  by  Jove,  I 
won't  flinch." 

The  justice  of  Lord  Farintosh's 
views  was  speedily  proved  by  the  ap- 
pearance of  his  Lordship's  mother, 
Lady  Glenlivat,  whose  arrival  put  a 
stop'  to  a  conversation  which  Captain 
Francis  Henchman  has  often  subse- 
quen^y  narrated.  She  besought  to 
see  her  son  in  terms  so  urgent  that 
the  young  nobleman  could  not  be 
denied  to  his  parent ;  and,  no  doubt, 
a  long  and  interesting  interview  took 
place,  in  which  lord  Farintosh's 
mother  passionately  implored  him 
to  break  otF  a  matcn  upon  which  he 
was  as  resolutely  bent. 

Was  it  a  sense  of  honor,  a  longing 
desire  to  possess  this  young  beauty, 
and  call  her  his  own,  or  a  fierce  and 
profound  dislike  to  being  balked  in 
any  object  of  his  wishes,  which  act- 
uated the  young  lord?  Certainly, 
he  had  borne  very  philosophically, 
delay  after  delay  which  had  taken 
place  in  the  devised  union  ;  and 
being  quite  sure  of  his  mistress,  had 
not  cared  to  press  on  the  marriage, 
but  lingered  over  the  dregs  of  his 
bachelor  cup  complacentlv  still.  We 
all  know  in  what  an  affecting  fare- 
well he  took  leave  of  the  associates 
of  his  vie  de  gargon :  the  speeches 
made  (in  both  languages),  tho pres- 
ents distributed,  the  tears  and  hys- 
terics of  some  of  the  guests  assem- 
bled :  the  cigar-boxes  given  over  to 
this  friend,  the  ^crin  of  diamonds  to 
that,  et  caetera,  et  csetera,  et  caetera. 
Don't  we  know  ?  If  we  don't  it  is 
not  Henchman's  fault,  who  has  told 
the  story  of  Farintosh's  betrothals  a 
thousand  and  one  times  at  his  clubs, 
at  the  houses  where  he  is  asked  to 
dine,  on  account  of  his  intimacy  with 
the  nobility,  among  the  young  men 
of  fashion,  or  no  fashion,  whom  this 
two-bottle  Mentor  and  burly  admirer 
of  youth  has  since  taken  upon  him- 
self to  form.  The  farewell  at  Green- 
wich was  so  aflecting  that  all  "  trav- 


ersed the  cart,"  and  took  another 
farewell  at  Richmond,  where  there 
was  crying  too,  but  it  was  Eucharis 
cried  because  fair  Calypso  wanted  to 
tear  her  eyes  out;  and  where  not 
only  Telemachus  (as  was  natural  to 
his  age),  but  Mentor  likewise,  quaffed 
the  wine-cup  too  freely.  You  are 
virtuous,  0-reader,  but  there  are  still 
cakes  and  ale.  Ask  Henchman  if 
there  bo  not.  You  will  find  him  in 
the  Park  any  afternoon  ;  he  will  dine 
with  you  if  no  better  man  ask  him 
in  the  interval.  He  will  tell  you 
story  upon  story  regarding  young 
Lord  Farintosh,  and  his  marriage, 
and  what  happened  before  his  mar- 
riage, and  afterwards ;  and  he  will 
sigh,  weep  almost  at  some  moments, 
as  he  narrates  their  subsequent  quar- 
rel, and  Farintosh's  unworthy  con- 
duct, and  tells  you  how  he  rormed 
that  young  man.  My  uncle  and 
Captam  Henchman  disliked  each 
other  very  much,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
—  sorry  to  add  that  it  was  very 
amusing  to  hear  either  one  of  them 
speak  of  the.  other. 

Lady  Glenlivat,  according  to  the 
Captain,  then,  had  no  success  in  the 
interview  with  her  son;  who,  tin- 
moved  by  the  maternal  tears,  com- 
mands, and  entreaties,  swore  he 
would  marry  Miss  Newcome,  and 
that  no  power  on  earth  should  pre- 
vent him.  "As  if  trying  to  thwart 
that  man  —  could  ever  prevent  his 
having  his  way ! "  ejaculated  his 
quondam  friend. 

But  on  the  next  day,  after  ten 
thousand  men  in  clubs  and  coteries 
had  talked  the  news  over;  after  the 
evening  had  repeated  and  improved 
the  delightful  theme  of  our  "  morn- 
ing contemporaries  " ;  after  Calypso 
and  Eucharis  driving  together  in  the- 
Park,  and  reconciled  now,  had  kissed 
their  hands  to  Lord  Farintosh,  and 
made  him  their  compliments,  —  after 
a  night  of  natural  doubt,  disturb- 
ance, defiance,  fury,  —  as  men 
whispered  to  each  other  at  the  club 
where  his  Lordship  dined,  and  at 
the  theatre  where  he  took  Ms  recrea- 
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tion,  —  after  an  awful  time  at  break- 
fast in  which  Messrs.  Bowman,  valet, 
and  Todhunter  and  Henchman,  cap- 
tains of  the  Farintosh  body-guard,  all 
got  their  share  of  kicks  and  growl- 
ing, . —  behold  Lady  Glenlivat  came 
back  to  the  charge  again  ;  and  this 
time  with  such  force  that  poor  Lord 
Farintosh  was  shaken  indeed. 

Her  Ladyship's  ally  was  no  other 
than  Mis6  Newcome  herself;  from 
whom  Lord  Farintosh's  mother  re- 
ceived, by  that  day's  post,  a  letter 
which  she  was  commissioned  to  read 
to  her  son  :  — 

"  Dbab  Madam  "  (wrote  the  young 
ladv  in  her  firmest  handwriting),  — 
"  Mamma  is  at  this  moment  in  a 
state  of  such  grief  and  dismay  at  the 
crud  misfortune  and  humiliation  which 
has  just  befallen  our  family  that  she 
is  really  not  able  to  write  to  you  as 
she  ought y  and  this  task,  painful  as  it 
is,  must  be  mine.  Dear  Lady  Glenli- 
vat, the  kindness  and  confidence  which 
I  have  ever  received  from  you  and 
yours  merit  truth,  and  most  grateful  re- 
spect and  regard  from  me.  And  I  feel, 
after  the  late  fatal  occurrence,  what  I 
have  often  and  often  owned  to  myself 
though  I  did  not  dare  to  acknowledge 
it,  that  I  ought  to  release  Lord  F.,  at 
once  and  forever,  from  an  engagement 
which  he  could  nei^  think  of  maintain- 
ing with  a  family  so  un/brtunate  as 
ours.  I  thank  him  with  sdl  my  heart 
for  his  goodness  in  bearing  with  my 
humors  so  long ;  if  I  have  given  him 

fain,  as  I  know  I  have  sometimes, 
beg  his  pardon,  and  would  do  so 
on  my  knees.  I  hope  and  pray  he 
may  be  happy,  as  I  feared  he  never 
could  be  .with  me.  He  has  many 
good  and  noble  qualities;  and,  in 
bidding  him  farewell,  I  trust  I  may 
retain  his  friendship,  and  that  he  will 
believe  in  the  esteem  and  gratitude  of 
your  most  sincere 

"Ethel  Newcomb." 

A  copy  of  this  farewell  letter  was 
seen  by  a  lady  who  happened  to  be  a 
neighbor  of  Miss  Newcomers  when 
the  family  misfortune  occurred,  and 


to  whom,  in  her  natural  dismay  and 
grief,  the  young  lady  fled  for  comfort 
and  consolation.  "Dearest  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis,"  wrote  Miss  Ethel  to  my  wife, 
—  "I  hear  you  are  at  liosebury ;  do, 
do  come  to  your  affectionate  E.  N." 
The  next  day  it  was  —  "  Dearest  Lau- 
ra, —  If  you  can,  pray,  pray  come  to 
Newcome  this  morning.  I  want  very 
much  to  speak  to  you  about  the  poor 
children,  to  consult  you  about  some- 
thing most  important."  Madame  do 
Montcon tour's  pony  -  carriage  was 
trotting  constantly  between  liosebury 
and  Newcome  in  these  days  of  ca- 
lamity. 

And  my  wife,  as  in  duty  bound, 
gave  me  full  reports  of  all  that  hap- 
pened in  that  house  of  mourning. 
On  the  very  da/ of  the  flight.  Lady 
Ann,  her  daughter,  and  some  others 
of  her  family  arrived  at  Newcome. 
The  deserted  little  girl,  Barnes's  eld- 
est child,  ran,  with  tears  and  cries  of 
joy,  to  her  aunt  Ethel,  whom  she  had 
always  loved  better  than  her  mother ; 
and  clung  to  her  and  embraced  her ; 
and,  in  her  artless  little  words,  told 
her  that  mamma  had  gone  away,  and 
that  Ethel  should  be  her  mamma 
now.  Very  strongly  moved  by  the 
misfortune,,  as  by  ^he  caresses  and 
affection  of  the  poor  orphaned  crea- 
ture, Ethel  took  the  little  girl  to  her 
heart,  and  promised  to  be  a  mother  to 
her,  an<i  that  she  would  not  leave  her ; 
in  which  pious  resolve,  I  scarcely  need 
say,  Laura  strengthened  her,  when,  at 
her  young  friend's  urgent  summons, 
my  wife  came  to  her. 

The  household  at  Newcome  was  in 
a  state  of  disorganization  after  the 
catastrophe.  Two  of  Lady  Clara's 
servants,  it  has  been  stated  already, 
went  away  with  her.  The  luckless 
master  of  the  house  was  lying  wound- 
ed in  the  neighboring  town.  Lady 
Ann  Newcome,  his  mother,  was  terri- 
bly agitated  by  the  news,  which  was 
abruptly  broken  to  her,  of  the  flight 
of  her  daue:hter-in-law  and  her  son's 
danger.  Now  she  thought  of  flying 
to  Newcome  to  nurse  him  ;  and  then 
feared  lest  she  should  be  ill  received 
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by  the  invalid,  —  indeed,  ordered  by 
Sir  Barnes  to  go  home,  and  not  to 
botlier  hiui.  So  at  home  Lady  Ann 
remained,  wliere  the  thoughts  of  the 
sutterings  she  had  already  undergone 
in  that  liouse,  of  Sir  Barnes's  cruel 
behavior  to  her  at  her  last  visit,  which 
he  had  abruptly  requested  iier  to 
bhorten,  of  the  happy  days  which  she 
had  passed  as  mistress  of  that  house 
and  wife  of  the  defunct  Sir  Brian ; 
the  sight  of  that  departed  angel's 
picture  in  the  dining-room,  and  wheel- 
chair in  the  gallery ;  the  recollection 
of  little  Barnes  as  a  cherub  of  a  child 
in  tiiat  very  gallery,  and  pulled  out 
of  the  fire  by  a  nurse  in  the  second 
year  of  his  age,  when  he  was  all  that 
a  fond  mother  would  wish,  —  these 
incidents  and  reminiscences  so  agi- 
tated Lady  Ann  Newcome  that  she, 
for  her  part,  went  off  in  a  series  of 
hysterical  fits,  and  acted  as  one  dis- 
traught; her  second  daughter  screamed 
in  sympathy  with  her ;  and  Miss  New- 
come  had  to  take  the  command  of  the 
whole  of  this  demented  household, 
hysterical  mamma  and  sister,  muti- 
neering  servants,  and  shrieking,  aban- 
doned nursery,  and  bring  young  peo- 
ple and  old  to  peace  and  quiet. 

On  the  morrow  after  his  little  con- 
cussion Sir  Barnes  Newcome  came 
home,  not  much  hurt  in  body,  but 
wofuUy  evicted  in  temper,  and  vent- 
ing his  wrath  upon  everybody  round 
about  him  in  that  strong  language 
which  he  employed  when  displeased ; 
and  under  which  his  valet,  his  house- 
keeper, his  butler,  his  farm-bailiff,  his 
lawyer,  his  doctor,  his  dishevelled 
mother  herself,  —  who  rose  from  her 
couch  and  her  sal-volatile  to  fling  her- 
self round  her  dear  boy's  knees,  —  all 
had  to  sutler.  Ethel  Newcome,  the 
Baronet's  sister,  was  the  only  person 
in  his  house  to  whom  Sir  Barnes  did 
not  utter  oaths  or  proffer  rude  speech- 
es. He  was  afraid  of  offending  her 
or  encountering,  that  resolute  spirit, 
and  lapsed  into  a  surly  silence  in 
her  presence.  Indistinct  maledictions 
growled  about  Sir  Barnes's  chair 
when  he  beheld  my  wife's  pony-car- 


riage drive  np;  and  he  asked  what 
'brought  hei'  here  ?  But  Ethel  sternly 
told  her  brother  that  Mrs.  Pendennis 
came  at  her  particular  request,  and 
asked  him  whether  he  supposed  any- 
body could  come  into  that  house  for 
pleasure  now,  or  for  any  other  motive 
but  kindness  ?  Upon,  which  Sir  Barnes 
fairly  burst  out  into  tears,  intermin- 
gled with  execrations  against  his  ene- 
mies and  his  own  fate,  and  assertions 
that  he  was  the  most  miserable  beggar 
alive.  He  would  not  see  his  chil(£en ; 
but  with  more  tears  he  would  implore 
Ethel  never  to  leave  them,  and,  anon, 
would  ask  what  he  should  do  when 
she  married  and  he  was  left  alone  in 
that  infernal  house  ? 

T.  Potts,  Esq.,  of  the  Newcome 
Independent,  used  to  say  afterwards 
that  the  Baronet  was  in  the  direst  ter- 
ror of  another  meeting  with  Lord 
Highgate,  and  kept  a  policeman  at 
the  lodge-gate,  and  a  second  in  the 
kitchen,  to  interpose  in  event  of  a 
collision.  But  Mr.  Potts  made  this 
statement  in  after  days,  when  the 
quarrel  between  his  party  and  paper 
and  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  was  fla- 
grant. Five  or  six  days  after  the 
meeting  of  the  two  rivals  in  Newcome 
market-place.  Sir  Barnes  received  a 
letter  from  the  friend  of  Lord  High- 
gate,  informing  him  that  his  Lordship, 
having  waited  for  him  according  to 
promise,  had  now  left  England,  and 
presumed  that  the  differences  between 
them  were  to  be  settled  by  their  re- 
spective lawyers,  —  "  infamous  behav- 
ior on  a  par  with  the  rest  of  Lord 
Highgate's  villany,"  the  Baronet  said. 
"  When  the  scoundrel  knew  I  could 
lift  my  pistol  arm,"  Barnes  said, 
"  Lord,  Highgate  fled  the  country  " ; 
—  thus  hinting  that  death,  and  not 
damages,  were  what  be  intended  to 
seek  from  his  enemy. 

After  that  interview  in  which 
Ethel  communicated  to  Laura  her 
farewell  letter  to  Lord  Farintosh,  my 
wife  returned  to  Rosebury  with  an 
extraordinary  brightness  and  gayetj 
in  her  face  and  her  demeanor.    Sho 
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pressed  Madame  de  Moncontour's 
nands  with  such  warmth,  she  blushed 
and  looked  so  handsome,  she  sang 
and  talked  so  gayly,  that  our  host 
was  struck  by  her  behavior,  and  paid 
'  her  husband  more  compliments  re- 
garding her  beauty,  amiability,  and 
other  good  qualities,  than  need  be 
set  down  here.  It  may  be  that  I 
like  Paul  de  Florae  so  much,  in 
spite  of  certain  undeniable  faults  of 
character,  because  of  his  admiration 
for  my  wife.  She  was  in  such  a 
hurry  to  talk  to*  me  that  night,  that 
Paul's  game  and  Nicotian  amuse- 
ments were  cut  short  by  her  visit  to 
the  billiard-room ;  and  when  we  were 
alone  by  the.cosey  dressing-room  fire, 
she  told  me  what  had  happened  dur- 
ing the  day.  Why  should  Ethel's 
refusal  of  Lord  Farintosh  have  so 
much  elated  my  wife  ? 

"  Ah  !  "  cries  Mrs.  Pendennis, 
"she  has  a  generous  nature,  and 
the  world  has  not  had  time  to  spoil  it. 
Do  you  know  that  there  are  many 

f)ints  that  she  never  has  thought  of,  — 
would  say  problems  that  she  has  to^ 
work  out  for  herself,  only  you.  Pen, 
do  not  like  us  poor  ignorant  women 
to  use  such  a  learned  word  as  prob- 
lems ?  Life  and  experience  force 
things  upon  her  mind  which  others 
learn  from  their  parents  or  those  who 
educate  them,  but  for  which  she  has 
never  had  any  teachers.  Nobody  has 
ever  told  her,  Arthur,  that  it  was 
wrong  to  marry  without  love,  or  pro- 
nounce lightly  those  awful  vows 
which  we  utter  before  God  at  the 
altar.  I  believe,  if  she  knew  that  her 
life  was  futile,  it  is  but  of  late  she 
has  thought  it  could  be  otherwise, 
and  that  she  might  mend  it.  I  have 
read  (besides  that  poem  of  Goethe 
of  which  you  are  so  fond)  in  books  of 
Indian  travels  of  Bayaderes,  dancing 
girld  brought  up  by  troops  round 
about  the  temples,  whose  calling  is  to 
dance,  and  wear  jewels,  and  look 
beautiful ;  I  believe  they  are  quite  re- 
spected in  —  in  Pagoda-land.  They 
perform  before  the  priests  in  the 
pagodas  ]  and  the  Brahmins  and  the 


Indian  princes  marry  them.  Can  we 
cry  out  against  these  poor  creatures, 
or  against  the  custom  of  their 
country  ^  It  seems  to  me  that  young 
women  in  our  world  are  bred  up  in 
a  way  not  very  different.  What 
they  do  they  scarcely  know  to  be 
wrong.  They  are  educated  for  the 
world,  and  taught  to  display :  their 
mothers  will  give  them  to  the  richest 
suitor,  as  they  themselves  were  given 
before.  How  can  these  think  serious- 
ly, Arthur,  of  souls  to  be  saved,  weak 
hearts  to  be  kept  out  of  temptation, 
prayers  to  be  uttered,  and  a  better 
world  to  be  held  always  in  view, 
when  the  vanities  of  this  one  are  all 
their  thought  and  scheme  ?  Ethel's 
jimple  talk  made  me  smile  sometimes, 
do  you  know,  and  her  streriuoiis  way 
of  imparting  her  discoveries  ?  I 
thought  of  the  shepherd  boy  who 
made  a  watch,  and  found  on  taking  it 
into  town  how  very  manv  watches 
there  were,  and  how  much  better  than 
his.  But  the  poor  child  has  had  to 
make  hers  for  herself,  such  as  it  is ; 
and,  indeed,  is  employed  now  in 
working  on  it.  She  told  me  very 
artlessly  her  little  history,  Arthur  ;  it 
affected  me  to  hear  her  simple  talk, 
and  —  and  I  blessed  God  for  our  moth- 
er, my  dear,  and  that  my  early  days 
had  had  a  better  guide. 

"  You  know  that  for  a  lofig  time  it 
was  settled  that  she  was  to  marry 
her  cousin,  Lord  Kew.  She  was  bred 
to  that  notion  from  her  earliest  youth ; 
about  which  she  spoke  as  we  all  can 
about  our  early  days.  They  were 
spent,  she  said,  in  the  nursery  and 
school-room  for  the  most  part.  She 
was  allowed  to  come  to  her  mother's 
dressing-room,  and  sometimes  to  see 
more  of  her  during  the  winter  at 
Newcome.  She  describes  her  mother 
as  always  the  kindest  of  the  kind : 
but  from  very  early  times  the  daugh- 
ter must  have  felt  her  own  superiority, 
I  think,  though  she  does  not«peak  of 
it.  You  should  see  her  at  home  now 
in  their  dreadful  calamity.  She 
seems  the  only  person  of  the  houso 
who  keeps  her  head. 
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"  She  told  very  nicely  and  modest- 
ly how  it  was  Lord  Kew  who  parted 
J'rom  her,  not  she  who  had  dismissed 
him,  as  you  know  the  Newcomes  used 
to  say.  I  have  heard  that — oh!  — 
that  man  Sir  Barnes  say  so  myself. 
She  says  humbly  that  her  cousm 
Kew  was  a  great  deal  too  good  for 
her ;  and  so  is  every  one  almost,  she 
adds,  poor  thing !  " 

"  Poor  every  one !  Did  you  ask 
about  him,  Laura  ?  ''  said  Mr.  Fen- 
dennis. 

*'  No ;  I  did  not  venture.  She 
looked  at  me  out  of  her  downright 
eyes,  and  went  on  with  her  little  tale. 
<  1  was  scarcely  more  than  a  child 
then,'  she  continued,  *  and  though  I 
liked  Kew  very  much,  —  who  would 
not  like  such  a  generous  honest  crea- 
ture?—  I  felt  somehow  that  I  was 
talJer  than  my  cousin,  and  as  if  I 
ought  not  to  marry  him,  or  should 
make  him  unhappy  if  I  did.  When 
poor  papa  used  to  talk,  we  children 
remarked  that  mamma  hardly  listened 
to  him ;  and  so  we  did  not  respect 
him  as  we  should,  and  Barnes  was 
especially  scoffing '  and  odious  with 
him.  Why,  when  he  was  a  boy,  he 
used  to  sneer  at  papa  openly  before 
us  younger  ones.  Now  Harriet  ad- 
mires everything  that  Kew  says,  and 
that  makes  her  a  great  deal  happier 
at  being  •  with  him.'  And  then," 
added  Mrs.  Pendennis,  "  Ethel  said, 
*  I  hope  you  respect  your  husband, 
Laura :  depend  on  it  you  will  be  hap- 
pier if  you  do.'  Was*  not  that  a  fine 
discovery  of  Ethel's,  Mr.  Pen  ? 

"  *  Clara's  terror  of  Barnes  fright- 
ened me  when  I  stayed  in  the  house,' 
Ethel  went  on.  *  I  am  sure  /  would 
not  tremble  before  any  man  in  the 
world  as  she  did.  I  saw  early  that 
she  used  to  deceive  him,  and  tell  him 
lies,  Laura.  I  do  not  mean  lies  of  words 
alone,  but  lies  of  looks  and  actions. 
Oh!  I  do  not  wonder  at  her  flying 
from  him.  He  was  dreadful  to  be 
with:  cruel,  and  selfish,  and  cold. 
He  was  made  worse  by  man*ying  a 
woman  he  did  not  love ;  as  she  was, 
by  that  unfortunate  anion  with  him. 


Suppose  he  had  found  a  clever  wo- 
man who  could  have  controlled  him, 
and  amused  him,  and  whom  he  and 
his  friends  could  have  admired,  in- 
stead of  poor  Clara,  who  made  his 
home  wearisome,  and  trembled  when 
he  entered  it?  Suppose  she  could 
have  married  that  unhappy  man  to 
whom  she  was  attached  early?  I 
was  frightened,  Laura,  to  think  how 
ill  this  worldly  marriage  had  pros- 
pered. 

"  *  My  poor  grandmother,  when- 
ever I  spoke  upon. such  a  subject, 
would  break  out  into  a  thousand 
jibes  and  sarcasms,  and  point  to  many 
of  our  friends  who  had  made  love- 
matches,  and  were  quarrelling  now 
as  fiercely  as  though  they  had  never 
loved  each  other.  You  remember  that 
dreadful  case  in  France  of  the  Due 

de ,who  murdered  his  duchess? 

That  was  a  love-match,  and  I  can  re- 
member the  sort  of  screech  with  which 
Lady  Kew  used  to  speak  about  it; 
and  of  the  journal  which  the  poor 
duchess  kept,  and  in  which  she  noted 
down  all  her  husband's  ill  behavior.' " 

"  Hush,  Laura !  Do  you  remember 
where  we  are  ?  Jf  the  Princess  were 
to  put  down  all  Florae's  culpabilities 
in  an  album,  what  a  ledger  it  would 
be, —  as  big  as  Dr.  Portman's  *  Chry- 
sostom ! ' "  But  this  was  parenthet- 
ical; and  after  a  smile,  and  a  little 
respite,  the  young  woman  proceeded 
in  her  narration  of  her  friend's  his. 
tory. 

"  *  I  was  willing  enough  to  listen,* 
Ethel  said,  *  to  grandmamma  then : 
for  we  are  glad  of  an  excuse  to  do 
what  we  like ;  and  I  liked  admiration, 
and  rank,  and  great  wealth,  Laura ; 
and  Lord  Farintosh  ojQfered  me  these. 
I  liked  to  surpass  my  companions, 
and  I  saw  them  so  eager  in  pursuing 
him!  You  cannot  think,  Laura, 
what  meannesses  women  in  the  world 
will  commit  —  mothers  and  daugh- 
ters too  —  in  the  pursuit  of  a  person 
of  his  great  rank.  Those  Miss  Burrs, 
you  should  have  seen  them  at  the 
country-house's  where  we  visited  to- 
gether, and  how  they  followed  him ; 
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how  they  would  meet  him  in  the 
parks  and  shrubberies ;  how  they 
liked  smoking,  though  I  knew  it  made 
them  ill ;  how  they  were  always  find- 
ing pretexts  for  getting  near  him ! 
O,  it  was  odious  ! ' " 

I  would  not  willingly  interrupt  the 
narrative,  but  let  the  reporter  be  al- 
lowed here  to  state  that  at  this  point 
of  Miss  Newcomers  story  (which  my 
wife  gave  with  a  very  pretty  imitation 
of  the  girl's  manner),  we  both  burst 
out  laughing  so  loud  that  little  Ma- 
dame de  Montcontour  put  her  head 
into  the  drawing-room  and  asked 
what  we  was  a  laughing  at  ?  We  did 
not  tell  our  hostess  that  poor  Ethel 
and  her  grandmother  had  been  ac- 
cused of  doing  the  very  same  thing 
for  which  she  found  fault  with  the 
Misses  Burr.  Miss  Newceme  thought 
herself  quite  innocent,  or  how  should 
she  have  cried  out  at  the  naughty  be- 
havior of  other  people  ? 

"  *  Wherever  we  went,  however,' 
resumed  my  wife's  young  penitent, 
*  it  was  easy  to  see,  I  think  I  may  say 
so  without  vanity,  who  was  the  object 
of  Lord  Farintosh's  attention.  He 
followed  us  everywhere ;  and  we 
could  not  go  upon  any  visit  in  Eng- 
land or  Scotland  but  he  was  in  the 
same  house.  Grandmamma's  whole 
heart  was  bent  upon  that  marriage, 
and  when  he  proposed  for  me  I  do  not 
disown  that  I  was  very  pleased  and 
vain. 

"  *  It  is  in  these  last  months  that  I 
have  heard  about  him  more,  and 
learned  to  know  him  better,  —  him 
and  myself  too,  Laura.  Some  one  — 
some  one  you  know,  and  whom  I 
shall  always  love  as  a  brother  —  re- 
proached me  in  former  days  for  a 
worldliness  about  which  you  talk  too 
sometimes.  But  it  is  not  worldly  to 
give  yourself  up  for  your  family,  is  it  ? 
One  cannot  help  the  rank  in  which 
one  is  born,  and  surely  it  is  but  nat- 
ural and  proper  to  marry  in  it.  Not 
that  Lord  Farintosh  thinks  me  or  any 
one  of  his  rank.'  ( Here  Miss  Ethel 
laughed.)  '  He  is  the  Sultan,  and 
Wi»  every  unmarried  girl  in  society, 


is  his  humblest  slave.  His  Majesty's 
opinions  upon  this  subject  did  not 
suit  me,  I  can  assure  you  :  I  have  no 
motion  of  such  pride ! 

"  *  But  I  do  not  disguise  from  you, 
dear  Laura,  that  after  accepting  nim, 
as  I  came  to  know  him  better,  and 
heard  him,  and  heard  of  him,  and 
talked  with  him  daily,  and  understood 
Lord  Farin tosh's  character,  I  looked 
forward  with  more  and  more  doubt  to 
the  day  when  I  was  to  become  his 
wife.  I  have  not  learned  to  respect 
him  in  these  months  that  I  have 
known  him,  and  during  which  there 
has  been  mourning  in  our  families. 
I  will  not  talk  to  you  about  him  ;  I 
have  no  right,  have  I  ?  — to  hear  him 
speak  out  his  heart,  and  tell  it  to  any 
friend.  He  said  he  liked  me  because 
I  did  not  flatter  him.  Poor  Malcolm ! 
they  all  do.  What  was  my  accept- 
ance of  him,  Laura,  but  flattery  ? 
Yes,  flattery,  and  servility  to  rank, 
and  a  desire  to  possess  it.  Would  I 
have  accepted  plain  Malcolm  Royi 
I  sent  away  a  better  than  him,  Laura. 

"  *  These  things  have  been  brooding 
in  my  mind  for  some  months  past.  I 
must  have  been  but  an  ill  con^panion 
for  him,  and  indeed  he  bore  with  my 
waywardness  much  more  kindly  than 
I  ever  thought  possible;  and  when 
four  days  since  we  came  to  this  sad 
house,  where  he  was  to  have  joined 
us,  and  I  found  only  dismay  and 
wretchedness,  and  these  poor  children 
deprived  of  a  mother,  whom  I  pity, 
God  help  her,  for  she  has  been  made 
so  miserable,  — and  is  now  and  must 
be  to  the  end  of  her'days  ;  —  as  I  lay 
awake,  thinking  of  my  own  future 
life,  and  that  I  was  going  to  marry, 
as  poor  Clara  had  married,  but  for  an 
establishment  and  a  position  in  life ; 
I,  my  own  mistress,  and  not  obedient 
by  nature,  or  a  slave  to  others  as  that 
poor  creature  was,  —  I  thought  to  my- 
self, why  should  I  do  this  ?  Now 
Clara  has  lefb  us,  and  is,  as  it  were, 
dead  to  us  who  made  her  so  unhappy, 
let  me  be  the  mother  to  her  orphans. 
I  love  the  little  girl,  and  she  has  al- 
ways loved  me,  and  came  crying  to 
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me  that  day  when  we  arrived,  and 
put  her  dear  little  arms  round  my 
neck,  and  said,  "  You  won't  go  away, 
will  you,  Aunt  Ethel  1  "  in  her  "sweet 
.voice.  And  I  will  stay  with  her ; 
and  will  try  and  learn  myself  that  I 
may  teach  her ;  and  learn  to  be  good 
too,  —  better  than  I  have  been.  Will 
praying  help  me,  Laura  1  I  did.  I 
am  sure  I  was  right,  and  that  it  is  my 
duty  to  stay  here.'  " 

iiaura  was  greatly  moved  as  she 
told  her  friend's  confession ;  and  when 
the  next  day  at  church  the  clergyman 
read  the  opening  words  of  the  service 
I  thought  a  peculiar  radiance  and  hap- 
piness beamed  from  her  bright  face. 

Some  subsequent  occurrences  in 
tbeJiistory  of  this  branch  of  the  New- 
comefit^ly  I  am  enabled  to  report 
fronr'^ii 'testimony  of  the  same  in- 
formant, who  has  just  given  us  an  ac- 
count of  her  own  feelings  and  life. 
Miss  Ethel  and  my  wife  were  now  in 
daily  communication,  and  "  my-dear- 
esting  "  each  other  with  that  female 
fervor  which,  cold  men  of  the  world 
as  we  are,  —  not  only  chary  of  warm 
expressions  of  friendship,  but  averse 
to  entertaining  warm  fi^iiigs  at  all, 
—  we  surely  must  admire  In  persons 
of  the  inferior  sex,  whoge  loves  grow 
up  and  reach  the  skies  in  a  night; 
wno  kiss,  embrace,  console,  caH  each 
other  by  Christian  names,-  in  that 
sweet,  kindly  sisterhood  of  Misfortune 
and  Compassion  who  are  always'  en- 
tering into  partnership'here  ih  life.  I 
say  the  world  is  hlVik'  Miss  Nightin- 
gales ;  and,  we,  sick  and  wounded  in 
our  private  Scutaris,  have  countless 
nurse- tenders.  I  did  not  see  my  wife 
ministering  to  the  afflicted  family  at 
Newcome  Park ;  but  I  can  fancy  her 
there  amongst  the  women  and  chil- 
dren, her  prudent  counsel,  her  thou- 
sand gentle  offices,  her  apt  pity  and 
cheerfulness,  the  love  and  truth  glow- 
ing in  her  face,  and  inspiring  her 
words,  movements,  demeanor. 

Mrs.  Pendennis's  husband  for  his 
part  did  not  attempt  to  console  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  Newcome,  Baronet. 


I  never  professed  to  have  a  halfpenny- 
worth of  pity  at  that  gentleman's 
command.  Florae,  who  owed  Barnes 
his  principality  and  his  present  com- 
forts in  life,  did  make  some  futile  ef- 
forts at  condolence,  but  was  received 
by  the  Baronet  with  such  fierceness 
and  evident  ill-humor  that  he  did  not 
care  to  repeat  his  visits,  and  allowed 
him  to  vent  his  curses  and  peevish- 
ness on  his  own  immediate  depend- 
ants. We  used  to  ask  Laura  on  her 
return  to  Rosebury  from  her  charity 
visits  to  Newcome  about  the  poor  suf 
fering  master  of  the  house.  She  fal- 
tered and  stammered  in  describing  him 
and  what  she  heard  of  him ;  she 
smiled,  I  grieve  to  say,  for  this  unfor- 
tunate lady  cannot  help  having  a  sense 
of  humor ;  and  we  could  not  help 
laughing  outright  sometimes  at  the 
idea  of  that  discomfited  wretch,  that 
overbearing  creature  overborne  in  his 
turn,  —  which  laughter  Mrs.  Laura 
used  to  chide  as  very  naughty  and 
unfeeling.  When  we  went  into  New- 
come  the  landlord  of  the  "  King's 
Arms  "  looked  knowing  and  quizzi- 
cal; Tom  Potts  grinned  at  me  and 
rubbed  his  hands.  "  This  business 
serves  the  paper  better  tham  Mr,  War- 
rington's articles,"  says  Mr.  Potts. 
"  We  have  sold  no  end  of  Indepen- 
dents;  and  if  you  polled  the  whols 
borough,  I  bet  that  five  to  one  would 
say  Sir  Screwcome  Screwcome  was 
served  right.  By  the  way,  what 's  up 
about  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh,  Mr. 
*  Pendennis  ?  He  arrived  at  the '  Arms ' 
last  night;  went  over  to  the  Park 
this  morning,  and  is  gone  back  to 
town  by  the  afternoon  train." 

What  had  happened  between  the 
Marquis  of  Farintosh  and  Miss  New- 
come  I  am  enabled  to  know  from  the 
report  of  Miss  Newcome's  confidante. 
On  the  receipt  of  that  letter  of  conff^ 
before  mentioned,  his  Lordship  must 
have  been  very  much  excited,  for  he 
left  town  straightway  by  that  evening's 
mail,  and  on  the  next  morning,  after 
a  few  hours  of  rest  at  his  inn,  was  at 
Newcome  lodge-gate  deiiiaiiding  to  eee 
the  Baronet. 
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On  that  morning  it  chanced  that 
Sir  Barnes  had  left  home  with  Mr. 
Specrs,  his  legal  adviser;  and  herc- 
npon  tho  Marquis  asked  to  see  Miss 
Ncwcomo  :  nor  could  the  lodge-kecp- 
cr  venture  to  exclude  so  distinguished 
a  person  from  tho  Park.  His  Lord- 
ship drove  up  to  the  house,  and  his 
name  was  taken  to  Miss  Ethel.  She 
turned  very  palo  when  she  heard  it ; 
and  my  wife  divined  at  once  who  was 
her  visitor.  Lady  Ann  had  not  left 
her  room  as  yet.  Laura  Pendennis 
remained  in  command  of  the  little 
conclave  of  children,  with  whom  the 
two  ladies  were  sitting  when  Lord 
Farintosh  arrived.  Little  Clara  want- 
ed to  go  with  her  aunt  as  she  rose  to 
leave  the  room,  —  the  child  could 
scarcely  be  got  to  part  from  her  now. 

At  tne  end  of  an  hour  the  carriage 
was  seen  driving  away,  and  Ethel  re- 
turned, looking  as  pale  as  before,  and 
red  about  the  eyes.  Miss  Clara's 
mutton-chop  for  dinner  coming  in  at 
the  same  time,  the  child  was  not  so 
presently  eager  for  her  aunt's  compa- 
ny. Aunt  Ethel  cut  up  the  mutton- 
chop  very  neatly,  and  then  having 
seen  the  child  comfortably  seated  at 
her  meal,  went  with  her  friend  into  a 
neighboring  apartment  (of  course 
with  some  pretext  of  showing  Laura 
a  picture,  or  a  piece  of  china,  or  a 
child's  new  frock,  or  with  some  other 
hypocritical  pretence  by  which  the  in- 
genuous fbmale  attendantspretended  to 
be  utterly  blinded),  and  there,  I  have 
no  doubt,  before  beginning  her  story, 
dearest  Laura  embraced  dearest  Ethel, 
and  vice  versa. 

"He  is  gone!"  at  length  gasps 
dearest  Ethel. 

"  Pour  toujours  ?  poor  yonng  man ! " 
sighs  dearest  Laura.  "  Was  he  very 
unhappy,  Ethel  ?  " 

"  Me  was  more  angry,"  Ethel  an- 
swers. "  He  had  a  right  to  be  hurt, 
but  not  to  speak  as  he  did.  He  lost 
his  temper  quite  at  last,  and  broke 
out  in  the  most  frantic  reproaches. 
He  forgot  all  respect  and  even  gentle- 
manlike behavior.  Do  you  know  he 
used  words — words  such  as  Barnes 
19 


uses  sometimes  when  he  is  angry! 
and  dared  this  language  to  me !  I 
was  sorry  till  then,  very  sorry,  and 
very  much  moved ;  but  I  know  more 
than  ever  now,  tHkt  I  was  right  in  re- 
fusing Lord  Farintosh." 

Dearest  Laura  now  pressed  for  an  ac- 
count of  all  that  had  happened,  which 
may  be  briefly  told  as  follows.  Feeling 
very  deeply  upon  the  subject  which 
brought  him  to  Miss  Newcome,  it  was 
no  wonder  that  Lord  Farintosh  spoke 
at  first  in  a  way  which  moved  her. 
He  said  he  thought  her  letter  to  his 
mother  was  very  rightly  written  un- 
der the  circumstances,  and  thanked 
her  for  her  generosity  in  offering  to 
release  him  from  his  engagement. 
But  the  affair  —  the  painful  circum- 
stance of  Highgate,  and  that  —  which 
had  happened  in  the  Newcome  family 
was  no  fault  of  Miss  Newcome's,  and 
Lord  Farintosh  could  not  think  of 
holding  her  accountable.  His  friends 
had  long"  urged  him  to  marry,  and  it 
was  by  his  mother's  own  wish  that 
the  engagement  was  formed,  which 
he  was  determined  to  maintain.  In 
his  course  through  the  world  (of  which 
he  was  getting  very  tired),  he  had 
never  seen  a  woman,  a  lady  who  was 
so  —  you  understand,  Ethel  —  whom 
he  admired  so  much,  who  was  likely 
to  make  so  good  a  wife  for  him  as  you 
are.  *•  You  allude,"  he  continued, 
"  to  differences  we  have  had,  —  and 
we  have  had  them,  —  but  many  of 
them,  I  own,  have  been  from  my  fault. 
I  have  been  bred  up  in  a  way  different 
to  most  young  men*  I  cannot  help 
it  if  I  have  had  temptations  to  which 
other  men  are  not  exposed  ;  and  have 
been  placed  —  by  Providence — in  a 
high  rank  of  lire ;  I  am  sure  if  you 
share  it  with  me  you  will  adorn  it, 
and  be  in  every  way  worthy  of  it,  find 
make  me  much  better  than  I  have 
been.  If  you  knew  what  a  night  of 
agony  I  passed  after  my  mother  read 
that  letter  to  me,  —  I  know  you  'd  pity 
me,  Ethel,  —  I  know  you  would.  The 
idea  of  losing  you  makes  me  wild. 
My  mother  was  dreadfully  alarmed 
when  she  saw  the  state  I  was  in  ;  so 
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was  the  Doctor,  — •  I  assure  you  he 
was.  And  I  had  no  rest  at  all,  and 
no  peace  of  mind,  until  I  determined 
to  come  down  to  y^^u ;  and  say  that  I 
adored  you,  and  you  only ;  and  that 
I  would  hold  to  my  engagement  in 
spite  of  everything,  —  and  prove  to 
you  that  —  that  no  man  in  the  world 
could  love  you  more  sincerely  than  I 
do."  Here  the  young  gentleman 
was  so  overcome  that  he  paused  in 
his  speech,  and  gaTe  way  to  an  emo- 
tion, for  which  surely  no  man  who 
has  been  in  the  same  condition  with 
Lord  Farintosh  will  blame  him. 

Miss  Newcome  was  also  much 
touched  by  this  exhibition  of  natural 
feeling;  and,  I  dare  say,  it  was  at 
this  time  that  her  eyes  showed  the 
first  symptoms  of  that  maladv  of 
which  the  traces  were  visible  an  hour 
after. 

"  You  are  very  generous  and  kind 
to  me.  Lord  Farintosh,"  she  said. 
"Your  constancy  honors  me  very 
much,  and  proves  how  good  and  loyal 
you  are;  but  —  but  do  not  think 
hardly  of  me  for  saying  that  the  more 
I  have  thought  of  what  has  happened 
here,  —  of  the  wretched  consequences 
of  interested  marriages;  the  long 
union  growing  each  day  so  miserable 
that  at  last  it  becomes  intolerable, 
and  is  burst  asunder,  as  in  poor 
Clara's  case;  —  the  more  I  am  re- 
solved not  to  commit  that  first  fatal 
step  t)f  entering  into  a  marriage  with- 
out —  without  the  degree  of  affection 
which  people  who  take  that  vow 
ought  to  feel  for  one  another." 

"Affection!  Can  you  doubt  it? 
Gracious  Heavens,  I  adore  you !  Is  n't 
my  being  here  a  proof  that  I  do  1 " 
cries  the  young  lady's  lover. 

"  But  11"  answered  the  girl.  "  I 
have  asked  my  own  heart  that  ques- 
tion before  now.  I  have  thought  to 
myself,  —  if  he  comes  after  all,  —  if 
his  aff*ection  for  me  survives  this  dis- 
grace of  our  family,  as  it  has,  and 
every  one  of  us  should  be  thankful  to 
you,  — ought  I  not  to  show  at  least 

fratitude  for  so  much  kindness  and 
onor,  and  devote  myself  to  one  who 


makes  such  sacrifices  for  me  ?  But 
before  all  things  I  owe  you  the  truth. 
Lord  Farintosh.  I  never  could  make 
you  happy ;  I  know  I  could  not :  nor 
obey  you  as  you  are  accustomed  to  be 
obeyed  ;  nor  give  you  such  a  devotion 
as  you  have  a  right  to  expect  from 
your  wife.  I  thought  I  might  once. 
I  can't  now !  I  know  that  I  took  you 
because  you  were  rich,  and  had  a 
great  name  ;  not  because  you  were 
honest,  and  attached  to  me  as  you 
show  yourself  to  be.  I  ask  your  par- 
don for  the  deceit  I  practised  on  you. — 
Look  at  Clara,  poor  child,  and  her 
misery  !  My  pnde,  I  know,  would 
never  have  let  me  fall  as  far  as  she 
has  done;  but  oh!  I  am  humiliated 
to  think  that  I  could  have  been  made 
to  say  I  would  take  the  first  step  in 
that  awful  career." 

"  What  career,  in  God's  name  ?  " 
cries  the  astonished  suitor.  "  Humil- 
iated, Ethel?  Who's  going  to  hu- 
miliate you  f  I  suppose  there  is  no 
woman  m  England  who  need  be  hu- 
miliated by.  becoming  my  wife.  I 
should  like  to  see  the  one  that  I  can't 
pretend  to,  —  or  to  royal  blood  if  I 
like :  it 's  not  better  than  mine.  Hu- 
miliated indeed  !  That  is  news.  Ha ! 
ha!  You  don't  suppose  that  your 
pedigree,  which  I  know  all  about,  and 
the  Newcome  family,  with  your  bar- 
ber-surgeon to  Edward  the  Confessor, 
are  equal  to  — " 

"To  yours?  No.  It  is  not  very 
long  that  I  have  learned  to  disbelieve 
in  that  story  altogether.  I  fancy  it 
was  an  odd  whim  of  my  poor  father's, 
and  that  our  family  were  quite  poor 
people." 

"  I  knew  it,"  said  Lord  Farintosh. 
"Do  you  suppose  there  was  not 
plenty  of  women  to  tell  it  me  1 " 

"  It  was  not  because  we  were  poor 
that  I  am  ashamed,"  Ethel  went  on. 
"That  cannot  bo  our  fault,  though 
some  of  us  seem  to  think  it  is,  as  they 
hide  the  truth  so.  One  of  my  uncles 
used  to  tell  me*  that  my  grandfather's 
father  was  a  laborer  in  Newcome : 
but  I  was  a  child  then,  and  liked  to 
believe  the  pret^est  story  best." 
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*'  Aj  if  it  matters  ! "  cries  Lord 
Farintosh. 

"  As  if  it  matters  in  your  wife  1 
n*est-ce  pas  ?  I  never  ttiought  that  it 
woald.  I  should  have  told  you,  as  it 
was  my  daty  to  tell  you  all.  It  was 
not  my  ancestors  you  cared  for :  and 
it  is  you  yourself  that  your  wife  must 
swear  before  Heaven  to  love." 

"  Of  course  it 's  me/'  answers  the 
young  man,  not  quite  understanding 
the  train  of  ideas  in  his  companion's 
mind.  "And  I've  given  up  every- 
thing— everything,  —  and  have  bro- 
ken off  with  my  old  habits  and  -—  and 
things,  you.  know,  —  and  intend  to 
lead  a  regular  life, — and  will  never 
go  to  Tattersall's  again ;  nor  bet 
a  shilling ;  nor  touch  another  cigar 
if  you  like  —  that  is,  if  you  don't 
like ;  for  I  love  you  so,  Ethel,  — I  do, 
with  all  my  heart  I  do ! " 

"  You  are  verv  generous  and  kind, 
Lord  Farintosh,^'  Ethel  said.  "  It  is 
myself,  not  you,  I  doubt.  Oh !  I  am 
humiliated  to  mcike  such  a  confes- 
sion ! " 

"  How  humiliated  ?  "  Ethel  with- 
drew the  hand  which  the  young  noble- 
man endeavored  to  seize. 

"  If,"  she  continued,  "  if  I  found 
it  was  your  birth,  and  your  name, 
and  your  wealth  that  I  coveted,  and 
had  nearly  taken,  ought  I  not  to  feel 
humiliated,  and  ask  pardon  of  you 
and  of  God?  O,  what  perjuries 
poor  Clara  was  made  to  speak,  —  and 
see  what  has  befallen  her !  We  stood 
by  and  heard  her  without  being 
snocked.  We  applauded  even.  And 
to  what  shame  and  mifiery  we  brought 
her !  Why  did  her  parents  and  mine 
consign  her  to  such  ruin  ?  She 
might  have  lived  pure  and  happy  but 
for  us.  With  her  example  before  me, 
—  not  her  flight,  poor  child,  —  I  am 
not  atraid  of  that  happening  to  me,  — 
but  her  long  solitude,  the  misery  of 
her  wasted  years,  —  my  brother's  own 
wretchedness  and  faults  aggravated  a 
hundredfold  by  his  unhappy  union 
with  her,  — - 1  must  pause  while  it  is 
yet  time,  and  recall  a  promise  which 
X  know  I  should  make  you  unhappy 


if  I  fulfilled.  I  ask  your  pardon  that 
I  deceived  you.  Lord  Farintosh,  and 
feel  ashamed  for  myself  that  1  could 
have  consented  totf  o  so." 

"  Do  you  mean,"  cried  the  young 
Marquis,  "  that  after  my  conduct  to 
you,  —  after  my  loving  you,  so  that 
even  this  —  this  disgrace  in  your 
family  don't  prevent  my  going  on,  -^ 
after  my  mother  has  been  down  on  her 
knees  to  me  to  break  otf,  and  I  would 
n't,  —  no,  I  would  n't,  —  after  all 
White's  sneering  at  me  and  laughing 
at  me,  and  all  my  friends,  friends  of 
my  family,  who  would  go  to — go  any- 
where for  me,  advising  me,  and  say- 
ing, '  Farintosh,  what  a  fool  you  are ; 
break  ofl!^  this  match,'  —  and  I  would 
n't  back  out,  because  I  loved  you  so, 
by  Heaven,  and  because,  as  a  man 
and  a  gentleman,  when  I  give  my 
word  I  keep  it,  —  do  you  mean  that 
1/ou  throw  me  over  ?  It 's  a  shame,  — ■ 
it's  a  shame!"  And  again  there 
were  tears  of  rage  and  anguish  in 
Farintosh's  eyes. 

"  What  I  did  was  a  shame,  my 
Lord,"  Ethel  said,  humbly;  "and 
again  I  ask  your  pardon  for  it.  What 
I  do  now  is  only  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
and  to  grieve  with  all  my  soul  for 
the  falsehood  —  yes,  the  falsehood  — ^ 
which  I  told  you,  and  which  has 
given  your  kind  heart  such  cruel 
pain." 

"  Tes,  it  was  a  falsehood ! "  the  poor 
lad  cried  out.  "  You  follow  a  fellow, 
and  you  make  a  fool  of  him,  and  you 
make  him  frantic  in  love  with  you, 
and  then  you  fling  him  over !  I 
wonder  you  can  look  me  in  the 
face  after  such  an  infernal  treason. 
You  've  done  it  to  twenty  fellows  be- 
fore, I  know  you  have.  Everybody 
said  so,  and  warned  me.  You  draw 
them  on,  and  get  them  to  be  in  love, 
and  then  you  fling  them  away.  Am 
I  to  go  back  to  London,  and  be  made 
the  laujjhing-stock  of  the  whole  town, 
—  I,  who  might  marry  any  woman 
in  Europe,  and  who  am  at  the  head 
of  the  nobility  of  England  ?  " 

"Upon  my  word,  if  you  will  be- 
lieve me  after  deceiving  you  once/' 
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Ethel  interposed,  still  very  humbly, 
"  I  will  never  say  that  it  was  I  who 
withdrew  from  you,  and  that  it  was 
not  you  who  refiia»d  me.  What  has 
happened  here  fully  authorizes  you. 
Let  the"  rupture  of  the  engageillent 
come  from  you,  my  Lord.  Indeed, 
indeed,  I  would  spare  you  all  the  pain 
I  can.  I  have  done  you  wrong 
enough  already.  Lord  Farintosh." 

And  now  the  Marquis  burst  forth 
with  tears  and  imprecations,  wild  cries 
of  anger,  love,  and  disappointment,  so 
fierce  and  incoherent  that  the  lady  to 
whom  they  were  addressed  did  not  re- 
peat them  to  her  confidante.  Only 
she  generously  charged  Laura  to  re- 
member, if  ever  she  heard  the  matter 
talked  of  in  the  world,  that  it  was 
Lord  Farintosh's  family  which  broke 
off  the  marriage ;  but  that  his  Lord- 
ship had  acted  most  kindly  and  gene- 
rously throughout  the  whole  affair. 

He  went  back  to  London  in  such  a 
state  of  fury,  and  raved  so  wildly 
amongst  his  friends  against  the  whole 
Newcome  family,  that  many  men 
knew  what  the  case  really  was.  But 
all  women  averred  that  that  intri- 
guing worldly  Ethel  Newcome,  the  apt 
pupil  of  her  wicked  old  grandmother, 
had  met  with  a  deserved  rebuff;  that, 
after  doing  everything  in  her  power 
to  catch  the  great  parti.  Lord  Farin- 
tosh,  who  had  long  been  tired  of  her, 
flung  her  over,  not  liking  the  connec- 
tion ;  and  that  she  was  living  out  of 
the  world  now  at  Newcome,  under  the 
pretence  of  taking  care  of  that  unfor- 
tunate Lady  Clara's  children,  but  real- 
ly because  she  was  pining  away  for 
Lord  Farintosh,  who,  as  we  all  know, 
married  six  months  afterwards. 


CHAPTER  LX. 

IN    WHICH    WE     WRITE    TO     THE 
COLONEL. 

Deeming  that  her  brother  Barnes 
had  cares  enough  of  his  own  presently 
on  hand,  Ethel  did  not  think  lit  to  con- 


fide to  him  the  particulars  of  her  inter- 
view with  Lord  Farintosh  ;  nor  even 
was  poor  Lady  Ann  informed  that  she 
had  lost  a  noble  son-in-law.  The 
news  would  come  to  both  of  them  soon 
enough,  Ethel  thought;  and  indeed, 
before  many  hours  were  over,  it 
reached  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  in  a 
very  abrupt  and  unpleasant  way.  He 
had  dismal  occasion  now  to  see  his 
lawyers  every  day;  and  on  the  day 
after  Lord  Farintosh's  abrupt  visit 
and  departure.  Sir  Barnes,  going  into 
Newcome  upon  his  own  unfortunate 
affairs,  was  told  bv  his  attorney,  Mr. 
Speers,  how  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh 
had  slept  for  a  few  hours  at  the 
"  King's  Arms,"  and  returned  to  town 
the  same  evening  by  the  train.  We 
may  add,  that  his  Lordship  had  occu- 

?ied  the  very  room  in  which  Lord 
lighgate  had  previously  slept;  and 
Mr.  Taplow  recommends  the  bed  ac- 
cordingly, and  shows  it  with  pride  to 
this  very  day. 

Much  disturbed  by  this  intelligence. 
Sir  Barnes  was  making  his  way  to  his 
cheerless  home  in  the  evening,  when 
near  his  own  gate  he  overtook  another 
messenger.  This  was  the  railway  por- 
ter, who  daily  brought  telegraphic 
messages  from  his  uncle  and  the  bank 
in  London.  The  message  of  that  day 
was,  —  *'  Consols,  so-and-so.  French 
Kentes,  so  much.  Highgate'a  and 
Farintosh^s  accounts  voithdrawn."  The 
wretched  keeper  of  the  lodge  owned, 
with  trembling,  in  reply  to  the  curses 
and  queries  of  his  employer,  that  a 
gentleman,  calling  himself  the  Mar- 
quis of  Farintosh,  had  gone  up  to  the 
house  the  day  before,  and  come  away 
an  hour  afterwards,  —  did  not  like  to 
speak  to  Sir  Bamts  when  he  came 
home,  Sir  Barnes  looked  so  bad  like. 
Now,  of  course,  there  could  be  no 
concealment  from  her  brother,  and 
Ethel  and  Barnes  had  a  conversation, 
in  which  the  latter  expressed  himself 
with  that  freedom  of  language  which 
characterized  the  head  of  the  house 
of  Newcome.  Madame -de  Montcon- 
tour's  pony-chaise  was  in  waiting  at 
the  haU-door  when  the  owner  of  tho 
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house  entered  it;  and  my  wife  was 
just  taking  leave  of  Ethel  and  her 
little  people  when  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come  entered  the  lady's  sitting-room. 

The  livid  scowl  with  which  Barnes 
greeted  ray  wife  surprised  that  lady, 
though  it  did  not  induce  her  to  prolong 
her  visit  to  her  friend.  As  Laura 
took  leave,  she  heard  Sir  Barnes 
screaming  to  the  nurses  to  "  take  those 
little  beggars  away,"  and  she  rightly 
conjectured  that  some  more  unpleas- 
an  tries  had  occurred  to  disturb  this 
luckless  gentleman's  temper. 

On  the  morrow,  dearest  Ethel's 
usual  courier,  one  of  the  boys  from 
the  lodge,  trotted  over  on  his  donkey 
to  dearest  Laura  at  Rosebury,  with 
one  of  those  missives  which  were  daily 
passiag  between  the  ladies.  This 
letter  said :  — 

"  Barnes  m'a  fait  une  sc^ne  terrible 
hier.  I  was  obliged  to  tell  him  every- 
thing about  Lord  F.,  and  to  use  the 
jflainest  language.  At  first,  he  forbade 
you  the  house.  He  thinks  that  you 
nave  been  the  cause  of  F.'s  dismissal, 
and  charged  me,  most  unjustJy^  with  a 
desire  to  bring  back  poor  C.  N.  I  re- 
plied as  became  me,  and  told  him  fairly 
I  would  leave  the  house  if  odious  insult- 
ing charges  were  made  against  me ;  if 
my  friends  were  not  received.  He 
stormed,  he  cried,  he  employed  his 
usual  languagey  —  he  was  in  a  dreadful 
state.  He  relented  and  asked  pardon. 
He  goes  to  town  to-night  by  the  mail- 
train.  Of  course  you  come  as  usual, 
dear,  dear  Laura.  I  am  miserable 
without  you ;  and  you  know  I  cannot 
leave  poor  mamma.  Clarykin  sends  a 
thousand  kisses  to  little  Arty ;  and  I  am 
his  mother's  always  affectionate  — E.  N. 

"  Will  the  gentlemen  like  to  shoot 
our  pheasants  ?  Please  ask  the  Prince 
to  let  Warren  know  when.  I  sent  a 
brace  to  poor  dear  old  Mrs.  Mason, 
and  had  such  a  nice  letter  from  her ! " 

"  And  who  is  poor  dear  Mrs. 
Mason  ? "  asl^  Mr.  Pendennis,  as  yet 
but  imperfectly  acquainted  with  the 
history  of  the  Newcomes. 

And  Laura  told  me  —  perhaps  I 
had  heard  before,  and  forgotten — that 


Mrs.  Mason  was  an  old  nurse  and 
pensioner  of  the  Colonel's,  and  how  he 
had  been  to  see  her  for  the  sake  of  old 
times  ;  and  how  she  was  a  great 
favorite  with  Ethe>;  and  Laura  lassed 
her  little  son,  and  was  exceedingly 
bright,  cheerful,  and  hilarious  that 
evening,  in  spite  of  the  affliction  under 
which  her  dear  friends  at  Newcome 
were  laboring. 

People  in  country-houses  should  be 
exceedingly  careful  about  their  blot- 
ting-paper. Tiicy  should  bring  their 
own  portfolios  with  them.  If  any  kind 
readers  will  bear  this  simple  little  hint 
in  mind,  how  much  mischief  may  they 
save  themselves, — nay,  enjoy  possibly, 
by  looking  at  the  pages  of  the  next 
portfolio  in  the  next  friend's  bedroom 
in  which  they  sleep.  From  such  a 
book  I  once  cut  out,  in  Charles  Sly- 
boots' well-known  and  perfectly  clear 
handwriting,  the  words,  "  Miss  Emily 
Hartington,  James  Street,  Bucking- 
ham Gate,  London^"  and  produced  as 
legibly  on  the  blotting-paper  as  on  the 
envelope  which  the  postman  delivered. 
After  showing  the  paper  round  to  the 
company,  I  enclosed  it  in  a  note  and 
sent  it  to  Mr.  Slyboots,  who  married 
Miss  Hartington  three  months  after- 
wards. In  such  a  book  at  the  club  I 
read,  as  plainly  as  you  may  read  this 
page,  a  holograph  page  of  the  Hight 
Honorable  the  Earl  of  Bareacres, 
which  informed  the  whole  club  of  a 
painful  and  private  circimistance,  and 
said,  "  My  dear  Green,  —  I  am  truly 
sorry  that  I  shall  not  be  able  to  take 
up  the  bill  for  eight  hundred  and  fifty- 
six  pounds,  which  becomes  due  next 
Ttt  .  .  .  . " ;  and  upon  such  a  book, 
goiiig  to  write  a  note  in  Madame  de 
Montcontour's  drawing-room  at  Rose- 
bury,  what  should  I  find  but  proofs 
that  my  own  wife  was  engaged  in  a 
clandestine  correspondence  with  a 
gentleman  residing  abroad ! 

"  Colonel  Newcome,  C.  B.,  Mon- 
tague de  la  Cour,  Brussels,"  I  read  in 
this  young  woman's  handwriting; 
and  asked,  turning  round  upon  Laura, 
who  entered  the  room  just  as  I  dis* 
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coverid  hef  guilt :  "  What  have  joa 
been  writing  to  Colonel  Newcome 
about,  Miss  ? " 

"  I  wanted  him  to  get  me  some  lace," 
she  said. 

"  To  lace  some  nightcaps  for  me, 
did  n't  you,  my  dear  ?  He  is  such  a 
fine  judge  of  lace !  If  I  had  known 
you  had  been  writing,  I  would  have 
asked  you  to  send  him  a  message.  I 
want  something  from  Brussels.  Is 
the  letter  —  ahem  —  gone  1 "  (In  this 
artful  way,  you  see,  I  just  hinted  that 
I  should  like  to  see  the  letter.) 

"  The  letter  is  —  ahem  —  gone," 
says  Laura.  "What  do  you  want 
from  Brussels,  Pen  ?  " 

"  I  want  some  Brussels  sprouts,  my 
love,  —  they  are  so  fine  in  their  native 
country." 

"  Shall  I  write  to  him  to  send  the 
letter  back  1  "  palpitates  poor  little 
Laura ;  for  she  thought  her  husband 
was  offended,  by  using  the  ironic 
method. 

"  No,  you  dear  little  woman !  You 
need  not  send  for  the  letter  back: 
and  you  need  not  tell  me  what  was  in 
it;  and  I  will  bet  you  a  hundred 
yards  of  lace  to  a  cotton  nightcap,  — 
and  you  know  whether  /,  madaml^  am 
a  man  a  bonnet-de-coten,  —  I  will  bet 
you  that  I  know  what  you  have  been 
writing  about,  under  pretence  of  a 
message  about  lace,  to  our  Colonel." 

"  He  promised  to  send  it  me.  He 
really  did.  Lady  Rockminster  gave 
me  twenty  pounds  —  "  gasps  Laura. 

"  Under  pretence  of  lace,  you  have 
been  sending  over  a  love  message. 
You  want  to  see  whether  Clive  is  still 
of  his  old  mind.  You  think  the  coast 
is  now  clear,  and  that  dearest  Ethel 
may  like  him.  You  think  Mrs.  Ma- 
son is  growing  very  old  and  infirm, 
and  the  sight  of  her  dear  bpy 
would  —  " 

"  Pen  !  Pen  !  did  you  open  my 
letter  ? "  cries  Laura ;  and  a  laugh 
which  could  afford  to  be  good-hu- 
mored (followed  by  yet  another  ex- 
pression of  the  lips)  ended  this  col- 
loquy. No ;  Mr.  Pendennis  did  not 
lee  the  letter,  —  but  he    knew    the 


vn*iter  ;  —  flattered  himself  that  he 
knew  women  in  general. 

"Where  did  you  get  your,  expe- 
rience of  them,  sir  ?  "  asks  Mrs. 
Laura.  Question  answered  in  the 
same  inanner  as  the  previous  dc 
mand. 

"  Well,  my  dear  ;  and  why  should 
not  the  poor  boy  be  made  nappy  ?  " 
Laura  continues,  standing  very  closo^ 
up  to  her  husband.  "  It  is  evident 
to  me  that  Ethel  is  fond  of  him.  I 
would  rather  see  her  married  to  a  good 
young  man  whom  she  loves  than  the 
mistress  of  a  thousand  palaces  and 
coronets.  Suppose  —  suppose  you 
had  married  Miss  Amory,  sir,  what 
a  wretched  worldly  creature  you 
would  have  been  by  this  time ;  where- 
as now — " 

"  Now  that  I  am  the  humble  slave 
of  a  good  woman  there  is  some  chance 
for  me,"  cries  this  model  of  husbands. 
"  And  all  good  women  are  match- 
makers, as  we  know  very  well ;  and 
vou  have  had  this  match  in  your 
neart  ever  since  you  saw  the  two 
young  people  together.  Now,  mad- 
am, since  I  did  not  see  your  letter  to 
the  Colonel,  —  though  I  have  guessed 
part  of  it,  —  tell  me  what  have  you 
said  in  it  ?  Have  you  by  any  chance 
told  the  Colonel  that  the  Farintosh 
alliance  was  broken  off?  " 

Laura  owned  that  she  had  hinted 
as  much. 

"  You  have  not  ventured  to  say 
that  Ethel  is  well  inclined  to  Clive  ?  " 

"  O  no,  —  O  dear,  no  ?  "  But 
after  much  cross-examining  and  a 
little  blushing  on  Laura's'part,  she  is 
brought  to  confess  that  she  has  asked 
the  Colonel  whether  he  will  not  come 
and  see  Mrs.  Mason,  who  is  pining 
to  see  him,  and  fe  growing  very  old. 
And  I  find  out  that  she  has  been  to  see 
this  Mrs.  Mason  ;  that  she  and  Miss 
Newcome  visited  the  old  lady  the  day 
before  yesterday ;  and  Laura  thought, 
from  the  manner  in  which  Ethel 
looked  at  Clive's  picture,  hanging  up 
in  the  parlor  of  his  father's  old  friend, 
that  she  really  vxis  very  much,  &c.,  &c. 
So,  the  letter  being  gone,  Mrs.  Pen- 
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dennisis  most  eager  about  tbe  answer 
to  it,  and  day  after  day  examines  the 
bag,  and  is  provoked  that  it  brings  no 
letter  bearing  the  Brussels  postmark. 
Madame  de  M^ntcontoar  seems 
perfectly  well  to  know  what  Mrs. 
Laura  has  been  doing  and  is  hop- 
ing. "  What,  no  letters  again  to- 
day ?  Ain*t  it  provoking  ?  "  she 
cries.  She  is  in  the  conspiracy,  too  ; 
and  presently  Florae  is  one  of  the  in- 
itiated. "  These  women  wish  to  bacler 
a  marriage  between  the  belle  Miss 
and  le  petit  Claive,'* Florae  announces 
to  mc.  He  pays  the  highest  compli- 
ments to  Miss  Newcomers  person,  as 
he  speaks  regarding  the  marriage. 
"  I  continue  to  adore  your  Anglaises," 
he  is  pleased  to  say.  "What  of 
freshness,  what  of  beauty,  what  roses  ! 
And  then  they  are  so  adorably  good  ! 
Go,  Pendennis,  thou  art  a  happy 
coquin  ! "  Mr.  Pendennis  does  not 
say  "  No."  He  has  won  the  twenty- 
thousand-pound  prize  ;  and  we  know 
there  are  worse  than  blanks  in  that 
lottery. 

♦ 

CHAPTER  LXI. 

IN  WHICH  WE  ARE  INTRODUCBIX  TO 
A    NEW   NEWCOMB. 

No  answer  came  to  Mrs.  Penden- 
nis*s  letter  to  Colonel  Newcome  at 
Brussels,  for  the  Colonel  was  absent 
from  that  city,  and  at  the  time  when 
Laura  wrote  was  actually  in  London, 
whither  affairs  of  his  own  had  called 
him.  A  note  from  George  Warring- 
ton acquainted  me  with  this  circum- 
stance ;  he  mentioned  that  he  and  the 
Colonel  had  dined  together  at  Bays's 
on  the  day  previous,  and  that  the 
Colonel  seemed  to  be  in  the  highest 
spirits.  High  spirits  about  what  1 
This  news  put  Laura  in  a  sad  per- 
plexity. Should  she  write  and  tell 
him  to  get  his  letters  from  Brussels  1 
She  would  in  five  minutes  have  found 
some  other  pretext  for  writing  to 
Colonel  Newcome,  had  not  her  hus- 
band sternly  cautioned  the  young 
woman  to  leave  the  matter  alone. 


The  naore  readily  perhaps  because 
he  had  quarrelled  with  his  nephew 
Sir  Barnes,  Thomas  Newcome  went 
to  visit  his  brother  Hobson  and  his 
sister-in-law;  bent  on  showing  that 
there  was  no  division  between  him 
and  this  branch  of  his  family.  And 
you  may  suppose  that  the  admirable 
woman  just  named  had  a  fine  occa- 
sion for  her  virtuous  conversational 
powers  in  discoursing  upon  the  pain- 
ful event  which  had  just  happened  to 
Sir  Barnes.  When  we  fall,  now  our 
friends  cry  out  for  us!  Mrs.  Hob- 
son's  homilies  must  have  been  awful. 
How  that  outraged  virtue  must  have 
groaned  and  lamented,  gathered  its 
children  about  its  knees,  wept  over 
them  and  washed  them;  gone  into 
sackcloth  and  ashes,  and  tied  up  the 
knocker ;  confabulated  with  its  spirit- 
ual adviser;  uttered  commonplaces 
to  its  husband ;  and  bored  the  whole 
house !  The  punishment  of  worldli- 
ness  and  vanity,  the  evil  of  marrying 
out  of  one's  station,  how  these  points 
must  have  been  explained  and  en- 
larged on  !  Surely  the  "  Peerage  '* 
was  taken  off  the  drawing-room  table 
and  removed  to  papa's  study,  where 
it  could  not  open,  as  it  used  naturally 
once,  to  "  Highgate,  Baron,"  or  "  Far- 
intosh,  Marquis  of,"  being  shut  be- 
hind wires  and  closely  jammed  in  on 
an  upper  shelf  between  "  Blackstone's 
Commentaries"  and  the  "Farmer's 
Magazine!"  The  breaking  of  the 
engagement  with  the  Marquis  of 
Farintosh  was  known  in  Bryanstone 
Square ;  and  you  may  be  sure  inter- 
preted by  Mrs.  Hobson  in  the  light 
the  most  disadvantageous  to  Ethel 
Newcome.  "A  voung  nobleman, — 
with  grief  and  pain  Ethel's  aunt  must 
own  the  fact,  —  a  young  man  of  noto- 
riously dissipated  habits,  but  of  great 
wealth  and  rank,  had  been  pursued 
by  the  unhappy  Lady  Kew,  —  Mrs. 
Hobson  woula  not  sav  by  her  niece, 
that  were  too  dreadrul,  —  had  been 
pursued,  and  followed,  and  hunted 
down  in  the  most  notorious  manner, 
and  finally  made  to  propose !  Let 
Ethel's  conduct  and  punishment  be  a 
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warning  to  my  dearest  girls,  and  let 
them  bless  Heaven  they  have  parents 
who  are  not  worldly  !  After  all  the 
trouble  and  pains,  Mrs.  Hubson  did 
not  say  disgrace^  the  Marquis  takes 
the  very  first  pretext  to  break  off  the 
match,  and  leaves  the  unfortunate 
girl  forever ! " 

And  now  we  have  to  tell  of  the 
hardest  -blow  which  fell  upon  poor 
Ethel,  and  this  was  that  her  good 
uncle  Thomas  Newcorae  believed  the 
charges  against  her.  He  was  willing 
cnougli  to  listen  now  to  anything 
which  was  said  against  that  branch 
of  the  family.  With  such  a  traitor, 
double-dealer,  dastard  as  Barnes  at 
its  head,  what  could  the  rest  of  the 
race  be  ?  When  the  ('olonel  offered 
to  endow  Ethel  and  Clive  with  every 
shilling  he  had  in  the  world,  had  not 
Barnes,  the  arch-traitor,  temporized 
and  told  him  falsehoods,  and  hesitated 
about  throwing  him  off  until  the  Mar- 
quis had  declared  himself?  Yes.  The 
girl  he  and  poor  Clive  loved  so  was 
ruined  by  her  artful  relatives,  was 
unworthy  of  his  affection  and  his 
boy's,  was  to  be  banished,  like  her 
worthless  brother,  out  of  his  regard 
forever.  And  the  roan  she  had  chosen 
in  preference  to  his  Clive !  —  a  roucS, 
a  libertine,  whose  extravagances  and 
dissipations  were  the  talk  of  every 
club,  who  had  no  wit,  nor  talents, 
not  even  constancy  (for  had  he  not 
taken  the  first  opportunity  to  throw 
her  off?)  to  recommend  him,  —  onlv 
a  great  title  and  a  fortune  wherewith 
to  bribe  her  \  For  shame,  for  shame ! 
Her  engagement  to  this  man  was  a 
blot  upon  her,  —  the  rupture  only  a 
just  punishment  and  humiliation. 
Poor  unhappy  girl !  let  her  take  care 
of  her  wretched  brother's  abandoned 
children,  give  up  the  world,  and 
amend  her  life. 

This  was  the  sentence  Thomas 
Newcome  delivered  :  a  righteous  and 
tender-hearted  man,  as  we  know,  but 
judging  in  this  case  wrongly,  and  hear- 
ing much  too  hard]}',  as  we  who  know 
""?r  better  must  think,  upon  one  who 
^  her  faults  certainly,  but  whose 


errors  were  not  all  of  her  own  mak- 
ing. Who  set  her  on  the  path 
she  walked  in  ?  It  was  her  parents* 
hands  which  led  her,  and  her  parents' 
voices  which  commanded  her  to  ac- 
cept the  temptation  set  before  her. 
What  did  she  know  of  the  character 
of  the  man  selected  to  be  her  hus- 
band? Those  who  should  have 
known  better  brought  him  to  her,  and 
vouched  for  him.  Noble,  unhappy 
young  creature !  are  you  the  first  of 
your  sisterhood  \s^o  has  been  bidden 
to  traffic  your  beauty,  to  crush  and 
slay  your  honest  natural  affections,  to 
sell  your  truth  and  your  life  for  rank 
and  title  ?  But  the  Judge  who  sees 
not  the  outward  acts  merely,  but  their 
causes,  and  views  not  the  wrong 
alone,  but  the  temptations,  struggles, 
ignorance  of  erring  creatures,  we 
know  has  a  different  code  to  ours,  — 
to  ours,  who  fall  upon  the  fallen,  who 
fawn  upon  the  prosperous  so,  who 
administer  our  praises  and  punish- 
ments so  prematurely,  who  now  strike 
so  hard,  and,  anon,  spare  so  shame- 
lessly. 

Our  stay  with  our  hospitable 
friends  at  Rosebury  was  perforce 
coming  to  a  close,  for  indeed  weeks 
after  weeks  had  passed  since  we  had 
been  under  their  pleasant  roof;  and 
in  spite  of  dearest  Ethel's  remon- 
strances it  was  clear  that  dearest 
Laura  must  take  her  farewell.  In 
these  last  days,  besides  the  visits 
which  daily  took  place  between  one 
and  other,  the  young  messenger  was 
put  in  ceaseless  requisition,  and  his 
donkey  must  have  worn  off  his  lit- 
tle legs  with  trotting  to  and  fro  be- 
tween the  two  houses.  Laura  was 
quite  anxious  and  hurt  at  not  hear- 
ing from  the  Colonel :  it  was  a  shame 
that  he  did  not  have  over  his  letters 
from  Belgium  and  answer  that  one 
which  she  had  honored  him  by  writ- 
ing. By  some  information,  received 
who  knows  how  ?  our  host  was  aware 
of  the  intrigue  which  Mrs.  Penden- 
nis  was  carrying  on ;  and  his  little 
wife  almost  as  much  interested  in  it 
as  my  own.    She  whispered  to  me  in 
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her  kind  way  that  she  would  give  a 
guinea,  that  she  would,  to  see  a  cer- 
tain couple  made  hapoy  together; 
that  they  were  born  for  one  another, 
that  they  were ;  she  was  for  having 
me  go  off  to  fetch  Clive :  but  who 
was  I  to  act  as  Hymen's  messenger ; 
or  to  interpose  in  such  delicate  &mily 
affairs'? 

All  this  while  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come,  Bart.,  remained  absent  in 
-London,  attending  to  his  banking 
duties  there,  and  pursuing  the  dismal 
inquiries  which  ended,  in  the  ensuing 
Michaelmas  term,  in  the  famous  suit  of 
Newcome  v.  Lord  Highgate.    Ethel, 

Sursuing  the  plan  which  she  had  laid 
own  for  herself  from  the  first,  took 
entire  charge  of  his  children  and 
house ;  Lady  Ann  returned  to  her 
own  family :  never  indeed  having 
been  of  much  use  in  her  son's  dism^ 
household.  My  wife  talked  to  me  of 
course  about  her  pursuits  and  amuse- 
ments at  Newcome,  in  the  ancestral 
hall  which  we  have  mentioned.  The 
children  played  and  ate  their  dinner 
(mine  often  partook  of  his  infantine 
mutton,  in  company  with  little  Clara 
and  the  poor  young  heir  of  New- 
come)  in  the  room  which  had  been 
called  my  Lady's  own,  and  in  which 
her  husband  had  locked  her,  forget- 
ting that  the  conservatories  were  open, 
through  which  the  hapless  woman  had 
fled.  Next  to  this  was  the  baronial 
library,  a  side  of  which  was  fitted 
with  the  gloomy  books  from  Clap- 
ham,  Avhich  old  Mrs.  Newcome  had 
amassed ;  rows  of  tracts,  and  mis- 
sionary magazines,  and  dingy  quarto 
volumes  of  worldly  travel  and  his- 
tory which  that  lady  had  admitted 
into  her  collection. 

Almost  on  the  last  day  of  our  stay 
at  Rosebury,  the  two  young  ladies 
bethought  them  of  paying  a  visit  to 
the  neighboring  town  of  Newcome,  to 
that  old  Mrs.  Mason  who  has  been 
mentioned  in  a  foregoing  page  in 
some  yet  earlier  chapter  of  our  his- 
tory. She  was  very  old  now,  very 
faithful  to  the  recollections  of  her 
own  early  time,  and  oblivious  of  yes- 
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terdav.  Thanks  to  Colonel  New-i 
come  s  bounty,  she  had  lived  in  com- 
fort for  many  a  long  year  past ;  ancj 
he  was  as  much  her  boy  now  as  in 
those  early  "days  of  which  we  have 
given  but  an  outline.  There  were 
Clive's  pictures  of  himself  and  his 
father  over  her  little  mantel-piece, 
near  which  she  sat  in  comfort  and 
warmth  by  the  winter  fire  which  his 
bounty  supplied. 

Mrs.  Mason  remembered  Miss  New- 
come,  prompted  thereto  by  the  hints 
of  her  little  maid,  who  was  much 
younger,  and  had  a  more  faithful 
memory  than  her  mistress.  Why, 
Sarah  Mason  would  have  forgotten 
the  pheasants  whose  very  tails  dec- 
orated the  chimney-glass,  had  not 
Keziah,  the  maid,  reminded  her  that 
the  young  lady  was  the  donor.  Then 
she  recollected  her  benefactor,  and 
asked  after  her  father,  the  Baronet ; 
and  wondered,  for  her  part,  why  her 
boy,  the  Colonel,  was  not  made  bar- 
onet, and  why  his  brother  had  the 
property  ?  Her  father  was  a  very 
good  man ;  though  Mrs.  Mason  had 
heard  he  was  not  much  liked  in  those 
parts.  "  Dead  and  gone,  was  he, 
poor  man  ?  "  (This  came  in  reply  to 
a  hint  from  Keziah,  the  attendant, 
bawled  in  the  old  lady's  ears,  who 
was  very  deaf.)  "Well,  well,  we 
must  all  go ;  and  if  we  were  all  goo^, 
like  the  Colonel,  what  was  the  use  of 
staying?  I  hope  his  wife  will  be 
good.  I  am  sure  such  a  good  man 
deserves  one,"  added  Mrs.  Mason. 

The  ladies  thought  the  old  woman 
doting,  led  thereto  by  the  remark  of 
Keziah,  the  maid,  that  Mrs.  Mason 
have  a  lost  her  memory.  And  she 
asked  who  the  other  bonny  lady  was,, 
and  Ethel  told  her  that  MrsI  Pen- 
dennis  was  a  friend  of  the  Colonel's 
and  Clive's. 

"  O,  Clive's  friend !  Well,  she  was 
a  pretty  lady,  and  he  was  a  deaf  pret- ' 
ty  boy.  He  drew  those  pictures ;  And 
he  took  off  me  in  my  cap,  with  my 
old  cat  and  all,  —  my  poor  old  cat 
that 's  buried  this  ever  sO  long  ago." 

"  She  has  had  a  letter  from  th« 
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Colonel,  Miss,"  cries  out  Keziah. 
**  Have  n't  you  had  a  letter  from  the 
Colonel,  mum "?  It  came  only  yester- 
day." And  Keziah  takes  out  the  let- 
ter and  shows  it  to  the  ladies.  They 
read  as*  follows  :  — 

"  LovDON,  Feb.  12, 184-. 

"  Mt  deas  old  Mason,  —  I  have 
just  heard  from  a  friend  of  mine  who 
has  been  staying  in  your  neighbor- 
hood, that  you  are  well  and  happy, 
and  that  you.  have  been  making  in- 
quiries after  your  young  scapegrcuXf 
Tom  Newcome,  who  is  well  and  hap- 
py too,  and  who  proposes  to  be  hap- 
pier still  before  any  very  long  time  is 
over. 

"  The  letter  which  was  written  to 
me  about  you  was  sent  to  me  in  Bel- 
gium, at  Brussels,  where  I  have  been 
living,  —  a  town  near  the  place  where 
the  famous  Battle  of  Waterloo  was 
fought ;  and  as  I  had  run  away  from 
Waterloo  it  followed  me  to  England. 

"  I  cannot  come  to  Newcome  just 
now  to  shake  my  dear  old  friend  and 
nurse  by  the  hand.  I  have  business  in 
London  ;  and  there  are  those  of  my 
name  living  in  Newcome  who  would 
not  be  very  happy  to  see  me  and 
mine. 

"  But  I  promise  you  a  visit  before 
very  long,  and  Clive  will  come  with 
me ;  and  when  we  come  I  shall  intro- 
duce a  new  friend  to  you,  a  very  pretty 
little  daughter-in-law,  whom  you  must 
promise  to  love  very  much.  She  is  a 
Scotch  lassie,  niece  of  my  oldest  friend 
James  Binnie,  Esquire,  of  the  Bengal 
Civil  Service,  who  will  give  her  a 
pretty  bit  of  siller,  and  her  present  name 
is  Miss  Rosey  Mackenzie. 

"We  shall  send  you  a  wedding  cake 
soon,  and  a  new  gown  for  Keziah  (to 
whom  remember  me),  and  when  I 
am  gone,  my  grandchildren  after  me 
will  hear  what  a  dear  friend  you  were 
to  your  affectionate 

"  Thomas  Newcomb." 

Keziah    must   have  thought  that 

there  was  something  between  Clive 

d  my  wife^  for  when  Laura  had 


read  the  letter  she  laid  it  down  on  the 
table,  and  sitting  down  by  it,  and 
hiding. her  face  in  her  hands,  burst 
into  tears. 

Ethel  looked  steadily  at  the  two 
pictures  of  Clive  and  his  father.  Then 
she  put  her  hand  on  her  friend's 
shoulder.  "Come,  my  dear,"  she 
said,  "  it  is  growing  late,  and  I  must 
go  back  to  my  chUdren."  And  she 
saluted  Mrs.  Mason  and  her  maid  in 
a  very  stately  manner,  and  left  them 
leading  mv  wife  away,  who  was  still 
exceedingly  overcome. 

We  could  not  stay  long  at  Bose- 
bury  after  that.  When  Madame  de 
Montcontour  heard  the  news,  the  good 
lady  cried  too.  Mrs.  Pendennis's 
emotion  was  renewed  as  we  passed 
the  gates  of  Newcome  Park  on  our 
way  to  the  railroad. 


CHAPTER  LXIL 

MB.  AND  MBS.   CLITE  NEWCOME. 

The  friendship  between  Ethel  and 
Laura,  which  the  last-narrated  senti- 
mental occurrences  had  so  much  in- 
creased, subsists  very  little  impaired 
up  to  the  present  day.  A  lady  with 
many  domestic  interests  and  increas- 
ing family,  &c.,  &c.,  cannot  be  sup- 
posed to  cultivate  female  intimacies 
out  of  doors  with  that  ardor  and 
eagerness  which  young  spinsters  ex- 
hibit in  their  intercourse ;  but  Laura, 
whose  kind  heart  first  led  her  to  sym- 

f>athize  with  her  young  friend  in  the 
atter's  days  of  distress  and  misfortune, 
has  professed  ever  since  a  growing 
esteem  for  Ethel  Newcome,  and  says, 
that  the  trials  and  perhaps  grief  which 
the  young  lady  now  had  to  undergo 
have  brought  out  the  noblest  qualities 
of  her  disposition.  She  is  a  yery  dif- 
ferent person  from  the  giddy  and 
worldly  girl  who  compelled  our  admi- 
ration of  late  in  the  days  of  her  trium- 
phant youthfiil  beauty,  of  her  way- 
ward generous  humor,  of  her  frivol- 
ities and  her  flirtations. 
Did  Ethel  shed  tears  in  secret  over 
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the  marriage  which  had  caased  Lau- 
ra's gentle  eyes  to  overflow?  We 
might  divine  the  girl's  grief,  bat  we 
respected  it.  The  subject  was  never 
mentioned  by  the  ladies  between  them- 
seiyes,  and  even  in  her  most  intimate 
communications  with  her  husband 
that  gentleman  is  bound  to  say  his 
wife  maintained  a  tender  reserve  upon 
the  point,  nor  cared  to  speculate  upon 
a  subject  which  her  friend  held  sacred. 
I  could  not  for  my  part  but  acquiesce 
in  this  reticence ;  and,  if  Ethel  felt  re- 
gret and  remorse,  admire  the  dignity 
of  her  silence,  and  the  sweet  compo- 
sure of  her  now  changed  and  saddened 
demeanor. 

The  interchange  of  letters  between 
the  two  -friends  was  constant,  and  in 
these  the  younger  lady  described  at 
length  the  duties,  occupations,  and 
pleasures  of  her  new  life.  She  had 
quite  broken  with  the  world,  and  de- 
voted herself  entirely  to  the  nurture 
and  education  of  her  brother's  orphan 
children.  She  educated  herself  in  or- 
der to  teach  them.  Her  letters  con- 
tain droll  yet  touching  confessions  of 
her  own  ignorance  and  her  determi- 
nation to  overcome  it.  There  was  no 
lack  of  masters  of  all  kinds  in  New- 
come.  She  set  herself  to  work  like  a 
school-girl.  The  ]>iano  in  the  little 
room  near  the  conservatory  was 
thumped  by  Aunt  Ethel  until  it  be- 
came quite  obedient  to  her,  and  yield- 
ed the  sweetest  music  under  her  fin- 
gers. When  she  came  to  pay  us  a 
visit  at  FairiMiks  some  two  years  after- 
wards she  played  for  our  dancing 
children  (our  third  is  named  Ethel, 
our  second  Helen,  after  one  still  more 
dear),  and  we  were  in  admiration  of 
her  skill.  There  must  have  b^n  the 
labor  of  many  lonely  nights  when  her 
little  chams  were  at  rest,  and  she  and 
her  sad  thoughts  sat  up  tosrether,  be- 
fore she  overcame  the  difficulties  of 
the  instrument  so  as  to  be  able  to 
soothe  herself  and  to  charm  and  de- 
light her  children. 

When  the  divorce  was  pronounced, 
which  came  in  due  form,  though  we 
know  that  Lady  Iligbgatc  was  not 


much  happier  than  the  luckless  Lady 
Clara  Newcome  had  been,  Ethel  s 
dread  was  lest  Sir  Barnes  should 
marry  again,  and  by  introducing  a 
new  mistress  into  his  house  should  de- 
prive her  of  the  care  of  her  children. 

Miss  Newcome  judged  her  brother 
rightly  in  that  he  would  try  to  marry, 
bat  a  noble  young  lady  to  whom  he 
offered  himself  rejected  him,  to  his 
surprise  and  indignation,  for  a  beg- 
garly clergyman  with  a  small  living, 
on  which  she  elected  to  starve ;  and 
the  wealthy  daughter  of  a  neighbor- 
ing manufacturer  whom  he  next  pro- 
posed to  honor  with  his  gracious  hand, 
fled  from  him  with  horror  to  the  arms 
of  her  father,  wondering  how  such  a 
man  as  that  should  ever  dare  to  pro- 
pose marriage  to  an  honest  girl.  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  was  much  surprised 
at  this  outbreak  of  anger ;  he  thought 
himself  a  very  ill-used  and  unfortu- 
nate man,  a  victim  of  most  cruel  per- 
secutions, which  we  may  be  sure  did 
not  irftprove  his  temper  or  tend  to  the 
happiness  of  his  circle  at  home.  Peev- 
ishness, and  selfish  rage,  quarrels  with 
servants  and  governesses,  and  other 
domestic  disquiet,  Ethel  had  of  course 
to  bear  from  her  brother,  but  not  act- 
ual personal  ill-usage.  The  fiery  tem- 
ger  of  former  days  was  subdued  in 
er,  but  the  haughty  resolution  re- 
mained, which  was  more  than  a 
match  for  her  brother's  cowardly 
tyranny ;  besides  she  was  the  mistress 
of  sixty  thousand  pounds,  and  by 
many  wily  hints  and  piteous  appeals 
to  his  sister  Sir  Barnes  thought  to  se- 
cure this  desirable  sum  of  money  for 
hispoor  dear  unfortunate  children. 

He  professed  to  think  that  she  was 
ruining  herself  for  her  youn<rer 
brothers,  whose  expenses  the  young 
lady  was  defraying,  this  one  at  col- 
lege, that  in  the  army,  and  whoso 
maintenance  he  thought,  might  bo 
amply  defrayed  out  of  their  own  lit- 
tle fortunes  and  his  mother's  join- 
ture:  and  by  ingeniously  proving 
that  a  vast  number  of  his  household 
expenses  were  personal  to  Miss  New- 
come  and  would  never  have  been  io- 
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curred  but  for  her  residence  in  his 
house,  he  subtracted  for  his  own  bene- 
fit no  inconsiderable  portion  of  her 
income.  Thus  the  carriage-horses 
were  hers,  for  what  need  had  he,  a 
miserable  bachelor,  of  anything  more 
than  a  riding-horse  and  a*  brougham  ? 
A  certain  number  of  the  domestics 
were  hers,  and  as  he  could  get  no 
scoundrel  of  his  own  to  stay  with 
him,  he  took  Miss  Newcome's  ser- 
vants. He  would  have  had  her  pay 
the  coals  which  burned  in  his  grate, 
and  the  taxes  due  to  our  Sovereign 
Lady  the  Queen ;  but  in  truth  at  the 
end  of  the  year,  with  her  domestic 
bounties  and  her  charities  round 
about  Newcome,  which  daily  in- 
creased as  she  became  acquainted 
with  her  indigent  neighbors,  Miss 
Ethel,  the  heiress,  was  as  poor  as 
many  poorer  persons. 

Her  charities  increased  daily  with 
her  means  of  knowing  the  people 
round  about  her.  She  gave  much 
time  to  them  and  thought ;  visited 
from  house  to  house  without  ostenta^ 
tion ;  was  awe-stricken  by  that  spec- 
tacle of  the  poverty  which  we  have 
with  us  always,  of  which  the  sight 
rebukes  our  selfish  griefs  into  silence, 
the  thought  compels  us  to  charity, 
humility,  and  devotion.  The  priests 
of  our  various  creeds,  who  elsewhere 
are  doing  battle  together  continually, 
lay  down  their  arms  in  its  presence 
and  kneel  before  it ;  subjug%ted  by 
that  overpowering  master.  Death, 
never  dying  out ;  hunger  always  cry- 
ing ;  and  children  born  to  it  day  after 
day,  —  our  young  London  lady,  fly- 
ing from  the  splendors  and  follies  In 
which  her  life  had  been  passed,  found 
herself  in  the  presence  of  these ; 
threading  darkling  alleys  which 
swarmed  with  wretched  life  ;  sitting 
by  naked  beds,  whither  by  Grod's  bles- 
sing she  was  sometimes  enabled  to 
carry  a  little  comfort  and  consola- 
tion ;  or  whence  she  came  heart- 
stricken  by  the  overpowering  misery, 
or  touched  by  the  patient  resignation 
of  the  new  friends  to  whom  fate  had 
•rected  her.    And  here  she  met  the 


priest  upon  his  shrift,  the  homely 
missionary  bearing  his  words  of  con- 
solation, the  quiet  curate  pacing  his 
round,  and  was  known  to  all  these, 
and  enabled  now  and  again  to  help 
their  people  in  trouble.  "  Oh  !  what 
good  there  is  in  this  woman,"  my 
wife  would  say  to  me  as  she  laid  one 
of  Miss  Ethel's  letters  aside  ;  "  who 
would  have  thought  this  was  the 
girl  of  your  glaring  London  ball- 
room 1  If  she  has  had  grief  to  bear, 
how  it  has  chastened  and  improved 
her." 

And  now  I  have  to  confess  that  all 
this  time,  whilst  Ethel  Newcome  has 
been  growing  in  grace  with  my  wife, 
poor  Clive  has  been  lapsing  sadly  out 
of  favor.  She  has  no  patience  mth 
Clive.  She  drubs  her  little  foot  when 
his  name  is  mentioned  and  turns  the 
subject.  Whither  are  all  the  tears 
and  pities  fled  now  ?  Mrs.  Laura 
has  transferred  all  her  regard  to 
Ethel,  and  when  that  lady^s  ex-suitor 
writes  to  his  old  fiiend,  or  other  news 
is  had  of  him,  Laura  flies  out  in  her 
usual  tirades  against  the  world,  the 
horrid  wicked  selfisH  world,  which 
spoils  everybody  who  comes  near  it. 
What  has  Clive  done,  in  vain  his 
apologist  asks,  that  an  old  friend 
should  be  so  angry  with  him  ? 

She  is  not  angry  with  him,  —  not 
she.  She  only  does  not  care  about 
him.  She  wishes  him  no  manner  of 
harm,  —  not  the  least,  only  she  has 
lost  aJl  interest  in  him.  And  the 
Colonel  too,  the  poor  good  old  Colonel, 
was  actually  in  Mrs.  Pendennis's 
black  books,  and  when  he  sent  her 
the  Brussels  veil  which  we  have  heard 
of,  she  did  not  think  it  was  a  bargain 
at  all,  —  not  particularly  pretty; 
in  fact  rather  dear  at  the  money. 
When  we  met  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clive 
Newcome  in  London,  whither  they 
came  a  few  months  after  their  mar- 
riage, and  where  Rosey  appeared  as 
pretty,  happy,  good-humored  a  little 
blushing  bride  as  eyes  need  behold, 
Mrs.  Pendennis's  reception  of  her  was 
quite  a  curiosity  of  decorum.  *'  I 
not  receive  her  well !  "  cried  Laura ; 
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"  hoTV  on  earth  would  you  have  me 
receive  her  ?  I  talked  to  her  about 
everything,  and  she  only  answered 
yes  or  no.  I  showed  her  the  chil- 
dren, and  she  did  not  seem  to  care. 
Her  only  conversation  was  about  mil- 
linery and  Brussels  balls,  and  about 
her  dress  at  the  drawing-room.  The 
drawing-room  !  What  business  has 
she  with  such  follies." 

The  fact  is,  that  the  drawing-room 
was  Tom  Newcome's  aflfnir,  not  his 
son's,  who  was  heartily  ashamed  of 
the  figure  he  cut  in  that  astounding 
costume,  which  English  private  gentle- 
men are  made  to  spoj^t  when  they  bend 
the  knee  before  their  Gracious  Sover- 
eign. 

Warrington  roasted  poor  Cliveupon 
the  occasion,  and  complimented  him 
with  his  usual  gravity,  until  the  young 
fellow  blushed,  and  his  father  some- 
what testily  signified  to  our  friend  that 
his  irony  was  not  agreeable.  "  I  sup- 
pose," says  the  Colonel,  with  great 
hauteur,  **  that  there  is  nothing  ridic- 
ulous in  an  English  gentleman  enter- 
taining feelings  of  loyal tv  and  testify- 
ing his  respect  to  his  Queen :  and  I 
presume  that  her  Majesty  knows  best, 
and  has  a  right  to  order  in  what  dress 
her  subjects  shall  appear  before  her ; 
and  I  don't  think  it 's  kind  of  you, 
Greorge,  I  say,  I  don't  think  it 's  kind 
of  you  to  quiz  my  boy  for  doing  his 
duty  to  his  Queen  and  to  his  father 
too,  sir, —  for  it  was  at  my  request  that 
Clive  went,  —  and  we  went  together, 
sir,  to  the  levee  and  then  to  the  draw- 
ing-room afterwards  with  Rosey,  who 
was  presented  by  the  lady  of  my  old 
friend,  Sir  George  Tufto,  a  lady  of 
rank  herself,  and  the  wife  of  as  brave 
an  officer  as  ever  drew  a  sword." 

Warrington  stammered  an  apology 
for  his  levity,  bat  no  explanations  were 
satisfactory,  and  it  was  clear  George 
had  wounded  the  feelings  of  our  dear 
simple  old  friend. 

After  dive's  marriage,  which  was 
performed  at  Brussels,  Uncle  James 
and  the  lady,  Ifis  sister,  whom  we  have 
sometimes  flippantly  yentured  to  call 
the  Catnpaigner,  went  off  to  perform 


that  journey  to  Scotland  which  James 
had  meditated  for  ten  years  past ;  and, 
now  little  Rosey  was  made  happy  for 
life,  to  renew  acquaintance  with  little 
Josey.  The  Colonel  and  his  son  and 
daughter-in-law  came  to  London,  not 
to  the  bachelor  quarters,  where  we 
have  seen  them,  but  to  a  hotel, 
which  they  occupied  until  their  new 
house  could  be  provided  for  them,  a 
sumptuous  mansion  in  the  Tibumian 
district,  and  one  which  became  people 
of  their  station. 

We  have  been  informed  already 
what  the  Colonel's  income  was,  and 
have  the  gratification  of  knowing 
that  it  was  very  considerable.  The 
simple  gentleman  Who  would  dine  off 
a  crust,  and  wear  a  coat  for  ten  years, 
desired  that  his  children  shoula  have 
the  best  of  everything :  ordered  about 
upholsterers,  painters,  carriage-mak- 
ers, in  his  splendid  Indian  way; 
presented  pretty  Rosey  with  brilliant 
jewels  for  her  introduction  at  Court, 
and  was  made  happy  by  the  sight  of 
the  blooming  young  creature  decked 
in  these  magnificences,  and  admired 
by  all  his  little  circle.  The  old  boys, 
the  old  generals,  the  old  colonels,  the 
old  qui-his  from  the  club,  came  and 

{)aid  her  their  homage ;  the  directors' 
adics  and  the  generals'  ladies  called 
upon  her,  and  feasted  her  at  vast  ban- 
quets served  on  sumptuous  plate. 
Newcome  purchased  plate  and  gave 
banquets  in  return  for  these  hospitali- 
ties. Airs.  Clive  had  a  neat  close 
carriage  for  evenings,  and  a  splendid 
barouche  to  drive  in  the  Park.  It 
was  pleasant  to  see  this  equipage  at 
four  o'clock  of  an  afternoon,  driving 
up  to  Bays's,  with  Rosey  most  gor- 
geously attired  reclining  within ;  and 
to  behold  the  stately  grace  of  the  old 
gentleman  as  he  stepped  out  to  wel- 
come his  daughter-in-law,  and  the  bow 
he  made  before  he  entered  her  carriage. 
Then  they  would  drive  round  the 
Park  ;  round  and  round  and  round  ; 
and  the  old  generals,  and  the  old 
colonels,  and  old  fogies,  and  their 
ladies  and  daughters,  would  nod  and 
smile  out  of  their  carriages  as  they 
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crossed  each  other  npon  this  charm- 
ing career  of  pleasure. 

I  confess  that  a  dinner  at  the  Colo- 
ners,  now  he  appeared  in  all  his 
magnificence,  was  awfully  slow.  No 
peaches  could  look  fresher  than  Ho- 
sey's  cheeks,  —  no  damask  was  fairer 
thian  her  pretty  little  shoulders.  No 
one,  I  am  sure,  could  he  happier  than 
she,  but  she  did  not  impart  her  happi- 
ness to  her  iriends ;  and  replied  chiefly 
hy  smiles  to  the  conversation  of  the 
gentlemen  at  her  side.  It  is  true  that 
these  were  for  the  most  part  elderly 
dignitaries,  distinguished  military 
officers  with  blue-black  whiskers, 
retired  old  Indian  judges,  and  the 
like,  occupied  with  their  victuals, 
and  generally  careless  to  please. 
But  that  solemn  happiness  of  the 
Colonel,  who  shall  depict  it ! : —  that 
look  of  affection  with  which  he  greeted 
his  daughter  as  she  entered,  flounced 
to  the  waist,  twinkling  with  in- 
numerable jewels,  holding  a  dainty 
pocket  -  handkerchief,  with  smiling 
eyes,  dimpled  chi-eks,  and  golden 
ringlets  1  He  would  take  her  hand, 
or  follow  her  about  from  group  to 
group,  exchanging  precious  obser- 
vations about  the  weather,  the  Park, 
the  Exhibition,  nay,  the  Opera,  for 
the  old  man  actually  went  to  the 
Opera  with  his  little  girl,  and  solemn- 
ly snoozed  by  her  side  in  a  white  waist- 
coat. 

Very  likely  this  was  the  happiest 
period  of  Thomas  Newcome's  life. 
No  woman  (save  one  perhaps  fifty 
years  ago)  had  ever  seemed  so  fond 
of  him  as  that  little  girl.  What 
pride  he  had  in  her,  and  what  care  he 
took  of  her !  If  she  was  a  little  ailing, 
what  anxiety  and  hurrying  for  doc- 
tors !  What  droll  letters  came  from 
James  Binnie,  and  how  they  laughed 
over  theitT;  with  what  respectful  at- 
tention he  acquainted  Mrs.  Mack  with 
everything  that  took  place ;  with  what 
enthusiasm  that  Campaigner  replied ! 
Josey's  husband  called  a  special  bless- 
ing upon  his  head  in  the  church  at 
"Musselburgh;  and  little  Jo  herself 
a  tinful  of  Scotch  bun  to  her 


darling  sister,  with  a  request  from 
her  husband  that  he  might  have  a 
few  shares  in  the  famous  Indian 
Company. 

Tl^  Company  was  in  a  highly 
flourishing  condition,  as  you  may  sup- 
pose, when  one  of  its  directors,  who 
at  the  same  time  was  one  of  the  hon- 
estest  men  alive,  thought  it  was  his 
duty  to  live  in  the  splendor  in  which 
we  now  behold  him.  Many  wealthv 
City  men  did  homage  to  him.  His 
brother  Hobson,  though  the  Colo- 
nel had  quarrelled  with  the  chief 
of  the  firm,  yet  remained  on  amica- 
ble terms  with  Thomas  Newcomc, 
and  shared  and  returned  his  banquets 
for  a  while.  Charles  Honeyman  wo 
may  be  sure  was  present  at  many  of 
them,  and  smirked  a  blessing  over  the 
plenteous  meal.  The  Cdlonel's  influ' 
ence  was  such  with  Mr.  Sherrick  that 
he  pleaded  Charles's  cause  with  that 
gentleman,  and  actually  brought  to  a 
successful  termination  that  little  love- 
affair  in  which  we  have  seen  Miss 
Sherrick  and  Charles  engaged.  Mr. 
Sherrick  was  not  disposed  to  part 
with  much  money  during  his  lifetime, 

—  indeed  he  proved  to  Colonel  New- 
come  that  he  was  not  so  rich  as  the 
world  supposed  him.  But  by  the 
Colonel's  interest,  the  chaplaincy  of 
Boggley  Wollah  was  procured  for  the 
Rev.  C.  Honeyman,  who  now  forms 
the  delight  of  that  flourishing  station. 

All  this  while  we  have  said  little 
about  Clive,  who  in  truth  was  some- 
how in  the  background  in  this  flour- 
ishing Newcome  group.  To  please 
the  l^t  father  in  the  world;  the 
kindest  old  friend  who  endowed  his 
niece  with  the  best  part  of  his  savings ; 
to  settle  that  questioa  about  marriage 
and  have  an  end  of  it;  Clive  New- 
come  had  taken  a  pretty  and  fond 
young  girl,  who  respected  and  ad- 
mired him  beyond  all  men,  and  who 
heartily  desired  to  make  him  happy. 
To  do  as  much  would  not  his  father 
have  stripped  hia  coat  from  his  hack, 

—  have  put  his  head  imder  Jugger- 
naut's chariot-wheel, — have  sacrificed 
any  ease,  comfort,  or  pleasure  for  the 
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youngster's  benefit  ?  One  great  pas- 
sion he  had  had  and  closed  the  ac- 
count of  it :  a  worldly  ambitious  girl 

—  how  foolishly  worshipped  and  pas- 
sionately beloved  no  matter  —  had 
played  with  him  for  years ;  had  flung 
him  aw:iy  when  a  dissolute  suitor 
with  a  great  fortune  and  title  had 
offered  himself.  Was  he  to  whine 
and  despair  because  a  jilt  had  fooled 
him  ?  He  had  too  much  pride  and 
courage  for  any  such  submission ;  he 
would  accept  the  lot  in  life  which  was 
offered  to  liim,  no  undesirable  one 
surely  ;  he  would  fulfil  the  wish  of  his 
father's  heart,  and  cheer  his  kind  de- 
clining years.  In  this  way  the  mar- 
riage was  brought  about.  It  was  but 
a  whisper  to  Rosey  in  the  drawing- 
room,  a  start  and  a  blush  from  the  lit- 
tle girl  as  he  took  the  little  willing 
hand,  a  kiss  for  her  from  her  delighted 
old  father-in-law,  a  twinkle  in  good 
old  James's  eyes,  and  double  embrace 
from  the  Campaigner  as  she  stood 
over  them  in  a  benedictory  attitude ; 

—  expressing  her  surprise  at  an  event 
for  which  she  had  been  jockeying  ever 
since  she  set  eyes  on  young  Newcome ; 
and  calling  upon  Heaven  to  bless  her 
children.     So,  as  a  good  thing  when 
it  is  to  be  done  had  best  be  done 
quickly,  these  worthy  folks  went  off 
almost  straightway  to  a  clergyman, 
and  were  married  out  of  hand,  —  to 
the  astonishment  of  Captains  Hoby 
and  Goby  when  they  came  to  hear  of 
the  event.    Well,  my  gallant  young 
painter  and  friend  of  my  boyhood !  if 
my  wife  chooses  Xo  be  angry  at  your 
marriage,  shall  her  husband  not  wish 
you  happy?    Suppose  we  had  mar- 
ried our  nrst  loves,  others  of  us,  were 
we  the  happier  now  ?    Ask  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis,  who  sulked  in  his  tents  when 
his  Costigan,  his  Briseis,  was  ravished 
from  him.    Ask  poor  George  War- 
rington,   who    had    his    own    way, 
Heaven  help  him !   There  was  no  need 
why  Clive  should  turn  monk  because 
number  one  refused  him ;  and,  that 
charmer  removed,  why  he  should  not 
take  to  his  heart  number  two.    I  am 
bound  to  say,  that  when  I  expressed 


these  opinions  to  Mrs.  Laura,  she  was 
more  angry  and  provoked  than  ever. 

It  is  in  the  nature  of  such  a  simple 
soul  as  Thomas  Newcome  to  see  but 
one  side  of  a  question,  and  having 
once  fixed  Ethel's  worldliness  in  his 
mind,  and  her  brother's  treason,  to  al- 
low no  argument  of  advocates  of  the 
other  side  to  shake  his  displeasure. 
Hence  the  one  or  two  appe^s  which 
Laura  ventured  to  make  on  behalf  of. 
her  friend,  were  checked  by  the  good 
Colonel  with  a  stern  negation.  If 
Ethel  was'  not  guiltless,  she  could  not 
make  him  see  at  least  that  she  was 
not  guilty.  He  dashed  away  all  ex- 
cuses and  palliations.  Exasperated  as 
he  was,  he  persisted  in  regarding  the 
poor  girl's  conduct  in  its  most  unfavor- 
able light.  "  She  was  rejected,  and  de- 
servedly rejected,  by  the  Marquis  of 
Farintosh,'  he  broke  out  to  me  once, 
who  was  not  indeed  authorized  to  tell 
all  I  knew  regarding  the  storv ;  "  the 
whole  town  knows  it ;  all  the  clubs 
ring  with  it.  I  blush,  sir,  to  think 
that  my  brother's  child  should  have 
brought  such  a  stain  upon  our  name." 
In  vain  I  told  him  that  my  wife,  who 
knew  all  the  circumstances  much  bet- 
ter, judged  Miss  Newcome  far  more 
favorably,  and  indeed  greatly  esteemed 
and  loved  her.  "  Pshaw !  sir,"  breaks 
out  the  indignant  Colonel,  "  your  wife 
is  an  innocent  creature,  who  does  not 
know  the  world  as  we  men  of  ex- 
perience do,  —  as  I  do,  sir "  ;  and 
would  have  no  more  of  the  discussion. 
There  is  no  doubt  about  it,  there  was 
a  coolness  between  my  old  friend's 
father  and  us. 

As  for  Barnes  Newcome  we  gave 
up  that  worthy,  and  the  Colonel 
showed  him  no  mercy.  He  recalled 
words  used  by  Warrmgton,  which  I 
have  recorded  in  a  former  page,  and 
vowed  that  he  only  watched  for  an 
opportunity  to  crush  the  miserable 
reptile.  He  hated  Barnes  as  a  loath- 
some traitor,  coward,  and  criminal; 
he  made  no  secrct  of  his  opinion :  and 
Clive,  with  the  remembrance  of  former 
injuries,  of  dreadful  heart-pangs  ;  the 
inheritor  of  his  father's  blood,  his 
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honesty  of  nature,  and  his  impetuous 
enmity  against  wrong ;  shared  to  the 
full  his  sire's  antipathy  against  his 
cousin,  and  publicly  expressed  his 
scorn  and  contempt  for  him.  About 
Ethel  he  would  not  speak.  "  Perhaps 
what  you  say.  Pen,  is  true,"  he  said. 
**  I  hope  it  is^  Pray  God  it  is."  But 
his  quivering  lips  and  fierce  counte- 
nance, when  her  name  was  mentioned 
or  her  defence  attempted,  showed  that 
he  too  had  come  to  think  ill  of  her. 
"As  for  her  brother,  as  for  that 
scoundrel,"  he  would  say,  clenching 
his  fist,  "  if  ever  I  can  punish  him  I 
will.  I  should  n't  have  the  soul  of  a 
dog,  if  ever  I  forgot  the  wrongs  that 
have  been  done  me  by  that  vagabond. 
Forgiveness?  Pshaw!  Are  you 
dangling  to  sermons.  Pen,  at  your 
wife's  leading-strings?  Are  you 
preaching  that  cant  1  There  are  some 
injuries  that  no  honest  man  should 
forgive,  and  I  shall  be  a  rogue  on  the 
day  I  shake  hands  with  that  villain." 

"  Clive  has  adopted  the  Iroquois 
ethics,"  says  Warrington,  smoking 
his  pipe  sententiously,  "  rather  than 
those  which  are  at  present  received 
among  us.  I  am  not  sure  that  some- 
thing is  not  to  be  said,  as  against  the 
Eastern  upon  the  Western,  or  Toma- 
hawk, or  Ojibbeway  side  of  the  ques- 
tion. I  should  not  like,"  he  added, 
**  to  be  in  a  vendetta  or  feud,  and  to 
have  you,  Clive,  and  the  old  Colonel 
engaged  against  me." 

"  I  would  rather,"  I  said,  "  for  ray 
part,  have  half  a  dozen  such  enemies 
as  Clive  and  the  Colonel  than  one 
like  Barnes.  You  never  know  where 
or  when  that  villain  may  hit  you." 
And  before  a  very  short  period  was 
over,  Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  Bart.,  hit 
his  two  hostile  kinsmen  such  a  blow 
as  one  might  expect  from  such  a 
quarter. 

♦ 

CHAPTER  LXHL 

MBS.  CLIVE   AT  HOME. 

\b   Clive  and  his  father  did  not 
■  fit  to  conceal  their  opinions  re- 


garding their  kinsman,  Barnes  New- 
come,  and  uttered  them  in  many  pub- 
lic places  when  Sir  Barnes's  conduct 
was  brought  into  question,  we  may 
be  sure  that  their  talk  came  to  the 
Baronet's  ears,  and  did  not  improve 
his  already  angry  feeling  towards  those 
gentlemen.     For  a  while  they  had  the 
best  of  the    attack.     The    Colonel 
routed  Barnes  out  of  his  accustomed 
club  at  Bays's ;  where  also  the  gallant 
Sir  George  Tufto  expressed  himself 
pretty  openly  with  respect  to  the  poor 
Baronet's    want    of    courage:     the 
Colonel  had  bullied  and  browbeaten 
Barnes  in  the  parlor  of  his  own  bank, 
and    the    story  was    naturally   well 
known  in  the  City ;  where  it  certainly 
was  not  pleasant  for  Sir  Barnes,  as  he 
walked  to  'Change,   to  meet  some- 
times the  scowls  of  the  angry  man-of- 
war,  his  uncle,  stpding  down  to  the 
office  of  the  Bundlecund  Bank,  and 
armed   with    that    terrible   bamboo 
cane. 

But  though  his  wife  had  undeniably 
run  away  after  notorious  ill-treatment 
from  her  husband;  though  he  had 
shown  two  white  feathers  in  those 
unpleasant  little  affairs  with  his  uncle 
and  cousin ;  though  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come  was  certainly  neither  amiable 
nor  popular  in  the  City  of  London, 
his  reputation  as  a  most  intelligent 
man  of  business  still  stood ;  the  credil 
of  his  house  was  deservedly  high,  and 
people  banked  with  him,  and  traded 
with  him,  in  spite  of  faithless  wive« 
and  hostile  colonels. 

When  the  outbreak  between  ColoneZ 
Newcome  and  his  nephew  took  placci 
it  may  be  remembered  that  Mr.  Hob 
son  Newcome,  the  other  partner  of  tht 
firm  of  Hobson  Brothers,  waited  upoA 
Colonel  Newcome,  as  one  of  thr 
principal  English  directors  of  the  B. 
B.  C,  and  hoped  that  although  pri- 
vate differences  would,  of  course, 
oblige  Thomas  Newcome  to  cease  all 
personal  dealings  with  the  bank  of 
Hobson,  the  affairs  of  the  Company 
in  which  he  was  interested  ought  not 
to  suffer  on  this  account ;  and  that  the 
Indian  firm  should  continue  dealing 
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with  Hobsons  on  the  same  footing^  as 
before.  Mr.  Hcbson  Newcomc  repre- 
sented to  the  Colonel,  in  his  jolly- 
frank  way,  that  whatever  happened 
between  the  latter  and  his  nephew 
Barnes,  Thomas  Newcome  had  still 
one  friend  in  the  house;  that  the 
transactions  between  it  and  the  Indian 
Company  were  mutually  advanta- 
geous ;  finally,  that  the  manager  of  the 
Indian  bank  might  continue  to  do 
business  with  Hobsons  as  before.  So 
the  B.  B.  C.  sent  its  consignments  to 
Hobson  Brotliers,  and  drew  its  bills, 
which  were  duly  honored  by  that 
firm. 

More  than  one  of  Colonel  New- 
come's  City  acquaintances,  among 
them  his  agent,  Mr.  Jolly,  and  his 
ingenuous  friend,  Mr.  Sherrick,  espe- 
cially, hinted  to  Thomas  Newcome  to 
be  very  cautious  in  his  dealings  with 
Hobson  Brothers,  and  keep  a  special 
care  lest  that  house  should  play  him 
an  evil  turn.  They  both  told  him 
that  Barnes  Newcome  had  said  more 
than  once,  in  answer  to  reports  of 
the  Colonel's  own  speeches  against 
Barnes,  ''I  know  that  hot-headed, 
blundering  Indian  uncle  of  mine  is 
furious  against  me,  on  account  of  an 
absurd  private  affair  and  misunder- 
standing, which  he  is  too  obstinate  to 
see  in  the  proper  light.  What  is  my 
return  for  the  abuse  and  rant  which 
he  lavishes  against  me?  I  cannot 
forget  that  he  is  my  grandfather's 
son,  an  old  man,  utterly  ignorant 
both  of  society  and  business  here; 
and  as  he  is  interested  in  this  Indian 
Banking  Company,  which  must  be 
preciously  conducted  when  it  ap- 
pointed him  as  the  guardian  and  over- 
seer of  its  affairs  in  England,  I  do  my 
very  best  to  serve  the  Company,  and 
I  can  tell  you,  its  blundering,  muddle- 
headed  managers,  black  and  white, 
owij  no  little  to  the  assistance  which 
they  have  had  from  our  house.  If 
they  don't  like  us,  whv  do  they  go  on 
dealing  with  us?  We  don't  want 
them  and  their  bills.  We  were  a 
leading  house  fifty  years  before  they 
were  bom,  and  shall  coniinue  to  be  so 


long  after  they  come  to  an  end." 
Such  was  Barnes's  case,  as  stated  by 
himself.  It  was  not  a  "v  ery  bad  one, 
or  very  unfairly  stated,  considering 
the  advocate.  I  believe  he  has  always 
persisted  in  thinking  that  he  never 
did  his  uncle  any  wrong. 

Mr.  Jolly  and  Mr.  Sherrick,  then, 
both  entreated  Thomas  Newcome  to 
use  his  best  endeavors,  and  bring  the 
connection  of  the  B.  B.  C.  and  Hob- 
son Brothers  to  a  speedy  end.  But 
Jolly  was  an  interested  party ;  he  and 
his  friends  would  have  had  the  agen- 
cy of  the  B.  B.  C,  and  the  profits 
thereof,  which  Hobsons  had  taken 
from  them.  Mr.  Sherrick  was  an  out- 
side practitioner,  a  guerilla  amongst 
regular  merchants.  The  opinions  of 
one  and  the  other,  though  submitted 
by  Thomas  Newcome  duly  to  his  co- 
partners, the  managers  and  London 
board  of  directors  of  the  Bundlecund 
Banking  Company,  were  overruled  by 
that  assembly. 

They  had  their  establishment  and 
apartments  in  the  City;  they  had 
their  clerks  and  messengers,  their 
managers'  room  and  board -room, 
their  meetings,  where  no  doubt  great 
quantities  of  letters  were  read,  vast 
ledgers  produi^ed ;  where  Tom  New- 
come  was  voted  into  the  chair,  and 
voted  out  with  thanks ;  where  speeches 
were  made,  and  the  affairs  of  the  B. 
B.  C.  properly  discussed.  These  sub- 
jects are  mysterious,  terrifying,  un- 
known to  me.  I  cannot  pVetend  to 
describe  them.  Fred  Baynam,  I  re- 
member, used  to  be  great  in  his 
knowledge  of  the  affairs  of  the  Bun- 
dlecund Banking  Company.  He 
talked  of  cotton,  wool,  copper,  opium, 
indigo,  Singapore,  Manilla,  China, 
Calcutta,  Australia,  with  prodigious 
eloquence  and  fluency.  His  conver- 
sation was  about  millions.  The  most 
astounding  paragraphs  used  to  ap- 
pear in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  regard- 
ing the  annual  dinner  at  Blackwall, 
which  the  directors  gave,  and  to  which 
he,  and  George,  and  I,  as  friends  of 
the  court,  were  invited.  What  ora- 
tions  were   nttered,    what    flo'""* — " 
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bumpers  emptied  in  the  praise  of  this 
great  Company;  what  quantities  of 
turtle  and  punch  did  Fred  devour  at 
its  expense  !  Colonel  Newcome  was 
the  kindly  old  chairman  at  these  ban- 
quets ;  the  Prince,  his  son,  taking 
but  a  modest  part  in  the  ceremonies, 
and  sitting  with  us,  his  old  cronies. 

All  the  gentlemen  connected  with 
the  board,  all  those  with  whom  the 
B.  B.  C.  traded  in  London,  paid 
Thomas  Newcome  extraordinary  re- 
spect. His  character  for  wealth  was 
deservedly  great,  and  of  course  multi- 
plied by  the  tongue  of  Rumor.  F. 
B.  knew  to  a  few  millions  of  rupees, 
more  or  less,  what  the  Colonel  pos- 
sessed, and  what  Clive  would  inherit. 
Thomas  New^ome's  distinguished 
military  services,  his  high  bearing, 
lofty  courtesy,  simple  but  touching 
garrulity ;  —  for  the  honest  man  talked 
much  moi^e  now  than  he  had  been  ac- 
customed to  do  in  former  days,  and 
was  not  insensible  to  the  flattery  which 
his  wealth  brought  him ;  —  his  repu- 
tation as  a  keen  man  of  business,  who 
had  made  his  own  fortune  by  opera- 
tions equally  prudent  and  spirited, 
and  who  might  make  the  fortunes  of 
hundreds  of  other  people,  brought 
the  worthy  Colonel  a  number  of 
friends,  and  I  promise  you  that  the 
loudest  huzzas  greeted  his  health  when 
it  was  proposed  at  the  Blackwall  din- 
ners. At  the  second  annual  dinner 
after  Clive's  marriage  some  friends 
presented  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome  with  a 
nne  testimonial.     There    was  a  su- 

1>erb  silver  cocoanut-tree,  whereof  the 
eaves  were  dexterously  arranged  for 
holding  candles  and  pickles ;  under 
the  cocoanut  was  an  Indian  prince 
on  a  camel  giving  his  hand  to  a  cav- 
alry officer  on  horseback,  —  a  howit- 
zer, a  plough,  a  loom,  a  bale  of  cot- 
ton, on  which  were  the  East  India 
Company's  arms,  a  brahmin,  Britan- 
nia, and  Commerce  with  a  cornu- 
copia, were  grouped  round  the  princi- 
pal figures  :  and  if  you  would  see  a 
noble  account  of  this  chaste  and  ele- 
gant specimen  of  British  art,  you  are 
referred  to  the  pages  of  the  Fall  Mall 


GazQtte  of  that  year,  as  well  as  to 
Fred  Bayham's  noble  speech  in  the 
course  of*  the  evening,  when  it  was 
exhibited.  The  East  and. its  wars, 
and  its  heroes,  Assaye  and  Seringa- 
patam  I  "  and  Lord  Lake  and  Laswa- 
ree  too,"  calls  out  the  Colonel,  great- 
ly elated),  tiger-hunting  palanquins. 
Juggernaut,  elephants,  the  burning 
of  widows,  —  all  passed  before  us  in 
F.  B.'s  splendid  oration.  He  spoke 
of  the  product  of  the  Indian  forest, 
the  palm-tree,  the  cocoanut-tree,  the 
banyan-tree.  Palms  the  Colonel  had 
already  brought  back  with  him,  —  the 
palms  of  valor,  won  in  the  field  of 
war.  (Cheers.)  Cocoanut-trees  he  had 
never  seen,  though  he  had  heard  won- 
ders related  regarding  the  milky  con» 
tents  of  their  fruit.  Here  at  any 
rate  was  one  tree  of  the  kind,  under 
the  branches  of  which  he  humbly 
.  trusted  often  to  repose,  —  and,  if  he 
might  be  so  bold  as  to  carry  on  the 
Eastern  metaphor,  he  would  say, 
knowing  the  excellence  of  the  Colo- 
nel's claret  and  the  splendor  of  his 
hospitality,  that  he  would  prefer  a 
cocoanut  day  at  the  Colonel's  to  a 
banyan  day  anywhere  else.  Whilst 
F.  B.'s  speech  went  on,  I  remember 
J.  J.  eying  the  trophy,  and  the  queer 
expression  of  his  shrewd  face.  The 
health  of  British  Artists  was  drunk 
apropos  of  this  splendid  specimen  of 
their  skill,  and  poor  J.  J.  Ridley, 
Esq.,  A.  R.  A.,  had  scarce  a  word  to 
say  in  return.  He  and  Clive  sat  by 
one  another,  the  latter  very  silent  and 
gloomy.  When  J.  J.  and  I  met  in 
the  world,  we  talked  about  our  friend, 
and  it  was  easy  for  both  of  us  to  see 
that  neither  was  satisfied  with  Clive's 
condition. 

The  fine  house  in  Tybumia  was 
completed  by  this  time,  as  gorgeous 
as  money  could  make  it.  How  dif- 
ferent it  was  ftom  the  old  Fitzroy 
Square  mansion  with  its  ram-shackle 
furniture,  and  spoils  of  brokers* 
shops,  and  Tottenham  Court  Road 
odds  and  ends  1  An  Oxford  Street 
upholsterer  had  been  let  loose  in  the 
yet  virgin  chambers ;  and  that  inven- 
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tiye  genius  had  decorated  them  with 
all  the  wonders  his  fancy  coald  devise. 
Koses  and  Cupids  quivered  on  the 
ceilings,  up  to  which  golden  arabesques 
crawled  from  the  walls ;  your  face 
(  handsome  or  otherwise  )  was  reflect- 
ed by  countless  looking-glasses,  so 
multiplied  and  arranged  as,  as  it  were, 
to  carry  you  into  the  next  street. 
You  trod  on  velvet,  pausing  with  re- 
spect in  the  centre  of  the  carpet, 
where  Rosey's  cipher  was  worked  in 
the  sweet  flowers  which  bear  her 
name.  What  delightful  crooked  legs 
the  chairs  had!  What  corner-cup- 
boards there  were  filled  with  Dresden 
gimcracks,  which  it  was  a  part  of  this 
little  woman's  business  in  life  to  pur- 
chase !  What  etagferes,  and  bonbon- 
nieres,  and  chiffonniei*es !  What 
awfully  bad  pastels  there  were  on 
the  walls !  What  frightful  Boucher 
and  Lancret  shepherds  and  shep- 
herdesses leered  over  the  portieres ! 
What  velvet-bound  volumes,  mother- 
of-pearl  albums,  inkstands  represent- 
ing beasts  of  the  field,  priedieu  chairs 
and  wonderful  knick-knacks  I  can 
recollect !  There  was  the  most  mag- 
nificent piano,  though  Rosey  seldom 
sang  any  of  her  six  songs  now ;  and 
when  she  kept  her  conch  at  a  certain 
most  interesting  period,  the  good 
Colonel,  ever  anxious  to  procure 
amusement  for  his  darling,  asked 
whether  she  would  not  like  a  barrel- 
organ  grinding  fifty  or  sixty  favorite 
pieces,  which  a  bearer  could  turn? 
And  he  mentioned  how  Windus,  of 
their  regiment,  who  loved  music  ex- 
ceedingly, had  a  very  fine  instru- 
ment of  this  kind  out  to  Barrackpore 
in  the  year  1810,  and  relays  of  barrels 
by  each  ship  with  all  the  new  tunes 
from  Europe.  The  Testimonial  took 
its  place  in  the  centre  of  Mrs.  Clive's 
table,  surrounded  by  satellites  of 
plate.  The  delectable  parties  were 
constantly  gathered  together,  the 
grand  barouche  rolling  in  the  Park, 
or  stopping  at  the  principal  shops. 
Little  Rosey  bloomed  in  millinery, 
and  was  still  the  smiling  little  pet 
of  her  father-in-law,  and  poor  Clive, 


in  the  midst  of  all  these  splendors, 
was  gaunt,  and  sad,  and  silent ;  list- 
less at  most  times,  bitter  and  savage 
at  others,  pleased  only  when  he  was 
out  of  the  society  which  bored  him, 
and  in  the  company  of  George  and 
J.  J.,  the  simple  friends  of  his  youth. 
His  careworn  Look  and  altered  ap- 
pearance mollified  my  wife  towards 
him,  —  who  had  almost  taken  him 
again  into  favor.  But  she  did  nut 
care  for  Mrs.  Cliye,  and  the  Colonel, 
somehow,  grew  cool  towards  us,  and 
to  look  askance  upon  the  little  band 
of  Clive's  friends.  It  seemed  as  if 
there  were  two  parties  in  the  house. 
There  was  Clive's  set,  —  J.  J.,  the 
shrewd  silent  little  painter ;  Warring- 
ton, the  cynic;  a^id  the  author  of  the 
present  biography,  who  was,  I  believe, 
supposed  to  give  himself  contemptu- 
ous airs,  and  to  have  become  very 
high  and  mighty  since  his  marriage. 
Then  there  was  the  great,  numerous, 
and  eminently  respectable  set,  whose 
names  w6re  all'  registered  in  little 
Rosey*s  little  visiting-book,  and  to 
whose  houses  she  drove  round,  duly 
delivering  the  cards  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Clive  Newcome,  and  Colonel  New- 
come  ;  —  the  Grenerals  and  Colonels, 
the  Judges  and  the  Fogies.  The  only 
man  who  kept  well  with  both  sides 
of  the  house  was  F.  Bayham,  Esq., 
who,  having  got  into  clover,  remained 
in  tlie  enjoyment  of  that  welcome 
pasture ;  who  really  loved  Clive  and 
the  Colonel  too,  and  had  a  hundred 
pleasant  things  and  funny  stories 
( the  droll  odd  creature ! )  to  tell  to 
the  little  lady  for  whom  we  others 
could  scarcely  find  a  word.  The  old 
friends  of  the  student  days  were  not 
forgotten,  but  they  did  not  seem  to 
get  on  in  the  new  house.  The  Miss 
Gandishes  came  to  one  of  Mrs.  Clive's 
balls,  still  in  blue  crape,  still  with 
ringlets  on  their  wizened  old  fore- 
heads, accompaning  Papa,  with  his 
shirt-collars  turned  down,  —  who 
gazed  in  mute  wonder  on  the  splendid 
scene.  Warrington  actually  asked 
Miss  Gandish  to  dance,  making 
wofiil  blunders,  however,  ia  the  qua- 
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drille,  while  Clive,  with  something 
like  one  of  his  old  smiles  on  his  face, 
took  out  Miss  Zoe  Gandish,  her  sister. 
We  made  Gandish  overeat  and  over- 
drink himself  in  the  supper-room,  and 
Clive  cheerct!  him  by  ordering  a  full 
length  of  Mrs.  Clive  Ncwcome,  from 
his  distinguished  pencil.  Never  was 
seen  a  grander  exhibition  of  white 
satin  and  jewels.  Smce,  R.  A.,  was 
furious  at  the  preference  shown  to 
his  rival. 

Wc  had  Sandy  M*Collop,  too,  at 
the  party,  who  had  returned  from 
Rome,  with  his  red  beard,  and  his 
picture  of  the  murder  of  the  Red 
Comyn,  whith  made  but  a  dim  effect 
in  the  Octagon  Room  of  the  Royal 
Academy,  where  ih(9  bleeding  agonies 
of  the  dying  warrior  were  veiled  in 
an  unkind  twilight.  On  Sandy  and 
his  brethren  little  Rosey  looked  rath- 
er coldly.  She  tossed  up  her  little 
head  in  conversation  with  me,  and 
gave  me  to  understand  that  this  party 
was  only  ah  omnium  gatherum^  not 
one  of  the  select  parties,  from  which 
Heaven  defend  us.  "  We  are  Poins, 
and  Nym,  and  Pistol,"  growled  out 
George  Warrington,  as  he  strode 
away  to  finish  the  evening  in  Clive's 
painting  and  smoking  room.  "  Now 
Prince  Hal  is  married,  and  shares  the 
paternal  throne,  his  Princess  is 
ashamed  of  his  brigand  associates  of 
former  days."  She  came  and  looked 
at  us  with  a  feeble  little  smile,  as  we 
sat  smoking,  and  let  the  daylight  in 
on  us  from  the  open  door,  and  hinted 
to  Mr.  Clive  that  it  was  time  to  go 
to  bed. 

So  Clive  Newcome  lay  in  a  bed  of 
down  and  tossed  and  tumbled  there. 
He  went  to  fine  dinners,  and  sat  si- 
lent over  them ;  rode  fine  horses,  and 
black  Care  jumped  up  behind  the 
moody  horseman.  He  was  cut  off  in 
a  great  measure  from  the  friends  of 
his  youth,  or  saw  them  by  a  kind  of 
stealth  and  sufferance;  was  a  very 
lonely,  poor  fellow,  I  am  afraid,  now 
that  people  were  testimonializing  his 
wife,  and  many  an  old  comrade  growl- 
ing at  his  haughtiness  and  prosperity. 


In  former  days,  when  his  good 
father  recognized  the  difference  which 
fate,  and  time,  and  temper  had  set 
between  him  and  his  son,  we  have 
seen  with  what  a  gentle  acquiescence 
the  old  man  submitted  to  his  inevita- 
ble fortune,  and  how  humbly  he  bore 
that  stroke  of  separation  which  af- 
flicted the  boy  lightly  enough,  but 
caused  the  loving  sire  so  much  pain. 
Then  there  was  no  bitterness  between 
them,  in  spite  of  the  fatal  division ; 
but  now,  it  seemed  as  if  there  was  an- 
ger on  Thomas  Newcome's  part,  be- 
cause, though  come  together  again, 
they  were  not  united,  though  with 
every  outward  appliance  of  happiness 
Clive  was  not  happy.  What  young 
man  on  earth  could  look  for  more  ?  a 
sweet  young  wife,  a  handsome  home, 
of  which  the  only  encumbrance  was 
an  old  father,  who  would  give  his 
last  drop  of  blood  in  his  son's  behalf. 
And  it  was  to  bring  about  this  end 
that  Thomas  Newcome  had  toiled  and 
had  amassed  a  fortune !  Could  not 
Clive,  with  his  talents  and  education, 
go  down  once  or  twice  a  week  to  the 
City  and  take  a  decent  part  in  the 
business  by  which  his  wealth  was  se- 
cured ?  He  appeared  at  the  various 
board -rooms  and  City  conclaves, 
yawned  at  the  meetings,  and  drew  fig- 
ures on  the  blotting-paper  of  the  Com- 
pany ;  had  no  interest  in  its  transac- 
tions, no  heart  in  its  affairs ;  went 
away  and  galloped  his  horse  alone ; 
or  returned  to  his  painting-room,  put 
on  his  old  velvet  jacket,  and  work- 
ed with  his  palettes  and  brushes. 
Palettes  and  brushes !  Could  he  not 
give  up  these  toys  when  he  was 
called  to  a  much  higher  station  in  the 
world?  Could  he  not  go  talk  with 
Rosey ;  —  drive  with  Rosey,  kind  lit- 
tle soul,  whose  whole  desire  was  to 
make  him  happy  ?  Such  thoughts  as 
these,  no  doubt,  darkened  the  Colo- 
nel's mind,  and  deepened  the^  fur- 
rows round  his  old  eyes.  So  it  is,  we 
judge  men  by  our  own  standards ; 
judge  our  nearest  and  dearest  often 
wrong. 

Many  and  many  a  time  did  Clive 
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try  and  talk  with  the  little  Rosey, 
who  chirped  and  prattled  so  gayly  to 
his  father.  Many  a  time  would  she 
come  and  sit  by  his  easel,  and  try  hqr 
little  powers  to  charm  him,  bring  him 
little  tales  aboat  their  acquaintances, 
stories  about  this  ball  and  that  con- 
cert, practise  artless  smiles  upon  him, 
gantle  little  bouderies,  tears,  perhaps, 
rollowed  by  caresses  and  reconcilia- 
tion. At  the  end  of  which  he  would 
return  to  his  cigar ;  and  she,  with  a 
sigh  and  a  heavy  heart,  to  ths  good 
old  man  who  had  bidden  her  to  go 
and  talk  with  him.  He  used  to  feci 
tha't  his  father  had  sent  her;  the 
thought  came  across  him  in  their 
conversations,  and  straightway  his 
heart  would  shut  up  and  his  face 
grow  gloomy.  They  were  not  made 
to  mate  with  one  another.  That 
was  the  truth. 

Just  before  the  tastimonial,  Mr. 
Clive  was  in  constant  attendance  at 
home,  and  very  careful  and  kind  and 
happy  with  his  wife,  and  the  whole 
family  party  went  very  agreeably. 
Doctors  were  in  constant  attendance 
at  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome's  door; 
prodigious  care  was  taken  by  the 
good  Colonel  in  wrapping  her  and  in 

{>utting  her  little  feet  on  sofas,  and  in 
eading  her  to  her  carriage.  The 
Campaigner  came  over  in  immense 
flurry  from  Edinburgh  (  where 
Uncle  James  was  now  very  comfort- 
ably lodged  in  Picardy  Place,  with 
the  most  agreeable  society  round 
about  him),  and  all  this  circle  was  in 
a  word  very  close  and  happy  and 
intimate;  but  woe  is  me,  Thomas 
Newcome's  fondest  hopes  were  disap- 
pointed this  time;  his  little  grandson 
lived  but  to  see  the  light  and  leave  it : 
and  sadly,  sadly,  those  preparations 
were  put  away,  those  poor  little  robes 
and  caps,  those  delicate  muslins  and 
cambrics  over  which  many  a  care  had 
been  forgotten,  many  a  fond  prayer 
thought,  if  not  uttered.  Poor  little 
Rosey  !  she  felt  the  grief  very  keenly ; 
but  she  rallied  from  it  very  soon.  In 
a  very  few  months  her  cheeks  were 
blooming  and  dimpling  with  smiles 


again,  and  she  was  telling  us  how 
her  party  was  an  omnium  gathenim. 

The  Campaigner  had  ere  this  re- 
turned to  the  scene  of  her  northern 
exploits ;  not,  I  believe,  entirely  of  the 
worthy  woman's  own  free  will.  As- 
suming the  command  of  the  house- 
hold, whilst  her  daughter  kept  her 
sofa,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  had  set  that  es- 
tablishment into  uproar  and  mutiny. 
She  had  otfended  the  butler,  outraged 
the  housekeeper,  wounded  the  sensi- 
bilities of  the  footmen,  insulted  the 
doctor,  and  trampled  on  the  inmost 
corns  of  the  nurse.  It  Was  surprising 
what  a  change  appeared  in  the  Cam- 
paigner's conduct,  and  how  little,  in 
former  days.  Colonel  Newcome  had 
known  her.  What  the  Emperor  Na- 
poleon the  First  said  respecting  our 
Russian  enemies  might  be  applied  to 
this  lady,  Grattez  la,  and  she  appeared 
a  Tartar.  Clive  and  his  father  had  a 
little  comfort  and  conversation  in  con- 
spiring against  her.  The  old  man  never 
dared  to  try,  but  was  pleased  with  the 
younger's  spirit  and  gallantry  in  the 
series  of  final  actions  which,  com- 
mencing over  poor  little  Rosey's  pros- 
trate body  in  the  dressing-room,  were 
continued  in  the  drawing-room,  re- 
sumed with  terrible  vigor  on  the 
enemy's  part  in  the  dining-room,  and 
ended,  to  the  triumph  of  the  whole 
establishment,  at  the  outside  of  the 
hall-door. 

When  the  routed  Tartar  force  had 
fled  back  to  its  native  north,  Rosey 
made  a  confession,  which  Clive  told 
me  afterwards,  bursting  with  bitter 
laughter.  "  You  and  papa  seem  to 
be  very  much  agitated,'*  she  said. 
(Rosey  called  the  Colonel  papa  in  the 
absence  Of  the  Campaigner.)  "  I  do 
not  mind  it  a  bit,  except  just  at  first, 
when  it  made  me  a  little  nervous. 
Mamma  used  always  to  be  so;  she 
used  to  scold  and  scold  all  day,  both 
me  and  Josey,  in  Scotland,  till  grand- 
mamma sent  her  away ;  and  then,  in 
Fitzroy  Square,  and  then  in  Brussels, 
she  used  to  box  my  ears,  and  go  into 
such  tantrums ;  and  I  think,"  adds 
Rosey,  with    one    of    her   sweetest 
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vSmilet,    ''she   had   qjarrdlcd    with 
Uncle   James    before    she    came   to 


us. 


» 


"  She  used  to  box  Rosey  *s  ears," 
roars  out  poor  Clive,  "  and  go  into 
such  tanti'ums  in  Fitz/oy  Square  and 
Brussels  aftehieards,  and  the  pair 
would  come  down  with  their  arms 
round  each  other's  waists,  smirking 
and  smiling  as  if  they  had  done 
nothing  but  kiss  each  other  all  their 
mortal  lives !  This  is  what  we  know 
about  women,  —  this  is  whfit  we  get, 
and  find  years  afterwards,  when  we 
think  we  have  married  a  smiling,  art- 
less, young  creature !  Are  you  all 
such  hypocrites,  Mrs.  Pendennis  1 " 
and  he  palled  his  mostachios  in  his 
wrath. 

"Poor  Clive,"  says  Laura,  very 
kindly.  *'  You  would  not  have  had 
her  tell  tales  of  her  mother,  would 
you  ?  " 

"  0,  of  course  not,"  breaks  out 
Olive;  "  that  is  what  you  all  say, 
and  so  vou  are  hypocrites  out  of  sheer 
virtue. 

It  was  the  first  time  Laura  had 
called  him  Clive  for  many  a  day. 
She  was  becoming  reconciled  to  him. 
We  had  our  own  opinion  about  the 
young  fellow's  marriage. 

And,  to  sum  up  all,  npon  a  casual 
rencontre  with  the  young  gentleman 
in  question,  whom  we  saw  descend- 
ing from  a  Hansom  at  the  steps  of 
the  "Flag,"  Pall  Mall,  I  opined  that 
dark  thoughts  of  Hoby  had  entered 
into  Clive  Newcome's  mind.  Othello- 
like, he  scowled  after  that  unconscious 
Cassio  as  the  other  passed  into  the 
club  in  his  lacquered  boots. 


CHAPTER  LXIV. 

ABSIT   OMEN. 

At  the  first  of  the  Blackwall  festi- 
vals, Hobson  Newcome  was  present, 
in  spite  of  the  quarrel  which  had 
taken  place  between  his  elder  brother 
nnd  the  chi^  of  the  firm  of  Hobson 
Brothers  &  Newcome.    Bat  it  was 


the  individual  Barnes  and  the  indi- 
vidual Thomas  who  had  bad  a  difier- 
ence  together ;  the  Bundlecund  Bank 
was  not  at  variance  with  its  chief 
house  of  commission  in  London  ;  no 
man  drank  prosperity  to  the  B.  B.  C, 
upon  occasion  of  this  festival,  with 
greater  fervor  than  Hobson  Newcome, 
and  the  manner  in  which  he  just 
slightly  alluded,  in  his  own  little 
speech  of  thanks,  to  the  notorious 
differences  between  Colonel  Newcome 
and  his  nephew,  praying  that  these 
mi^ht  cease  some  day,  and,  mean- 
while, that  the  confidence  between 
the  great  Indian  establishment  and 
its '  London  agents  might  never  di- 
minish, was  appreciated  and  admired 
by  six-and-thirty  gentlemen,  all  brim- 
ful of  claret  and  enthusiasm,  and  in 
that  happy  state  of  mind  in.  which 
men  appreciate  and  admire  every- 
thing. 

At  the  second  dinner,  when  the 
testimonial  was  presented,  Hobson 
was  not  present.  Nor  did  his  name 
figure  amongst  those  engraven  on  the' 
trunk  of  Mr.  Newcome's  allegorical 
silver  cocoanut-tree.  As  we  travelled 
homewards  in  the  omnibus,  Fred 
Bayliam  noticed  the  circumstance  to 
me.  "  I  have  looked  over  the  list  of 
names,"  savs  he,  "not  merely  that 
on  the  trunk,  sir,  but  the  printed  list ; 
it  was  rolled  up  and  placed  in  one  of 
the  nests  on  the  top  of  the  tree.  Why 
is  Hobson's  name  not  there?  —  Hal 
it  mislikes  me,  Pendennis." 

F.  B.,  who  was  now  verv  great 
about  City  affaire,  discoursed  about 
stocks  and  companies  with  immense 
learning,  and  gave  me  to  understand 
that  he  had  transacted  one  or  two 
little  operations  in  Capcl  Court  on 
his  own  account,  with  great  present, 
and  still  larger  prospective  advan- 
tages to  himself.  It  is  a  fact  that 
Mr.  Ridley  was  paid,  and  that  F. 
B.'s  costume,  though  still  eccentric, 
was  comfortable,  cleanly,  and  varie- 
gated. He  occupied  the  apartments 
once  tenanted  by  the  amiable  Honey- 
man.  He  lived  in  ease  and  comfort 
there.      "You  don't  suppose,"  says 
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he,  "  that  the  wretched  stipend  I  draw 
from  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  enables 
iTio  to  maintain  this  kind  of  thing? 
r.  B.,  sir,  has  a  station  in  the  world ; 
F.  B.  moves  among  moneyers  and 
City  nobs,  and  eats  cabobs  with 
wealthy  nabobs.  He  may  marry,  sir, 
and  settle  in  life."  We  cordially 
wished  every  worldly  prosperity  to 
the  brave  F.  B. 

Happening  to  descry  him  one  day 
in  the  Park,  I  remarked  that  his  coun- 
tenance wore  an  ominoas  and  tragic 
appearance,  which  seemed  to  deepen 
as  he  neared  me.  I  thought  he  had 
been  toying  affably  with  a  nursery- 
maid the  moment  before,  who  stood 
with  some  of  her  little  charges  watch- 
ing the  yachts  upon  the  Serpentine. 
Howbeit,  espying  my  approach,  F. 
B.  rtrode  away  from  the  maiden  and 
her  innocent  companions,  and  ad- 
vanced to  greet  his  old  acquaintance, 
enveloping  his  face  with  shades  of 
funereal  gloom. 

"  Yon  were  the  children  of  my  good 
friend  Colonel  Huckaback,  of  the 
Bombay  Marines !  Alas !  uncon- 
scious of  their  doom,  the  little  infants 
play.  I  was  watching  them  at  their 
fcports.  There  is  a  pleasing  young 
tvoman  in  attendance  upon  the  poor 
children.  They  were  sailing  their 
little  boats  upon  the  Serpentine ;  rac- 
ing and  laughing,  and  making  merry ; 
and  as  I  looked  on.  Master  Hastings 
Huckaback's  boat  went  down  !  Absit 
omen,  Pendennis  I  I  was  moved  by 
the  circumstance.  F.  B.  hopes  that 
the  child's  father's  argosy  may  not 
meet  with  shipwreck ! 

"You  mean  the  little  yellow-faced 
man  whom  we  met  at  Colonel  New- 
come's  'i "  says  Pendennis. 

"  I  do,  sir,''  growled  F.  B.  "  You 
know  that  he  is  a  brother  director  with 
Dur  Colonel  in  the Bundlecund Bank?  " 

"  Gracious  Heavens !  "  I  cried,  in 
sincere  anxiety,  "  nothing  has  hap- 
pened, I  hope,  to  the  Bundlecund 
Bank  ?  " 

"  Ko,"  answers  the  other,  "  nothing 
lias  happened  ;  the  good  ship  is  safe, 
fir,  afi  yet.    But  she  has  narrowly 


escaped  a  great  danger.  "  Penden- 
nis,'' cries  F.  B.,  griping  my  arm 
with  gre^t  energy,  "  there  was  a 
traitor  in  her  crew,  —  she  has  weath- 
ered the  storm  nobly,  —  who  would 
have  sent  her  on  the  rocks,  sir,  who 
would  have  scuttled  her  at  midnight." 

"  Pray  drop  your  nautical  meta- 
phoi*s,  and  tell  me  what  you  mean," 
cries  F.  B.'s  companion,  and  Bay- 
ham  continued  his  narration. 

"  Were  you  in  the  least  conversant 
with  City  affairs,"  he  said,  "  or  did 
you  deign  to  visit  the  spot  where 
merchants  mostly  congregate,  you 
would  have  heard  the  story  which 
was  over  the  whole  City  yesterday, 
and  spread  dismay  from  Threadnee- 
dle  Street  to  Leadenhall.  The  story 
is,  that  the  firm  of  Hobson  Brothers 
&  Newcome  yesterday  refused  accept- 
ance of  thirty  thousand  pounds' 
worth  of  bills  of  the  Bundlecund 
Banking  Company  of  India. 

"  The  news  came  like  a  thunder- 
clap upon  the  London  Board  of  Direc- 
tors, who  had  received  no  notice  of  the 
intentions  of  Hobson  Brothers,  and 
caused  a  dreadful  panic  amongst  the 
shareholders  of  the  concern.  The 
board-room  was  besieged  by  colonels 
and  captains,  widows  and  orphans  ; 
within  an  hour  after  protest  the 
bills  were  taken  up,  and  you  will 
see  in  the  City  article  of  the  Globe 
this  very  evening,  an  announce- 
ment that  henceforward  the  house 
of  Baines  &  Jolly,  of  Fog  Court,  will 
meet  engagements  of  the  Bundle- 
cund Bankmg  Company  of  India, 
being  provided  with  ample  funds  to 
do  honor  to  every  possible  liability  of 
that  Company.  But  the  shares  fell, 
cir,  in  consequence  of  the  panic.  I 
hope  they  will  rally.  I  trust  and  be- 
lieve they  will  rally.  For  our  good 
Colonel's  sake,  and  that  of  his  friends, 
for  the  sake  of  the  innocent  children 
sporting  by  the  Serpentine  yonder. 

"  I  had  my  suspicions  when  they 
gave  that  testimonial,"  said  F.  B. 
"  In  my  experience  of  life,  sir,  I  al- 
ways feel  rather  shy  about  testimo- 
nials, and  when  ft  party  gets  one. 
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somehow  look  out  to  hear  of  his 
smashing  the  next  month.  Ahsit 
omen  I  I  will  say  again.  I  like  not  the 
going  down  of  yonder  little  yacht." 

The  Globe  sure  enough  contained 
a  paragraph  that  evening  announcing 
the  occurrence  which  Mr.  Bayham 
had  described,  and  the  temporary 
panic  which  it  had  occasioned,  and 
containing  an  advertisement  -stating 
that  Messrs.  Baines  &  Jolly  would 
henceforth  act  as  agents  of  the  In- 
dian Company.  Legal  proceedings 
were  presently  threatened  by  the  so- 
licitors of  the  Company  against  the 
banking  firm  which  had  caused  so 
much  mischief.  Mr.  Hobson  New- 
come  was  absent  abroad  when  the 
circumstance  took  place,  and  it  was 
known  that  the  protest  of  the  bills 
was  solely  attributable  to  his  nephew 
and  partner.  But  after  the  break 
between  the  two  firms,  there  was  a 
rupture  between  Hobson's  family  and 
Colonel  Newcome.  The  exasperated 
Colonel  vowed  that  his  brother  and 
his  nephew  were  traitors  alike,  and 
would  have  no  further  dealings  with 
one  or  the  other.  Even  poor  inno- 
cent Sam  Newcome,  coming  up  to 
London  from  Oxford,  where  he  had 
been  plucked,  and  offering  a  hand 
to  Clive,  was  frowned  away  by  our 
Colonel,  who  spoke  in  terms  of  great 
displeasure  to  his  son  for  taking  the 
least  notice  of  the  young  traitor. 

Our  Colonel  was  changed,  changed 
in  his  heart,  changed  in  his  whole  de- 
meanor towards  the  world,  and  above 
all  towards  his  son,  for  whom  he  had 
made  so  many  kind  sacrifices  in  his 
old  days.  We  have  said  how,  ever 
since  Clive's  marriage,  a  tacit  strife 
had  been  growing  up  between  father 
and  son.  The  boy's  evident  unhap- 
piness  was  like  a  reproach  to  his 
father.  His  very  silence  angered  the 
old  man.  His  want  of  confidence 
daily  chafed  and  annoyed  him.  At 
the  head  of  a  large  fortune,  which 
he  rightly  persist^  in  spending,  he 
felt  angry  with  himself  because  he 
<»^uld  not  enjoy  it,  angry  with  his 
vho  should  have  helped  him  in 


the  administration  of  his  new  estate, 
and  who  was  but  a  listless,  useless 
member  of  the  little  confederacy,  a 
living  protest  against  all  the  schemes 
of  the  good  man's  past  life.  The 
catastrophe  in  the  City  again  brought 
father  and  son  together  somewhat, 
and  the  vindictiveness  of  both  was 
roused  by  Barnes's  treason.  Time 
was  when  the  Colonel  himself  would 
have  viewed  his  kinsman  more  char- 
itably, but  fate  and  circumstance  had 
angered  that  originally  friendly  and 
gentle  disposition  ;  hate  and  suspi- 
cion had  mastered  him,  and  if  it  can- 
not be  said  that  his  new  life  had 
changed  him,  at  least  it  had  brought 
out  faults  for  which  there  had  hither- 
to been  no  occasion,  and  qualities 
latent  before.  Do  we  know  our- 
selves, or  what  good  or  evil  circum- 
stance may  bring  from  us  1  Did 
Cain  know,  as  he  and  his  younger 
brother  played  round  their  mother's 
knee,  that  the  little  hand  which  ca- 
ressed Abel  should  one  day  grow 
larger,  and  seize  a  brand  to  slay  him  ? 
Thrice  fortunate  he,  to  whom  circum- 
stance is  made  easy  :  whom  fate  visits 
with  gentle  trial,  and  kindly  Heaven 
keeps  out  of  temptation. 

In  the  stage  wnich  the  family  feud 
now  reached,  and  which  the  biogra- 
pher of  the  Newcomes  is  bound  to 
describe,  there  is. one  gentle  moral- 
ist who  gives  her  sentence  decidedly 
against  Clive's  father ;  whilst  on  the 
other  hand,  a  rough  philosopher  and 
friend  of  mine,  whose  opinions  used 
to  have  some  weight  with  me,  stoutly 
declares  that  they  were  right.    "  War 
and  Justice  are  good   things,"  says 
George    Warrington,    rattling     his 
clenched  fist  on  the  table.     "  1  main- 
tain them,  and  the  common  sense  of 
the  world  maintains  them,  against 
the  preaching  of  all  the  Honeymans 
that  ever  puled  from  the  pulpit.     I 
have  not  the  least  objection  in  life  to 
a  rogue  being  hung.     When  a  scoun- 
drel is  whipped  I  am  pleased,  and  say« 
serve  him  right.     If  any  gentleman 
will  horsewhip  Sir  Barnes  Newcome, 
Baronet,  I  shall  not  be  shocked,  but. 
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on  the  contrary,  go  home  and  order 
an  extra  mutton-chop  for  dinner." 

"  All !  lievenge  is  wrong,  Pen," 
pleads  the  other  counsellor.  "  Let 
alone  tliat  the  wisest  and  best  of  all 
Judges  h^s  condemned  it.  It  black- 
ens the  hearts  of  men.  It  distorts 
their  views  of  right.  It  sets  them  to 
devise  evil.  It  caases  them  to  think 
unjustly  of  others.  It  is  not  the  no- 
ble ii  return  for  injury,  not  even  the 
biwvest  way  of  meeting  it.  The 
greatest  courage  is  to  bear  persecu- 
tion, not  to  answer  when  you  are  re- 
viled, and  when  a  wrong  has  been 
done  you  to  forgive.  I  am  sorry  for 
what  voii  call  the  Colonel's  triumph 
and  his  enemy's  humiliation.  Let 
Barnes  be  as  odious  as  you  will,  he 
ought  never  to  have  humiliated 
Ethel's  brother;  but  he  is  weak. 
Other  gentlemen  as  well  are  weak, 
Mr.  Peu,  although  you  are  so  much 
cleverer  than  women.  I  have  no  pa- 
tience with  the  Colonel,  and  I  beg 
you  to  tell  him,  whether  he  asks  you 
or  not,  that  he  has  lost  my  good 
graces,  and  that  I  for  one  will  not 
huzza  at  what  his  friends  and  flat- 
terers call  his  triumphs,  and  that  I 
don'c  think  in  this  instance  he  has 
acted  like  the  dear  Colonel,  and  the 
good  Colonel,  and  the  good  Christian, 
that  I  once  thought  him." 

"We  must  now  tell  what  the  Colo- 
nel and  Clive  had  been  doing,  and 
what  caused  two  such  different  opin- 
ions respecting  their  conduct  from 
the  two  critics  just  named.  The  re- 
fusal of  the  London  Banking  House 
to  accept  the  bills  of  the  Great  Indian 
Company  of  course  affected  very 
much  the  credit  of  that  Company  in 
this  country.  Sedative  announce- 
ments were  issued  by  the  Directors  in 
London;  brilliant  accounts  of  the 
Company's  rffairs  abroad  were  pub- 
lished ;  proof  incontrovertible  was 
given  that  the  B.  B.  C.  was  never  in 
so  flourishing  a  .'.tate  as  at  that  time 
when  Hobson  Brothers  had  refused 
its  drafts;  but  there  could  be  no 
question  that  the  Company  had  re- 
ceived a  severe  wound  and  was  deeply 

20 


if  not  vitally  injured  by  the  conduct 
of  the  London  firm. 

The  propensity  to  sell  out  became 
quite  epidemic  amongst  the  share- 
holders. Everybody  was  anxious  to 
realize.  Why,  out  of  the  thirty  names 
inscribed  on  poor  Mrs.  Clive's  cocoa- 
nut-tree  no  less  than  twenty  deserters 
might  be  mentioned,  or  at  least  who 
would  desert  could  they  find  an  op- 
portunity of  doing  so  with  arms  and 
baggage.  Wrathfully  the  good  Colo- 
nel scratched  the  names  of  those  faith- 
less ones  out  of  his  daughter's  visiting- 
book  ;  haughtily  he  met  tliem  in  the 
street;  to  desert  the  B.  B.  C,  at  the 
hour  of  peril  was,  in  his  idea,  like 
applying  for  leave  of  absence  on  the 
eve  of  an  action.  He  would  not  see 
that  the  question  was  not  one  of  sen- 
timent at  all,  but  of  chances  and 
arithmetic ;  he  would  not  hear  with 
patience  of  men  quitting  the  ship,  as 
he  called  it.  "  They  may  go,  sir," 
says  he,  "  but  let  them  never  more  be 
officers  of  mine."  With  scorn  and 
indignation  he  paid  off  one  or  two 
timid  friends,  who  were  anxious  to 
fl^,  and  purchased  their  shares  out  of 
his  own  pocket.  But  his  purse  was 
not  long  enough  for  this  kind  of 
amusement.  What  money  he  had 
was  invested  in  the  Company  already, 
and  his  name  further  pledged  for  meet- 
ing the  engagements  from  which  their 
late  London  Bankers  had  withdrawn. 

Those  gentlemen,  in  the  mean  while, 
spoke  of  their  diff'erences  with  the  In- 
dian Bank  as  quite  natural,  and  laugh- 
ed at  the  absurd  charges  of  personal 
hostility  which  poor  Thomas  New- 
come  publicly  preferred.  "  Here  is  a 
hot-headed  old  Indian  Dragoon,"  says 
Sir  Barnes,  **  who  knows  no  more 
about  business  than  I  do  about  cav- 
alry tactics  or  Hindostanee ;  who  gets 
into  a  partnership  along  with  other 
dragoons  and  Indian  wiseacres,  with 
some  uncommonly  wily  old  native 
practitioners ;  and  they  pay  great 
dividends,  and  they  set  up  a  bank. 
Of  course  we  will  do  these  people's 
business  as  long  as  we  are  covered, 
but  I  have  always  told  their  manager 
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that  we  would  nan  no  risks  whatever, 
and  close  the  account  the  very  mo- 
ment it  did  not  suit  us  to  keep  it : 
and  so  we  parted  company  six  weeks 
a^o,  since  when  there  has  been  a 
|)anic  in  the  Company,  a  panic  which 
has  been  increased  by  Colonel  New- 
tome's  absurd  swagger  and  folly.  He 
says  I  am  his  enemy ;  enemy  indeed ! 
So  I  am  in  private  life,  but  what  has 
that  to  do  with  bfisiness  ?  In  busi- 
ness, begad,  there  are  no  friends  and 
no  enemies  at  all.  I  leave  all  my 
sentiment  on  the  other  side  of  Temple 
Bar." 

So  Thomas  Newcome,  and  Clive 
the  son  of  Thomas,  had  wrath  in 
their  hearts  against  Barnes,  their  kins- 
man, and  desired  to  be  revenged  upon 
him,  and  were  eager  after  his  undo- 
ing, and  longed  for  an  opportunity 
when  they  might  meet  him  and  over- 
come him,  and  put  him  to  shame. 

When  men  are  in  this  frame  of 
mind,  a  certain  personage  is  said  al- 
ways to  be  at  hand  to  help  them  and 
give  them  occasion  for  indulging  in 
their  pretty  little  passion.  What  is 
sheer  hate  seems  to  the  individual  en- 
tertaining the  sentiment  so  like  indig- 
nant virtue  that  he  often  indulges  in 
the  propensity  to  the  full,  nay,  lauds 
himself  for  the  exercise  of  it.  I  am 
sure  if  Thomas  Newcome  in  his  pres- 
ent desire  for  retaliation  against 
Barnes  had  known  the  real  nature  of 
liis  sentiments,  towards  that  worthy, 
his  conduct  would  have  been  differ- 
ent, and  we  should  have  heard  of  no 
such. active  hostilities  as  ensued. 


CHAPTER  LXV. 

IX  WHICH  MRS.   CLIVE   COMES   INTO 
HER   FORTUNE. 

li^  speaking  of  the  affairs  of  the 
B.  B.  C.,  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  al- 
ways took  care  to  maintain  his  can- 
did' surprise  relating  to  the  proceed- 
ings of  that  Company.  He  set  about 
evil  reports  against  it !  He  endeavor 
to  do  it  a  wrong  —  absurd  1  If  a  friend 


were  to  ask  him  (and  it  was  quite  cn- 
rious  what  a  number  did  manage  to 
ask  him)  whether  he  thought  the 
Company  was  an  advantageous  in- 
vestment, of  course  he  would  give  an 
.inswer.  He  could  not  say  conscien- 
tiously he  thought  so  —  never  once 
had  said  so  —  in  the  time  of  their  con- 
nection, which  had  been  formed  solely 
with  a  view  of  obliging  his  amiable 
uncle.  It  was  a  quarrelsome  Com- 
pany ;  a  dragoon  Company ;  a  Com- 
pany of  gentlemen  accustomed  to 
gunpowder,  and  fed  on  mulligatawny. 
He,  forsooth,  be  hostile  to  it !  There 
were  some  Companies  that  required 
no  enemies  at  all,  and  would  be  pretty 
sure  to  go  to  the  deuce  their  own  way. 
Thus,  and  with  this  amiable  can- 
dor, spake  Barnes  about  a  commer- 
cial speculation,  the  merits  of  which 
he  had  a  right  to  canvass  as  well  as 
any  other  citizen.  As  for  Uncle  Hob- 
son,  his  conduct  was  characterized 
by  a  timidity  which  one  would  scarce- 
ly have  expected  from  a  gentleman 
of  his  florid,  jolly  countenance,  active 
habits,  and  generally  manly  demeanor. 
He  kept  away  from  the  cocoanat 
feast,  as  we  have  seen :  he  protested 
privily  to  the  Colonel  that  his  private 
good-will  continued  undiminished ; 
but  he  was  deeply  grieved  at  the  B.  B. 
C.  affair,  which  took  place  while  he 
was  on  the  Continent,  —  confound  the 
Continent,  my  wife  would  go,  —  and 
which  was  entirely  without  his  cogni- 
zance. The  Colonel  received  his 
brother's  excuses,  first  with  awful 
bows  and  ceremony,  and  finally  with 
laughter.  **  My  good  Hobson,"  said 
he,  with  the  most^sufferable  kind- 
ness, "of  course  you  intended  to  be 
friendly ;  of  course  the  affair  was  done 
without  your  knowledge.  We  under- 
stand that  sort  of  thing.  London 
bankers  have  no  hearts, — for  these 
last  fifty  years  past  that  1  have  known 
you  and  your  brother,  and  my  amiable 
nephew,  the  present  commanding  oflS- 
cer,  has  there  been  anything  in  your, 
conduct  that  has  led  me  to  suppose 
you  had  ? "  and  herewith  Colonel 
Newcome  burst  out  into  a  laagh.    It 
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was  not  a  pleasant  laugh  to  hear. 
Wortliy  Hobson  took  his  hat,  and 
walked  awa^',  brushing  it  round  and 
round,  and  looking  very  confused. 
The  Colonel  strode  after  him  doVn 
stairs,  and  made  him  an  awful  bow  at 
the  hall  door.  Never  again  did  Hob- 
son  Newcome  set  foot  in  that  Tybur- 
nian  mansion. 

During  the  whole  of  that  season  of 
the  testimonial  the  cocoanut  figured 
in  an  extraordinary  number  of  ban- 
quets. The  Colonel's  hospitalities 
were  more  profuse  than  ever,  and  Mrs. 
Clive's  toilets  more  brilliant.  Clive, 
ill  his  confidential  conversations  with 
his  friends,  was  very  dismal  and 
gloomy.  When  I  asked  City  news  of 
our  well-informed  friend  F.  B.,  I  am 
sorry  to  say,  his  countenance  became 
funereal.  TheB.  B.  C.  shares,  which 
had  been  at  an  immense  premium 
twelve  months  since,  were  now  slowly 
falling,  falling. 

"  I  wish,"  said  Mr  Sherrick  to  me, 
"  the  Colonel  would  realize  even  now, 
like  that  Mr.  Ratray  who  has  just 
come  out  of  the  ship,  and  brought  a 
hundred  thousand  pounds  with  him." 

"  Come  out  of  the  ship !  You  little 
know  the  Colonel,  Mr.  Sherrick,  if  you 
think  he  will  ever  do  that.'* 

Mr.  Ratray,  though  he  had  returned 
to  Europe,  gave  the  most  cheering  ac- 
counts of  the  B.  B.  C.  It  was  in  the 
most  flourishing  state.  Shares  sure 
to  get  up  again.  He  had  sold  out  en- 
tirely on  account  of  his  liver.  Must 
come  home,  —  the  doctor  said  so. 

Some  months  afterwards,  another 
director,  Mr.  Hedges,  came  home. 
Boih  of  these  gentlemen,  as  we  know, 
entertained  the  fashionable  world,  got 
Beats  in  Parliament,  purchased  places 
in  the  country,  and  were  greatly  re- 
spected. Mr.  Hedges  came  out,  but 
his  wealthy  partrier,  Mr.  McGaspey, 
entered  into  the  B.  B.  C.  The  entry 
of  Mr.  McGaspey  into  the  affairs 
of  the  Company  did  not  seem  to  pro- 
duce very  great  excitement  in  Eng- 
land. The  shares  slowly  fell.  How- 
evei-,  there  was  a  prodigious  indj^o 
crou.     The  London  manatrer  was  in 


crop. 


perfect  good-humor.  In  spite  of  this 
and  that,  of  defections,  of  unpleasant- 
ries,  of  unfavorable  whispers,  and 
doubtful  friends,  —  Thomas  Newcome 
kept  his  head  high,  and  his  iace  was 
always  kind  and  smiling,  except  when 
certain  family  enemies  were  men- 
tioned, and  he  frowned  like  Jove  in 
anger. 

We  have  seen  how  very  fond  little 
Rosey  was  of  her  mamma,  of  her  un- 
cle, James  Binnie,  and  now  of  her 
papa,  as  she  affectionately  styled 
Thomas  Newcome.  This  affection,  I 
am  sure,  the  two  gentlemen  returned 
with  all  their  hearts,  and  but  that 
they  were  much  too  generous  and 
simple-minded  to  entertain  such  a 
feeling,  it  may  be  wondered  that  the 
two  good  old  boys  were  not  a  little 
jealous  of  one  another.  Howbeit  it 
does  not  appear  that  they  entertained, 
such  a  feeling ;  at  least  it  never  in- 
terrupted the  kindly  friendship  be- 
tween them,  and  Clive  was  regarded 
in  the  light  of  a  son  by  both  of  them, 
and  each  contented  himself  with  his 
moiety  of  the  smiling  little  girl's  af- 
fection. 

As  long  as  they  were  with  her,  the 
truth  is,  little  Mrs.  Clive  was  very  fond 
of  people,  very  docile,  obedient,  easily 
pleased,  brisk,  kind,  and  good-hu- 
mored. She  charmed  her  two  old 
friends  with  little  songs,  little  smiles, 
little  kind  offices,  little  caresses  ;  and 
having  administered  Thomas  New- 
come's  cigar  to  him  in  the  daintiest, 
prettiest  way  she  would  trip  off"  to 
drive  with  James  Binnie,  or  sit  at 
his  dinner,  if  he  was  indisposed,  and 
be  as  gay,  neat-handed,  watchful,  and 
attentive  a  child  as  any  old  gentle- 
man could  desire. 

She  did  not  seem  to  be  very  sorry 
to  part  with  mamma,  a  want  of  feel- 
ing which  that  lady,  bitterly  deplored 
in  her  subsequent  conversation  with 
her  friends  about  Mrs.  Clive  New- 
come.  Possibly  there  were  reasons 
why  Rosey  should  not  be  very  much 
vexed  at  quitting  mamma ;  but  sure- 
ly she  might  have  dropped  a  little 
tear,  as  she  took  leave  of  kind,  good 
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old  James  Binnie.  Not  she.  The 
gendeman's  voice  faltered,  but  hers  did 
not  in  the  least.  She  kissed  him  on  the 
face,  all  smiles,  blushes,  and  happi- 
ness, and  tripped  into  the  railway- 
carriage  with  her  husband  and  father- 
in-law  at  Brussels,  leaving  the  poor 
old  uncle  very  sad.  Our  women  said, 
I  know  not  why,  that  little  Rosey 
had  no  heart  at  all.  Women  are  ac- 
customed to  give  such  opinions  re- 
specting the  wives  of  their  newly 
married  friends.  I  am  bound  to  add 
(and  I  do  so  during  Mr.  Clive  New- 
come's  absence  from  England,  other- 
wise I  should  not  like  to  venture  upon 
the  statement),  that  some  men  concur 
with  the  ladies'  opinion  of  Mrs.  Clive. 
For  instance.  Captains  Goby  and 
Hoby  declare  that  her  treatment  of 
the  latter,  her  encouragement  and  de- 
.sertion  of  him  when  Clive  made  his 
proposals,  were  sliameful. 

At  this  time  Rosey  wns  in  a  pupil- 
lary state.  A  good,  obedient  little 
girl,  her  duty  was  to  obey  the  wishes 
of  her  dear  mamma.  How  show  her 
sense  of  virtue  and  obedience  better 
than  by  promptly  and  cheerfully  obey- 
ing mamma,  and  at  the  orders  of  that 
experienced  Campai^er,  giving  up 
Bobby  Hoby,  and  gomg  to  England 
to  a  fine  house,  to  be  presented  at 
Court,  to  have  all  sorts  of  pleasure 
with  a  handsome  young  husband  and 
a  kind  father-in-law  by  her  side  ?  No 
wonder  Rosey  was  not  in  a  very  active 
state  of  grief  at  parting  from  Uncle 
James.  He  strove  to  console  himself 
wiih  these  considerations  when  he  had 
returned  to  the  empty  house,  where 
she  had  danced,  and  smiled,  and  war- 
bled ;  and  he  looked  at  the  chair  she 
sat  in ;  and  at  the  great  mirror  which 
had  so  often  reflected  her  fresh  pretty 
face  ;  —  the  great  callous  mirror, 
which  now  only  framed  upon  its  shin- 
ing sheet  the  turban,  and  the  ringlets, 
and  the  plump  person,  and  the  reso- 
lute smile  of  the  old  Campaigner. 
After  that  partingwithner  uncle  at 
"  Brussels  railway,  Rosey  never 
'\  beheld  him.  He  passed  into 
impaiguer's  keeping,  from  which 


alone  he  was  rescued  by  the  summons 
of  pallid  death.  Ho  met  that  sum- 
mons like  a  philosopher ;  rcjcctetl  ratli- 
er  testily  all  the  mortuary  consola- 
tions which  his  nephew-in-law,  Josey's 
husband,  thought  proper  to  bring  to 
his  bedside;  and  uttered  opinions 
which  scandalized  that  divine.  But 
as  he  left  Mrs.  M'Craw  only  £500, 
thrice  that  sum  to  his  sister,  and  the 
remainder  of  his  property  to  his  be- 
loved niece,  Rosa  Mackenzie,  now 
Rosa  Newcome,  let  us  trust  that  Dr. 
M'Craw,  hurt  and  angry  at  the  ill- 
favor  shown  to  his  wife,  his  third 
young  wife,  his  best-belov«i  Josey,  at 
the  impatience  with  which  the  de- 
ceased had  always  received  his,  Dr. 
M*Craw's,  own  sermons ;  —  let  us 
hope,  I  say,  that  the  reverend  gentle- 
man was  'mistaken  in  his  views  re- 
specting the  present  position  of  Mr. 
James  Binnie  s  soul ;  and  that  heaven 
may  have  some  regions  yet  accessible 
to  James,  which  Dr.  M'Craw's  intel- 
lect has  not  yet  explored.  Look,  gen- 
tlemen !  Does  a  week  pass  without 
the  announcement  of  the  discovery  of 
a  new  comet  in  the  sky,  a  new  star  in 
the  heaven,  twinkling  dimly  out  of  a 
yet  farther  distance,  and  only  now  be- 
coming visible  to  human  ken  tliough 
existent  forever  and  ever  ?  So  let  us 
hope  divine  truths  may  be  shining, 
and  regions  of  light  and  love  extant, 
which  Geneva  glasses  cannot  yet  per- 
ceive, and  are  l^yond  the  focus  of  Ro- 
man telescopes. 

I  think  Clive  and  the  Colonel  were 
more  affected  by  the  news  of  James's 
death  than  Rosey,  concerning  whose 
wonderful  strength  of  mind  good 
Thomas  Newcome  discoursed  to  my 
Laura  and  me,  when,  fancying  that 
my  friend's  wife  needed  comfort  and 
consolation,  Mrs.  Pendennis  went  to 
visit  her.  "  Of  course  we  shall  have 
no  more  parties  this  year,"  sighed 
Roeey.  She  looked  very  pretty  in  her 
black  dress.  Clive,  in  liis  hearty  way, 
said  a  hundred  kind  feeling  things 
about  the  departed  friend.  Thomas 
N^wcome's  recollections  of  him,  and 
regret,  were  no  less  tender  and  sincere. 
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**  Sec,"  says  he,  "  how  that  dear 
child's  sense  of  daty  makes  her  hide 
her  fvjclin^s !  Her  grief  is  most  deep, 
bat  bhe  wears  a  calm  countenance.  I 
see  hjr  looking  sad  in  private,  but  I 
no  sooner  ^pcak  than  she  smiles." 
''I  think,"  said  Laura,  as  we  came 
away,  "  that  Colonel  Newcome  per- 
forms all  the  courtship  part  of  the 
niirriage,  and  Clive,  poor  Clivc, 
though  he  spoke  very  nooly  and  gen- 
erously about  Mr.  Binnie,  I  am  sure 
it  is  not  his  old  friend's  death  merely, 
which  m  ikcs  him  so  unhappy." 

Poor  Clive,  by  right  of  his  wife, 
was  now  rich  Clive;  the  little  lady 
having  inherited  from  her  kind  relative 
no  inconsiderable  sum  of  money.  In 
a  very  early  part  of  this  story,  men- 
tion has  been  made  of  a  small  sum 
producinqf  one  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
which  Ciive's  father  had  made  over  to 
the  lad  when  he  sent  him  from  India. 
This  little  sum  Mr.  Clive  had  settled 
upon  his  wife  before  marriage,  being 
indeed  all  he  h:id  of  his  own  ;  for  the 
famous  bank  shares  which  his  father 
presented  to  him  were  only  made 
over  formally  when  the  young  man 
cams  to  London  after  his  marriage, 
and  at  th3  paternal  request  and  order 
appeared  as  a  most  inerticient  director 
of  the  B.  B.  C.  Now  Mrs.  Newcome^ 
of  her  own  inheritance,  possessed  not 
only  B.  B.  C.  shares,  but  moneys  in 
bank  and  shares  in  £ast  India  Stock, 
so  that  Clive  in  the  right  of  his  wife 
had  a  seat  in  the  Assembly  o&  East 
India  Shareholders,  and  a  voice  in  the 
election  of  Directors  of  that  famous 
Company.  I  promise  you  Mrs.  Clive 
was  a  personage  of  no  little  impor- 
tance. She  carried  her  little  head 
with  an  aplomb  and  gravity  which 
amused  some  of  us.  F.  B.  bent  his 
most  respectfully  down  before  her; 
she  sent  him  on  messages,  and  deigned 
to  ask  him.  to  dinner.  He  once 
more  wore  a  cheerful  countenance; 
the  clomls  which  gathered  o'er  the 
sun  of  Newcome  were  in  the  bosom  of 
the  ocean  buried,  Bayham  said,  by 
James  Binnie's  brilliant  behavior  to 
his  niece. 


Clive  was  a  proprietor  of  East  In- 
dia Stock,  and  had  a  vote  in  electing 
the  directors  of  that  Company  ;  and 
who  so  fit  to  be  a  director  of  its 
affairs  as  Thomas  Newcome,  Esq., 
Companion  of  the  Bath,  and  so  long 
a  distinguished  officer  in  its  army  ? 
To  hold  this  position  of  director 
u^cd,  up  to  very  late  days,  to  be  the 
natural  ambition  of  many  East  India 
gentlemen.  Colonel  Newcome  had 
often  thought  of  offering  himself  as  a 
candidate,  and  now  openly  placed 
himself  on  the  lists,  and  publicly  an- 
nounced his  intention.  His  interest 
was  rather  powerful  through  the  In- 
dian bank,  of  which  he  was  a  direc- 
tor, and  many  of  the  shareholders  of 
which  were  proprietors  of  the  East 
India  Company.  To  have  a  director 
of  the  B^  B.  C.  also  a  member  of  the 
parliament  in  Leadenhall  Street 
would  naturally  be  beneficial  to  the 
former  institution.  Thomas  New- 
come's  prospectuses  were  issued  ac- 
cordingly, and  his  canvass  received 
with  tolerable  favor. 

Within  a  very  short  time  another 
candidate  appeared  in  the  field, —  a  re- 
tired Bombay  lawyer  of  considerable 
repute  and  large  means,  —  and  at  the 
head  of  this  gentleman's  committee 
appeared  the  names  of  Hobson 
Brothers  &  Newcome,  very  formi- 
dable personages  at  the  East  India 
House,  with  which  the  bank  of  Hob- 
son  Brothers  have  had  dealings  for 
half  a  century  past,  and  where  the 
old  lady,  who  founded  or  consolidated 
that  family,  had  had  three  stars  be- 
fore her  own  venerable  name,  which 
had  descended  upon  her  son  Sir 
Brian,  and  her  grandson  Sir  Barnes. 

War  was  thus  openly  declared  be- 
tween Thomas  Newcome  and  his 
nephew.  The  canvass  on  both  sides 
was  very  hot  and  eager.  The  num- 
ber of  promises  was  pretty  equal. 
The  election  was  not  to  come  off  yet 
for  a  while ;  for  aspirants  to  the  hon- 
orable office  of  director  used  to  an- 
nounce their  wishes  years  before  they 
could  be  fulfilled,  and  returned  a^n 
and  again  to  the  contest  before 
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finally  won  it.  Howbeit,  the  ColoneFs 
prospects  were  very  fair,  and  a  prodi- 
gious indigo  crop  came  in  to  favor 
the  B.  B.  C.  with  the  most  brilliant 
report  from  the  board  at  Calcutta. 
The  shares,  still  somewhat  sluggish, 
rose  again,  the  Colonel's  hopes  with 
them,  and  the  courage  of  gentlemen 
at  home  who  had  invested  their  money 
in  the  transaction. 

We  were  sitting  one  day  round 
the  Colonel's  dinner-table  ;  it  was 
not  one  of  the  cocoanut-tree  days, 
that  emblem  was  locked  up  in  the 
butler's  pantry,  and  only  beheld  the 
lamps  on  occasions  of  state.  It  was 
a  snug  family-party  in  the  early  part 
of  the  year,  when  scarcely  anybody 
was  in  town  ;  only  George  Warring- 
ton, and  ¥.  B.,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Pendennis ;  and,  the  ladies  having  re- 
tired, we  were  having  such  a  talk  as 
we  used  to  enjoy  in  quite  old  days, 
before  marriages  and  cares  and  di- 
yisions  had  separated  us. 

F.  B.  led  the  conversation.  The  Col- 
onel received  his  remarks  with  great 
gravity,  and  thought  him  an  instruc- 
tive person  age.  Others  considered  him 
rathcras  amusing  than  instructive, and 
so  his  eloquence  was  generally  wel- 
come. The  canvass  for  the  directorsh  i  p 
was  talked  over.  The  improved  affairs 
of  a  certain  great  Banking  Company, 
which  shall  be  nameless,  but  one 
which  F.  B.  would  take  the  liberty  to 
state  would,  in  his  opinion,  unite 
forever  the  mother  country  to  our 
great  Indian  possessions ;  —  the 
prosperity  of  this  great  Company  was 
enthusinstic^ly  drunk  by  Mr.  Bay- 
ham  in  some  of  the  very  best  claret. 
The  conduct  of  the  enemies  of  that 
Company  was  characterized  in  terms 
of  bitter,  but  not  undeserved,  satire. 
F.  B.  rather  liked  to  air  his  oratory, 
and  neglected  few  opportunities  for 
making  speeches  after  dinner. 

The  Colonel  admired  his  voice  and 
sentiments  not  the  less,  perhaps,  be- 
cause the  latter  were  highly  laudatory 
of  the  good  man.  And  not  from  in- 
terest, at  least,  as  far  as  he  himself 
knew,  —  not  from  any  mean  or  self- 


ish motives,  did  F.  B.  speak.  He 
called  Colonel  Newcome  his  friend, 
his  benefactor  ;  kissed  the  hem  of 
his  garment ;  he  wished  fervently  that 
he  could  have  been  the  Colonel's  son ; 
he  expressed,  repeatedly,  a  desire  that 
some  one  would  speak  ill  of  the 
Colonel,  so  that  he,  F.  B.,  might 
have  the  opportunity  of  polishing 
that  individual  off  in  about  two  sec- 
onds. He  revered  the  Colonel  with 
all  his  heart;  nor  is  any  gentleman 
proof  altogether  against  this  constant 
regard  and  devotion  from  another. 

The  Colonel  used  to  wag  his  head 
wisely,  and  say  Mr.  Bay  ham's  sug- 
gestions were  often  exceedingly  valu- 
able, as  indeed  the  fact  was,  though 
his  conduct  was  no  more  of  a  piece 
with  his  opinions  than  those  of  some 
other  folks  0(  casionally  are. 

"  What  the  Colonel  ought  to  do,  sir, 
to  help  him  in  the  direction,"  says 
F.  Bi,  "  is  to  pet  into  Parliament. 
The  House  of  Commons  would  aid 
him  into  the  Court  of  Directors,  and 
the  Court  of  Directors  would  help  in 
the  House  of  Commons." 

"  Most  wisely  said,"  says  War- 
rington. 

The  Colonel  declined.  "  I  have 
long  had  the  House  of  Commons  in 
my  eye,"  he  said ;  "  but  not  for  me. 
I  wanted  my  boy  to  go  there.  It 
would  be  a  proud  day  for  me  if  I 
could  see  him  there." 

"  I  can't  speak,"  says  Clive,  from 
his  end  of  the  table.  "  I  don't  under- 
stand about  parties,  like  F.  B.  here." 

**  I  believe  I  do  know  a  thing  or 
two,"  Mr.  Bayham  here  politely  in- 
terposes. 

"  And  politics  do  not  interest  me 
in  the  least,"  Clive  siphs  out,  draw- 
ing pictures  with  his  fork  on  his  nap- 
kin, and  not  heeding  the  other's  in- 
terruption. 

"  I  wish  I  knew  what  would  in- 
terest him,"  his  father  whispers  to 
me,  who  happened  to  be  at  his  side. 
**  He  never  cares  to  be  out  of  his 
painting-room  ;  and  he  does  n't  seem 
to  be  very  happy  even  in  there.  I 
wish  to  (jod,  Pen,  I  knew  what  had 
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co:no  over  the  boy.**  I  thought  I 
liiijw  ;  but  -what  was  the  use  of 
telling,  now  there  was  no  remedy. 

"A  dissolution  is  expected  every 
day,"  continued  F.  B.  **  The  papers 
lire  full  of  it.  Ministers  cannot  go 
on  with  this  majority,  —  cannot  pos- 
sibly go  on,  sir.  I  have  it  on  the 
best  authority;  and  men  who  are 
anxious  about  their  seats  are  writing 
to  their  constituents,  or  are  subscrib- 
ing at  missionary  meetings,  or  are 
gone  down  to  lecturing  at  Athe- 
naeums, and  that  sort  of  thing." 

Here  Warrington  burst  out  into  a 
laughter  much  louder  than  the  oc- 
casion of  the  speech  of  F.  B.  seemed 
to  warrant ;  and  the  Colonel,  turning 
round  with  some  dignity,  asked  the 
cause  of  George's  amusement. 

"  What  do  you  think  your  darling, 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome  Newcome,  has 
been  doing  during  the  recess  ?  **  cries 
Warrington.  "  I  had  a  letter  this 
morning  from  my  liberal  and  punctual 
employer,  Thomas  Potts,  Esquire,  of 
the  Newcome  Independent,  who  states, 
in  lanijuage  scarcely  respectful,  that 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome  Newcome  is 
tmng  to  come  the  religious  dodge,  as 
Mr.  Potts  calls  it.  He  professes  to 
be  stricken  down  by  grief  on  account 
of  late  family  circumstances  ;  wears 
black,  and  puts  on  the  most  piteous 
aspect,  and  asks  ministers  of  various 
denominations  to  tea  with  him ;  and 
the  last  announcement  is  the  most 
stupendous  of  all.  Stop,  I  have  it 
in  my  great-coat."  And,  ringing 
the  bell,  George  orders  a  servant  to 
bring  him  a  newspaper  from  his 
great-coat  pocket.  "  Here  it  is,  act- 
ually in  print,**  Warrington  con- 
tinues, and  reads  to  us  :  —  '* '  New- 
come  Athenaeum.  1 .  for  the  benefit 
of  the  Newcome  Oi*phan  Children's 
Home,  and  2.  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Newcome  Soup  Association,  without 
distinction  of  denomination.  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  Newcome,  Bart., 
proposes  to  give  two  lectures,  on 
Friday  the  23d,  and  Friday  the  30th, 
instant.  No.  1,  The  toetry  of 
Childhood:     Doctor    Watts,    Mrs. 
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Barbauld,  Jane  Taylor.  No.  2,  The 
Poetry  of  Womanhood,  and  the  Af- 
fections :  Mrs.  Hemans,  L.  £.  L. 
Threepence  will  be  charged  at  the 
doors,  which  will  go  to  the  use  of 
the  above  two  admirable  societies.* 
Potts  wants  me  to  go  down  and 
hear  him.  He  has  an  eye  to  busi- 
ness. He  has  had  a  quarrel  with 
Sir  Barnes,  and  wants  me  to  go  down 
and  hear  him,  and  smash  him,  he 
kindly  says.  Let  us  go  down,  Clive. 
You  shall  draw  your  cousin  as  you 
have  drawn  his  villanous  little  mug 
a  hundred  times  before ;  and  I  will 
do  the  smashing  part,  and  we  will  have 
some  fun  out  of  the  transaction.*' 

"Besides,  Florae  ^ill  be  in  the 
country ;  going  to  Rosebury  is  a 
journey  worth  the  taking,  I  can  tell 
you ;  and  we  have  old  Mrs.  Mason 
to  go  and  see,  who  sighs  after  you. 
Colonel.  My  wife  went  to  see  her," 
remarks  Mr.  Pendennis,  "  and  —  ** 

"And  Miss  Newcome,  I  know, 
says  the  Colonel. 

"She  is  away  at  Brighton,  with 
her  little  charges,  for  sea  air.  My 
wife  heard  from  her  to-day.'* 

"  O,  indeed.  Mrs.  Pendennis  cor- 
responds with  her  ?  **  says  our  host, 
darkling  under  his  eyebrows  ;  and, 
at  this  moment,  my  neighbor,  F.  B., 
is  kind  enough  to  scrunch  my  foot 
under  the  table  with  the  weight  of 
his  heel,  as  much  as  to  warn  me,  by 
an  appeal  to  my  own  corns,  to  avoid 
treading  on  so  delicate  a  subject  in 
that  house.  "  Yes,  said  I,  in  spite, 
perhaps  in  consequence,  of  this  inter- 
ruption. "  My  wife  does  correspond 
with  Miss  Ethel,  who  is  a  noble  crea- 
ture, and  whom  those  who  know  her 
know  how  to  love  and  admire.  Slid 
is  very  much  chann:ed  since  you  knew 
her.  Colonel  Newcome ;  since  the  mis- 
fortunes in  Sir  Barnes's  familv,  and 
the  differences  between  you  and  him. 
Very  much  changed  and  very  much 
improved.  Ask  my  wife  about  her, 
who  knows  her  most  intimately,  and 
hears  from  her  constantly.** 

"  Very  likely,  very  likely,*'  cried  the 
Colonel,  hurriedly.  **  I  hope  she  is  im- 
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proved,  with  all  my  heart.  I  am  sure 
there  was  room  for  it.  Gentlemen,  shall 
we  go  up  to  the  ladies  and  have  some 
coffee  ?  "  And  htrewith  the  colloquy 
ended,  and  the  party  ascended  to  the 
drawing-room. 

The  party  ascended  to  the  drawing- 
room,  where  no  doubt  both  the  ladies 
were^  pleased  by  the  invasion  which 
ended  their  talk.  My  wife  and  the 
Colonel  talked  apart,  and  I  saw  the 
latter  looking  gloomy,  and  the  former 
pleading  very  eagerly,  and  using  a 
great  deal  of  action,  as  the  little  hands 
are  wont  to  do,  when  the  mistress's 
heart  is  very  much  moved.  I  was 
sure  she  was  pleading  Ethel's  cause 
with  her  uncle. 

So  indeed*  she  was.  And  Mr. 
George,  too,  knew  what  her  thoughts 
were.  "  Look  at  her ! "  he  said  to  me. 
**  Don't  you  see  what  she  is  doing  ? 
She  believes  in  that  girl  whom  you  all 
said  Clive  took  a  fancy  to  before  he 
married  his  present  little  placid  wife ; 
a  nice  little  simple  creature,  who  is 
worth  a  dozen  Ethels." 

"Simple  certainly,"  says  Mr.  P., 
with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulder. 

"A  simpleton  of  twenty  is  better 
than  a  rou^  of  twenty.  It  is  better 
not  to  have  thought  at  all  than  to 
have  thought  such  things  as  must 
go  through  a  girl's  mind  whose  life 
is  passed  in  jilting  and  being  jilt- 
ed ;  whose  eyes,  as  soon  as  they  arc 
opened,  are  turned  to  the  main  chance, 
and  are  tanght  to  leer  at  an  earl,  to 
languish  at  a  marquis,  and  to  grow 
blind  before  a  commoner.  I  don't 
know  much  about  fashionable  life. 
Heaven  help  us !  (you  young  Brum- 
mell!  I  see  the  reproach  in  your 
face!)  Why,  sir,  it  absolutely  ap- 
pears to  me  as  if  this  little  hop-o'-my- 
thumb  of  a  creature  has  begun  to  give 
hereelf  airs  since  her  marriap:e  and 
her  carriage.  Do  you  know,  I  rather 
thought  she  patronized  me  ?  Are  nil 
women  spoiled  by  their  contact  with 
the  world,  and  their  bloom  rubbed  off 
in  the  market  ?  I  know  one  who  seems 
to  me  to  remain  pure !  to  be  sure  I  only 
\now  her,  and  this  little  person,  and 


Mrs.  Flanagan  our  laundress,  and  my 
sisters  at  home,  who  don't  count.  But 
that  Miss  Newcome  to  whom  once  you 
introduced  me  ?  O  the  cockatrice  ! 
only  that  poison  don't  affect  your  wife, 
the  other  would  kill  her.  1  hope  the 
Colonel  will  not  believe  a  word  wliich 
Laura  says."  And  my  wife's  tite-h-tite 
with  our  host  coming  to  an  end  about 
this  time,  Mr.  Warrington  in  high 
^spirits  goes  up  to  the  ladies,  recapitu- 
lates the  news  of  Barnes's  lecture,  re- 
cites "How  doth  the  little  busy  bee," 
and  gives  a  quasi-satirical  comment 
upon  that  well-known  poem,  which 
bewilders  Mrs.  Clive,  until,  set  on  by 
the  laughter  of  the  rest  of  the  audience, 
she  laughs  very  freely  at  that  odd  man, 
and  calls  him  "you  droll  satirical  crea- 
ture you  !  "  and  says  "  she  never  was 
so  much  amused  in  her  life.  Were 
you,  Mrs.  Pendennis  ?  " 

Meanwhile  Clive,  who  has  been  sit- 
ting apart  moodily  biting  his  nails,  not 
listenmg  to  F.  B.'s  remarks,  has  broken 
into  a  laugh  once  or  twice,  and  pone 
to  a  writing-book,  on  which,  whilst 
George  is  still  disserting,  Clive  is 
drawing. 

At  the  end  of  the  other's  speech,  F. 
B.  goes  up  to  the  draughtsman,  locks 
over  his  shoulder,  makes  one  or  two 
violent  efforts  as  of  inward  convulsion, 
and  finally  explodes  in  an  enormous 
guffaw.  "  It  's  capital !  By  Jove,  it 's 
capital  1  Sir  Barnes  would  never  dare 
to  face  his  constituents  with  that  pic- 
ture of  him  hung  up  in  Newcome  ! " 

And  F.  B.  holds  up  the  drawing,  at 
which  we  all  laugh  except  Laura.  As 
for  the  Colonel,  he  paces  up  and  down 
the  room,  holding  the  sketch  close  to 
his  eyes,  holding  it  away  from  him, 
patting  it,  clapping  his  son  delightedly 
on  the  shoulder.  "  Capital !  capital ! 
We  '11  have  the  picture  printed  by 
Jove,  sir ;  show  vice  its  own  image ; 
and  shame  the  viper  in  his  own  nest, 
sir.     That 's  what  we  will." 

Mrs.  Pendennis  came  away  with 
rather  a  heavy  heart  from  this  party. 
She  chose  to  interest  herself  about  the 
right  or  wrong  of  her  friends ;  and  her 
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mind  was  disturbed  by  the  Coloners 
vindictive  spirit.  On  the  subsequent 
day  we  had  occasion  to  visit  our  friend 
J.  J.  (who  was  completing  the  sweet- 
est little  picture,  No.  263  in  the  Ex- 
hibition, "  Portrait  of  a  Lady  and 
Child  "),  and  we  foand  that  Clivc  had 
been  with  the  painter  that  morning 
likewise ;  and  that  J.  J.  was  acquaint- 
ed with  his  scheme.  That  he  did  not 
approve  of  it  we  could  read  in  the 
artist's  grave  countenance.  "Nor 
does  Clive  approve  of  it  either ! " 
cried  Ridley,  with  greater  eagerness 
than  he  usually  displayed,  and  more 
openness  than  he  was  accustomed  to 
exhibit  in  judging  unfavorably  of  his 
friends. 

"  Among  them  they  have  taken  him 
away  from  his  art,"  Ridley  said. 
"They  don't  understand  him  when 
he  talks  about  it;  they  despise  him 
for  pursuing  it.  Wny  should  I 
wonder  at  that  ?  my  parents  despised 
it  too,  and  my  father  was  not  a  grand 
gentleman  like  the  Colonel,  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis.  Ah !  why  did  the  Colonel 
ever  grow  rich  1  Why  had  not  Clive 
to  work  for  his  bread  as  I  have  ?  He 
would  have  done  something  that  was 
worthy  of  him  then;  now  his  time 
must  be  spent  in  dancing  attendance 
at  balls  and  operas,  and  yawning  at 
City  board-rooms.  They  call  that 
business ;  they  think  he  is  idling  when 
he  comes  here,  poor  fellow !  As  if 
life  was  long  enough  for  our  art ;  and 
the  best  labor  we  can  give,  good 
enough  for  it  I  He  went  away  groan- 
ing this  morning,  and  quite  saddened 
in  spirits.  The  Colonel  wants  to  set 
up  himself  for  Parliament,  or  to  set 
Clive  up ;  but  he  says  he  won't.  I 
hope  he  won't :  do  not  yon,  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis  ?  " 

The  painter  turned  as  he  spoke; 
and  the  bright  northern  light  which 
fell  upon  the  sitter's  head  was  inter- 
cepted, and  lighted  up  his  own  as  be 
addressed  us.  Out  of  that  bright 
light  looked  his  pale  thoughtful  face, 
and  long  locks  and  eager  brown  eyes. 
I'he  palette  on  his  arm  was  a  great 
shield  painted  of  many  colors :  he 
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carried  his  maulstick  and  a  sheaf  of 
brushes  along  with  it,  the  weapons  of 
his  glorious  but  harmless  war.  With 
these  he  achieves  conquests,  wherein 
none  are  wounded  save  the  envious  : 
with  that  he  shelters  him  against  how 
much  idleness,  ambition,  temptation ! 
Occupied  over  that  consoling  work, 
idle  tnoughts  cannot  gain  the  mastery 
over  him ;  selfish  wishes  or  desires  are 
kept  at  bay.  Art  is  truth :  and  truth 
is  religion  ;  and  its  study  and  practice 
a  daily  work  of  pious  duty.  What 
are  the  world's  struggles,  brawls,  suc- 
cesses, to  that  calm  recluse  pursuing 
his  ceiling?  See,  twinkling  in  the 
darkness  round  his  chamber,  numb'^.r- 
less  beautiful  trophies  of  the  graceful 
victories  which  he  has  won,  —  sweet 
flowers  of  fancy  rearei  by  him,  — 
kind  shapes  of  beauty  wnich  he  has 
devised  and  moulded.  The  world 
enters  into  the  artist's  studio,  and 
scornfully  bids  him  a  price  for  his 
genius,  or  makes  dull  pretence  to 
admire  it.  What  know  you  of  his 
art  ?  You  cannot  read  the  alphabet 
of  that  sacred  book,  good  old  Thomas 
Newcome !  What  can  you  tell  of  its 
glories,  joys,  secrets,  consolations? 
Between  his  two  best-beloved  mis- 
tresses, poor  Clive's  luckless  father 
somehow  interposes ;  and  with  sorrow- 
ful, even  angry  protests.  In  place  of 
Art  the  Colonel  bnngs  him  a  ledger ; 
and  in  lieu  of  first  love,  shows  him 
Rosey. 

No  wonder  that  Clive  hangs  his 
head;  rebels  sometimes^  desponds 
always ;  he  has  positively  determined 
to  refuse  to  stand  for  Newcome,  Ridley 
says.  Laura  is  glad  of  his  refusHl, 
and  begins  to  think  of  him  once  more 
as  of  the  Clive  of  old  days. 


CHAPTER  LXVI. 

IN  WHICH  THE  COLONEL  AND  THB 
NEWCOME  ATHBNiEUH  ABE  BOTH 
LECTUBBD. 

At  breakfast  with  his  family,  on 
the  morning  after  the  little  enteitain- 
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mcnt  to  which  we  were  bidden,  in  the 
last  chapter.  Colonel  Newcome  was 
full  of  the  projected  invasion  of 
Barnes's  territories,  and  delighted  to 
think  that  there  was  an  opportunity 
of  at  last  humiliating  that  rascal. 

''  Olive  does  not  think  he  is  a  rascal 
at  all,  papa,''  cries  Rosey,  from  behind 
her  tea-urn;  "that  is,  you  said 
you  thought  papa  judged  him  too 
harshly ;  you  know  you  did,  this 
morning!  And  from  her  husband's 
angry  glances,  she  flies  to  his  father's 
for  protection.  Those  were  even 
fiercer  than  Clive's.  Revenge  flashed 
from  beneath  Thomas  Newcome's 
grizzled  eyebrows,  and  glanced  in  the 
direction  where  Clive  sat.  Then  the 
Colonel's  face  flushed  up,  and  he  cast 
his  eyes  down  towards  his  teacup, 
which  he  lifted  with  a  trembling  hand. 
The  father  and  son  loved  each  other 
so  that  each  was  afraid  of  the  other. 
A  war  between  two  such  men  is  dread- 
ful ;  pretty  little  pink-faced  Rosey,  in 
a  sweet  little  morning  cap  and  ribbons, 
her  prcttylittle  fingers  twinkling  with 
a  score  of  rings,  sat  simpering  before 
her  silver  tea-urn,  which  reflected  her 
pretty  little  pink  baby  face.  Little 
artless  creature !  wh(^t  did  she  know 
of  the  dreadful  wounds  which  her 
little  words  inflicted  in  the  one  gene- 
rous breast  and  the  other. 

"  My  boy's  heart  is  gone  from  me," 
thinks  poor  Thomas  Newcome ;  "  our 
family  is  insulted,  our  .  enterprises 
ruined,  by  that  traitor,  and  my  son  is 
not  even  angry !  he  does  not  care  for 
the  success  of  our  plans,  —  for  the 
honor  of  our  name  even  ;  I  make  him 
a  position  of  which  any  young  man 
in  England  might  be  proud,  and  Clive 
scarcely  deigns  to  accept  it." 

"My  wife  appeals  to  my  father," 
thinks  poor  Clive;  "it  is  from  him 
she  asks  counsel,  and  not  from  me. 
Be  it  alx)ut  the  ribbon  in  her  cap,  or 
any  other  transaction  in  our  lives,  she 
takes  her  color  from  his  opinion,  and 
goes  to  him  for  advice,  and  I  have  to 
wait  till  it  is  given,  and  conform  my- 
self to  it.  If  I  differ  from  the  dear 
old  father,  I  wound  him ;  if  I  yield 


up  my  opinion,  as  I  do  always,  it  is 
with  a  bad  grace,  and  I  wound  him 
still.  With  the  best  intentions  in 
the  world,  what  a  slave's  life  it  is  that 
he  has  made  for  me ! " 

"How  interested  you  are  in  your 
papers,"  resumes  the  sprightly  Rosey. 
"  What  can  vou  find  in  those  ho*r- 
rid  politics?'*^  Both  gentlemen  are 
looking  at  their  papers  with  all  their 
might,  and  no  douot  cannot  see  one 
single  word  which  those  brilliant  and 
witty  leading  articles  contain. 

"  Clive  is  like  you,  Rosey,"  says  the 
Colonel,  laying  his  p«per  down,  "  and 
does  not  care  for  politics." 

"He  only  cares  for  pictures,  papa," 
says  Mrs.  Clive.  "  He  would  not  drive 
wi:h  me  yesterday  in  the  Park,  but 
spent  hours  in  his  room,  while  you 
were  toiling  in  the  City,  poor  papa ! 
—  spent  hours  painting  a  horrid  beg- 
gar-man dressea  up  as  a  monk.  And 
thio  morning,  he  got  up  quite  early, 
quite  early,  and  has  been  out  ever  so 
long,  and  only  came  in  for  breakfast 
just  now !  just  before  the  bell  rung." 

"I  like  a  ride  before  breakfast," 
says  Clive. 

"  A  ride  I  I  know  where  you  have 
been,  sir!  He  goes  away,  rooming 
after  morning,  to  that  little  Mr.  Rid- 
ley's, —  his  chum,  pap'x,  and  he  comes 
back  with  his  hands  all  over  horrid 
paint.  He  did  this  morning:  you 
Know  you  did,  Clive." 

"  I  aid  not  keep  any  one  waiting, 
Rosey,"  says  Clive.  "  I  like  to  have 
two  or  three  hours  at  my  painting 
when  I  can  spare  them?"  Indeed, 
the  poor  fellow  used  so  to  run  away 
of  summer  mornings  for  Ridley's  in- 
structions, and  gallop  home  again,  so 
as  to  be  in  time  for  the  family  meal. 

"  Yes,"  cries  Rosey,  tossing  up  tlic 
cap  and  ribbons,  "  he  gets  up  so  early 
in  the  morning  that  at  night  he  falls 
asleep  after  dinner ;  very  fueasant  and 
polite,  is  n't  he,  papa  ? '' 

"I  am  up  betimes  too,  my  dear," 
says  the  Colonel  (many  and  many  a 
time  he  must  have  heard  Clive  as  he 
left  the  house) ;  "  I  have  a  great  many 
letters  to  write,  affairs  of  the  greatest 
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importance  to  examine  and  conduct. 
Mr.  Betts  from  the  City  is  often  with 
me  for  hours  before  I  come  down  to 
your  breakfast-table.  A  man  who  has 
*th3  affairs  of  such  a  great  bank  as 
ours  to  look  to  must  be  up  with  the 
lark.  We  ore  all  early  risers  in 
India." 

"  You  dear  kind  papa  !  "  says  little 
Rosey,  with  unfeigned  admiration; 
and -she  puts  out  one  of  the  plump 
white  little  jewelled  hands,  and  pats 
the  lean  brown  paw  of  _  the  Colonel 
which  is  nearest  to  her. 

"  Is  Ridley's  picture  getting  on  well, 
Clivel"  asks  the  Colonel,  trying  to 
interest  himself  about  Ridley  and  his 
picture. 

"  Very  well ;  it  is  beautiful ;  he  has 
sold  it  for  a  great  price;  they  must 
make  him  an  academician  next  year," 
replies  Clivc. 

"  A  most  industrious  and  meritori- 
ous young  man;  he  desei-ves  every 
honor  that  may  hapjpen  to  him,"  says 
the  old  soldier.  "  Kosey  my  dear,  it 
is  time  that  you  should  ask  Mr.  Ridley 
to  dinner,  and  Mr.  Smee,  and  some  of 
those  gentlemen.  We  will  drive  this 
afternoon  and  see  your  portrait." 

"  Clive  docs  not  go  to  sleep  after 
dinner  when  Mr.  Ridley  comes  here," 
cries  Rosey. 

"  No ;  I  think  it  is  my  turn  then," 
says  the  Colonel,  with  a  glance  of 
kindness.  The  anger  has  disappeared 
from  under  his  brows  ;  at  that  moment 
the  menaced  battle  is  postponed. 

"And  yet  I  know  thatit  must  come," 
says  poor  Clive,  telling  me  the  story 
as  he  hangs  on  ray  arm,  and  we  pace 
througl^  the  Park.  "The  Colonel 
and  I  are  walking?  on  a  mine,  and  that 
poor  little  wife  of  mine  is  perpetually 
flinging  little  shells  to  Are  it.  I  some- 
times wish  it  were  blown  up,  and  I 
were  done  for,  Pen.  I  don't  think 
my  widow  would  break  her  heart 
about  me.  No ;  I  have  no  right  to 
say  that ;  it 's  a  shame  to  say  that ;  she 
tries  her  very  best  to  please  me,  poor 
little  dear  It  's  the  fault  of  my 
temper,  perhaps,  that  she  can't.  But 
they  neither  understand  me,  don't  you 


see  ?  the  Colonel  can't  help  thinking 
I  am  a  degraded  being,  because  I  am 
fond  of  painting.  Still,  dear  old  boy, 
he  patronizes  Ridley ;  a  man  of  genius, 
whom  those  sentries  ought  to  salute 
by  Jove,  sir,  when  he  passes.  Ridley 
patronized  by  an  old  officer  of  Indian 
dragoons,  a  little  bit  of  a  Rosey,  and 
a  fellow  who  is  not  lit  to  lay  his  palette 
for  him !  I  want  sometimes  to  ask  J. 
J.'s  pardon,  after  the  Colonel  has  been 
talking  to  him  in  his  confounded  con- 
descending way,  uttering  some  awful 
bosh  about  the  fine  arts.  Rosev 
follows  him,  and  trips  round  J.  J.  s 
studio,  and  pretends  to  admire,  and 
says,  *  How  soft ;  how  sweet ! '  recall- 
ing some  of  mamma-in-law's  dread- 
ful expressions,  which  make  me 
shudder  when  I  hear  them.  If  my 
poor  old  father  had  a  coniidant  into 
whose  arm  he  could  hook  his  own, 
and  whom  he  could  pester  with  his 
family  griefs  as  I  do  you,  the  dear  old 
boy  would  have  his  dreary  story  to 
tell  too.  I  hate  banks,  bankers, 
Bundlecund,  indigo,  cotton,  and  the 
whole  business.  I  go  to  that  con- 
founded board,  and  never  hear  one 
syllable  that  the  fellows  are  talking 
about. '  I  sit  there  because  he  wishes 
me  to  sit  there;  don't  you  think 
he  sees  that  my  heart  is  out  of  the 
business ;  that  I  would  rather  be  at 
home  in  my  painting-TX)om  ?  We 
don't  understand  each  other,  but  we 
feel  each  other  as  it  were  by  instinct. 
Each  thinks  in  his  own  way,  but 
knows  what  the  other  is  thinking. 
We  fight  mute  battles,  don't  you  see  ? 
and  our  thoughts,  though  we  don't  ex- 
press them,  are  perceptible  to  one 
another,  and  come  out  from  our  eyes, 
or  pass  out  from  us  somehow,  and 
meet,  and  fight,  and  strike,  and 
wound." 

Of  course  Clive's  confidant  saw  how 
sore  and  unhappy  the  poor  fellow 
was,  and  commiserated  his  fatal  bnt 
natural  condition.  The  little  ills  of 
life  are  the  hardest  to  bear,  as  we  all 
very  well  know.  What  would  the 
possession  of  a  hundred  thousand  a 
year,  or  fam^  and  the  applauseof  ^ 
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ooantrvmen,  or  the  loveliest  and  best- 
beloved  woman,  —  of  any  glory,  and 
happiness,  or  good  fortune,  avail  to  a 
gentleman,  for  instance,  who  was  al- 
lowed to  enjoy  them  only  with  the  con- 
dition of  wearing  a  shoe  with  a  coaple 
of  nails  or  sharp  pebbles  inside  it  ?  All 
fame  and  happiness  woald  disappear, 
and  plunge  down  that  shoe.  All  life 
would  rankle  round  those  little  nails. 
I  strove,  by  such  philosophic  sedatives 
as  confidants  are  wont  to  apply  on 
these  occasions,  to  soothe  my  poor 
friend's  anger  and  pain ;  and  I  dare 
say  the  little  nails  hurt  the  patient 
just  as  much  as  before. 

Clive  pursued  his  lugubrious  talk 
through  the  Park,  and  continued  it  as 
far  as  the  modest-furnished  house 
which  we  then  occupied  in  the  Pimlico 
r^ion.  It  so  happened  that  the 
Colonel  and  Mrs.  Clive  also  called 
upon  us  that  day,  and  found  this 
culprit  in  Laura's  drawing-room, 
when  they  entered  it,  descending  out 
of  that  splendid  barouche  in  which 
we  have  already  shown  Mrs.  Clive  to 
the  public. 

''He  has  not  been  here  for  months 
before;  nor  have  you,  Rosey;  nor 
have  you,  Colonel ;  though  we  have 
smothered  our  indignation,  and  been 
to  dine  with  you,  and  to  call,  ever  so 
many  times  !     cries  Laura. 

The  Colonel  pleaded  his  business 
engagements ;  Rosa,  that  littfe  woman 
of  the  world,  had  a  thousand  calls  to 
make,  and  who  knows  how  much  to 
do,  since  she  came  out?  She  had 
been  to  fetch  papa  at  Bays's,  and  the 
porter  had  told  the  Colonel  that  Mr. 
Clive  and  Mr.  Pendennis  had  just 
left  the  club  together. 

"  Clive  scarcely  ever  drives  with 
me,"  says  Rosa, "  papa  almost  always 
noes. 

"  Rosey's  is  such  a  swell  carriage 
that  I  feel  ashamed,"  says  Clive. 

"  I  don't  undei'stand  you  young 
men.  I  don't  see  why  vou  need  be 
ashamed  to  go  on  the  course  with  your 
wife  in  her  carriage,  Clive,"  remarks 
the  Colonel. 

"The  Course!  the  Course  is  at 


Calcutta,  papa ! "  cries  Rosey.   "  We 
drive  in  the  Park." 

**  We  have  a  park  at  Barrackpore 
too,  my  dear,"  says  papa. 

"And  he  calls  his  grooms  saicesi 
He  said  he  was  going  to  send  away  a 
saice  for  being  tipsy,  and  I  did  not 
know  in  the  least  what  he  could 
mean,  Laura ! " 

"  Mr.  Newcome !  you  must  go  and 
drive  on  the  course  with  Rosa,  now ; 
and  the  Colonel  must  sit  and  talk 
with  me,  whom  he  has  not  been  to 
see  for  such  a  long  time."  Clive 
presently  went  off  in  state  by  Rosey 's 
side,  and  then  Laura  showed  Colonel 
Newcome  his  beautiful  white  Cash- 
mere shawl  round  a  successor  of  that 
little  person  who  had  first  been  wrap- 
ped in  that  web,  now  a  stout  young 
gentleman  whose  noise  could  be  clear- 
ly heard  in  the  upper  regions. 

"  I  wish  you  could  come  down  with 
us,  Arthur,  upon  our  electioneering 
visit." 

"  That  of  which  you  were  talking 
last  night  ?  Are  you  bent  upon 
it?" 
"  Yes,  I  am  determined  on  it." 
Laura  heard  a  child's  cry  at  this 
moment,  and  left  the  room  with  a 
parting  glance  at  her  husband,  who 
m  fact  had  talked  over  the  matter 
with  Mrs.  Pendennis,  and  agreed  with 
her  in  opinion. 

As  the  Colonel  had  opened  the 
question,  I  ventured  to  make  a  re- 
spectful remonstrance  against  the 
scheme.  Vindictiveness  on  the  part 
of  a  man  so  simple  and  generous,  so 
fair  and  noble  in  all  his  dealings  as 
Thomas  Newcome,  appeared  in  mj 
mind  unworthy  of  him.  Surely  his 
kinsman  had  sorrow  and  humiliation 
enough  already  at  home.  Barnes's 
further  punishment,  we  thought, 
might  be  left  to  time,  to  remorse,  to 
the  Judge  of  right  and  wrong ;  Who 
better  understands  than  we  can  do 
our  causes  and  temptations  towards 
evil  actions.  Who  reserves  the  sen- 
tence for  His  own  tribunal.  But 
when  angered,  the  best  of  us  mistake 
our  own  motives,  as  we  do  those  of 
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the  enemy  who  inflames  na.  What 
may  bo  private  revenge,  we  take  to 
bs)  indignant  virtue,  and  just  revolt 
at^ainst  wrong.  The  Colonel  would 
not  hear  of  couus»els  of  moderation, 
such  as  I  bore  him  from  a  sweet 
Christian  pleader.  "  Remorse  !  "  he 
cried  out,  with  a  laugh,  "  that  villain 
will  never  feel  it  until  he  is  tied  up 
an<l  whipped  at  the  cart's  tail !  Time 
change  that  roffue !  Unless  he  is 
wholesomely  punished,  he  will  grow 
a  greater  scoundrel  every  year.  I  am 
inclined  to  think,  sir,"  says  he,  his 
honest  brows  darkling  as  he  looked 
towards  me,  "  that  you  too  are  spoiled 
by  this  wicked  world,  and  these  heart- 
less, fashionable,  fine  people.  You 
wish  to  live  well  with  the  enemy,  and 
with  us  too,  Pendennis.  It  can't  be. 
He  who  is  not  with  us  is  against  us. 
I  very  much  fear,  sir,  that  the  women, 
the  women,  you  understand,  have 
bc6n  talking  you  over.  Do  not  let 
us  speak  any  more  about  this  subject, 
for  1  don't  wish  that  my  son,  and  my 
son's  old  friend,  should  have  a  quar- 
rel." His  face  became  red,  his  voice 
quivered  with  agitation,  and  he  looked 
with  glances  which  I  was  pained  to 
behold  in  those  kind  old  eyes:  not 
because  his  wrath  and  suspicion 
visited  myself,  but  because  an  impar- 
tial witness,  nd.y,  a  friend  to  Thomas 
Newcome  in  that  family  quarrel,  I 
grieved  to  think  that  a  generous  heart 
was  led  astray,  and  to  see  a  good  man 
do  wrong.  So  with  no  more  thanks 
for  his  interference  than  a  man  usual- 
ly gets  who  meddles  in  domestic 
strifes,  the  present  luckless  advocate 
ceased  pleading. 

To  be  sure,  the  Colonel  and  Clive 
had  other  advisers,  who  did  not  take 
the  peaceful  side.  George  Warring- 
ton was  one  of  these ;  he  was  for  a 
war  a  Voutrance^  with  Barnes  New- 
come;  for  keeping  no  terms  with 
such  a  villain.  He  found  a  pleasure 
in  hunting  him  and  whipping  him. 
**  Barnes  ought  to  be  punished," 
George  sjfid,  "  for  his  poor  wife's  mis- 
fortune; it  was  Barnes's  infernal 
cruelty,  wickedness,  selfishness,  which 


had  driven  her  into  misery  and 
wrong."  Mr.  Warrington  went  down 
to  Newcome,  and  was  present  at  that 
lecture  whereof  mention  has  been 
made  in  a  preceding  chapter.  I  am 
afraid  his  behavior  was  very  indec- 
orous ;  he  laughed  at  the  pathetic 
allusions  of  the  respected  member  for 
Newcome ;  he  sneered  at  the  sublime 
passages  ;  he  wrote  an  awful  critique 
in  the  Newcome  Independent  two 
days  after,  whereof  the  irony  was  so 
subtle  that  half  the  readers  of  the 
paper  mistook  his  grave  scorn  for  re< 
spect,  and  his  jibes  for  praise. 

Clive,  his  tather,  and  Frederick 
Bay  ham,  their  faithful  aide-de-camp, 
were  at  Newcome  likewise  When  Sir 
Barnes's  oration  was  delivered.  At 
first  it  was  given  out  at  Newcome 
that  the  Colonel  visited  the  place  for 
the  purpose  of  seeing  his  dear  old 
friend  and  pensioner,  Mrs.  Mason, 
who  was  now  not  long  to  enjoy  his 
bounty,  and  so  old  as  scarcv.*ly  to 
know  her  benefactor.  Only  after  her 
sleep,  or  when  the  sun  warmed  her 
and  the  old  wine  with  which  he  sup- 
plied her,  was  the  good  old  woman  able 
to  recognize  her  Colonel.  She  mih- 
gled  father  and  son  together  in  her 
mind.  A  lady  who  now  often  came 
in  to  her  thought  she  was  wandering 
in  her  talk,  when  the  poor  old  wo- 
man spoke  of  a  visit  she  had  had 
fi*om  her  boy ;  and  then  the  attend- 
ant told  Miss  Newcome  that  such  a 
visit  had  actually  taken  place,  and  that 
but  yesterday  Clive  and  his  father 
had  been  in  that  room,  and  occnpied 
the  chair  where  she  sat  "  The  young 
lady  was  taken  quite  ill,  and  seemed 
ready  to  faint  almost,"  Mrs.  Mason's 
servant  and  spokeswoman  told  Colonel 
Newcome  when  that  gentleman  ar- 
rived shortly  after  Ethel's  departure, 
to  see  his  old  nurse.  ''  Indeed !  ho 
was  very  sorry."  The  maid  told 
many  stories  about  Miss  Newcome's 
goodness  and  charity ;  how  she  was 
constantly  visiting  the  poor  now ; 
how  she  was  forever  engaged  in  good 
works  for  the  young,  the  sick,  and  the 
aged.    She  had  had  a  dreadful  m'  ' 
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tune  in  lore ;  she  was  going  to  be  mar- 
ried to  a  young  marquis ;  richer  even 
than  Prince  de  Montcontour  down  at 
Bosebury ;  but  it  was  all  broke  off  on 
account  of  that  dreadful  affair  at  the 
Hall. 

"  Was  she  very  good  to  the  poor  ? 
did  she  come  often  to  see  her  grand- 
father's old  friend  ?  it  was  no  more 
than  she  ought  to  do,"  Colonel  New- 
come  said  ;  without,  however,  think- 
ing fit  to  tell  his  informant  that  he 
had  himself  met  his  niece  Ethel,  five 
minutes  before  he  had  entered  Mrs. 
Mason's  door. 

The  poor  thing  was  in  discourse 
with  Mr.  Harris,  the  surgeon,  and 
talking  (as  best  she  might,  for  no 
doubt  the  news  which  she  had  just 
heard  had  agitated  her),  talking 
about  blankets  and  arrowroot,  wine, 
and  medicaments  for  her  poor,  when 
she  saw  her  uncle  coming  towards 
her.  She  tottered  a  step  or  two  for- 
wards to  meet  him  ;  held  both  her 
hands  out,  and  called  his  name ;  but 
he  looked  her  sternly  in  the  face,  took 
off  his  hat  and  bowed,  and  passed  on. 
He  did  not  think  fit  to  mention  the 
meeting  even  to  his  son,  Clive ;  but 
we  may  be  sure  Mr.  Harris,  the  sur- 
geon, spoke  of  the  circumstance  that 
night  after  the  lecture  at  the  club, 
where  a  crowd  of  gentlemen  were 
gathered  together,  smoking  their 
cigars,  and  enjoying  themselves  ac- 
cording to  their  custom,  and  discuss- 
ing Sir  Barnes  Newcomers  perform- 
ance. 

According  to  established  usage  in 
such  cases,  our  esteemed  representa- 
tive was  received  by  the  committee  of 
the  Newcome  Athenaeum,  assembled 
in  their  committee-room,  and  thence 
marshalled  by  the  chairman  and 
vice-chairman  to  his  rostrum  in  the 
lecture-hall,  round  about  which  the 
magnates  of  the  institution  and  the 
notabilities  of  the  town  were  rallied 
on  this  public  occasion.     The  Baron- 

"'^me  in  some  state  from  his  own 

arriving  at   Newcome  in   his 

with  four  horses,  accompan- 

ly  Lady  his  mother,  and  Miss 


Ethel  his  beautiftd  sister,  who  was 
now  mistress  at  the  Hall.     His  little 
girl  was   brought, —  five   years  old 
now ;  she  sat  on  her  aunt's  knee,  and 
slept  during  a  greater  part  of  the 
performance.     A  fine  bustle,  we  may 
be  sure,  was   made  on  the  introduce 
tion  of  these  personages  to  their  re- 
served  seats   on  the  platform,  where 
they  sat  encompassed  by  others  of  the 
great   ladies   of  Newcome,  to  whom 
they  and  the  lecturer  were  especially 
gracious   at  this  season.     Was  not 
Parliament    about    to    be  dissolved, 
and  were  not  the  folks  at  Newcome 
Park  particularly  civil  at  that  inter- 
esting period  ?     So  Barnes  Newcome 
mounts  his  pulpit,  bows  round  to  the 
crowded    assembly    in    acknowledg- 
ment of  their  buzz   of  applause  or 
recognition,    passes    his    iilv- white 
pocket-handkerchief  across  his   thin 
lips,  and  dashes  off  into  his  lecture 
about  Mrs.  Hemans  and  the  poetry 
of  the  affections.    A  public  man,  a 
lommercial  man   as  we  well  know, 
yet  his  heart  is  in  his  home,  and  his 
joy  in  his  affections ;  the  presence  of 
this    immense    assembly    here    this 
evening;  of  the  industrious  capital- 
ists ;  of  the  intelligent  middle  claFS ; 
of  the  pride  and  main-stay  of  England, 
the   operatives   of  Newcome;    these 
sunounded  by  their  wives  and  their 
cliildren  (a  graceful  bow  to  the  bon- 
nets  to  the  right  of  the  platform) 
show  that  they  too  have  hearts  to 
feel,  and  homes  to  cherish ;  that  they, 
too,  feel  the  love  of  women,  the  inno- 
cence of  children,  the  love  of  song  ! 
Our  lecturer  then  makes  a  distinction 
between  man's   poetry  and  woman's 
poetry,  charging  considerably  in  favor 
of  the  latter.     We  show  that  to  ap- 
peal to  the  affections  is  after  all  the 
true  office  of  the  bard;  to  decorate 
the    homely     threshold,  to    wreathe 
flowers  round   the   domestic  hearth, 
the  delightful  duty  of  the  Christian 
singer.    We  glance  at  Mr^.  Hemans's 
biography,  and   state  where  she  w,as 
born,  and  under  what  circumstances 
she  must  have  at  first,  &c.,  &c.    Is 
this  a  correct  account  of  Sir  Barnes 
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Newcome's  lecture  1  I  was  not  pres- 
ent, and  (lid  not  read  the  report. 
Vciy  likely  the  above  may  be  a  rem- 
inisccncj  of  that  mock  lecture  which 
Warrington  delivered  in  anticipation 
of  the  Baronet's  oration. 

After  he  had  read  for  about  five 
minutes,  it  was  remarked  the  Baronet 
suddenly  stopped  and  became  exceed- 
ingly confused  over  his  manuscript; 
betaking  himself  to  his  auxiliary  glass 
of  water  before  he  resumed  his  dis- 
course, which  for  a  long  time  was 
languid,  low,  and  disturbed  in  tone. 
This  period  of  disturbance,  no  doubt, 
must  have  occurred  when  Sir  Barnes 
saw  before  him  F.  Bayham  and  War- 
rington seated  in  the  amphitheatre ; 
and  by  the  side  of  those  fierce  scorn- 
ful countenances,  Clive  Newcome's 
pale  face. ' 

Clive  Newcome  was  not  looking  at 
Barnes.  His  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the 
lady  seated  not  far  from  the  lecturer, 
—  upon  Ethel,  with  her  arm  round 
her  little  niece's  shoulder,  and  her 
thick  black  ringlets  drooping  down 
over  a  face  paler  than  Clive's  own. 

Of  course  she  knew  that  Clive  was 
present.  She  was  aware  of  him  as 
she  entered  the  hall ;  saw  him  at  the 
very  first  moment ;  saw  nothing  but 
him,  I  dare  sav,  though  her  eyes 
were  shut  and  her  head  was  turned 
now  towards  her  mother,  and  now 
bent  down  on  the  little  niece's  golden 
curls.  And  the  past  and  its  dear  his- 
tories, and  youth  and  its  hopes  and 
passions,  and  tones  and  looks  forever 
echoing  in  the  heart,  and  present  in 
the  memory,  —  these,  no  doubt,  poor 
Clive  saw  and  heard  as  he  looked 
across  the  great  gulf  of  time,  and 
parting  and  grief,  and  beheld  the 
woman  he  had  loved  for  many  years. 
There  she  sits ;  the  same,  but  changed  : 
as  gone  from  him  as  if  she  were  dead  ; 
departed  indeed  into  another  sphere, 
and  entered  into  a  kind  of  deatn.  If 
there  is  hc^love  more  in  yonder  heart, 
it  is  but  a  corpse  unburied.  Strew 
round  it  the  flowers  of  youth.  Wash 
it  with  tears  of  passion.  Wrap  it  and 
envelop  it  with  fond  devotion.    Break 


heart,  and  fling  yourself  on  the  bier, 
and  kiss  her  cold  lips  and  press  her 
hand !  It  falls  back  dead  on  the  cold 
breast  again.  The  beautiful  lips 
have  never  a  blush  or  a  smile.  Cover 
them  and  lay  them  in  the  ground, 
and  so  take  thy  hat-band  off,  good 
friend,  and  go  to  thy  business.  Do 
you  suppose  you  are  the  only  man 
who  has  had  to  attend  such  a  funeral  ? 
You  will  find  some  men  smiling  and 
at  work  the  day  after.  Some  come  to 
the  grave  now  and  again  out  of  the 
world,  and  say  a  brief  prayer,  and  a 
"  God  bless  her  ! "  With  some  men, 
she  gone,  and  her  viduous  mansion 
your  heart  to  let,  her  successor  the 
new  occupant  poking  in  all  the 
drawers,  and  comers,  and  cupboards 
of  the  tenement,  finds  her  miniature 
and  some  of  her  dusty  oM  letters  hid- 
den away  somewhere,  and  says, — 
Was  this  the  face  he  admired  so  ? 
Why,  allowing  even  for  the  painter's 
flattery,  it  is  quite  ordinary,  and  the 
eyes  certainly  do  not  look  straight. 
Arc  these  the  letters  you  thought  so 
charming?  Well,  upon  my  word,  I 
never  read  anything  more  common- 

glace  in  my  lite.     See,  here  's  a  line 
alf  blotted  out.     O,  I  suppose  she 
was  crying  then,  —  some  of  her  tears, 

idle    tears Hark,    there    is 

Barnes  Newcome's  eloquence  still 
plapping  on  like  water  from  a  cistern, 

—  and  our  thoughts,  where  have  they 
wandered  ?  far  away  from  the  lecture, 

—  as  far  a^ay  as  Clive's  almost.  And 
now  the  fountain  ceases  to  trickle; 
the  mouth  from  which  issued  that 
cool  and  limpid  flux  ceases  to  smile ; 
the  figure  is  seen  to  bow  and  retire ; 
a  buzz,  a  hum,  a  whisper,  a  scuffle,  a 
meeting  of  bonnets  and  wagging  of 
feathers  and  rustling  of  silks  ensue. 
"  Thank  you  !  delightful,  I  am  sure !  " 
"  I  really  was  quite  overcome."  "  Ex- 
cellent. "  So  much  obliged,"  are 
rapid  phrases  heard  amongst  the  polite 
on  the  platform.  While  down  below, 
"Yaw!  quite  enough  of  Ma^"  "Mary 
Jane,  cover  your  throat  up,  and  don  t 
kitch  cold,  and  don't  push  m«,  please 
sir."    "  'Arry !  coom  tdong  and  'av  a 
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Eint  a*  ale/*  &c.  are  the  remarks 
eard,  or  perhaps  not  heard,  by  Ciive 
Newcome  as  he  watches  at  the  private 
entrance  of  the  Athenaeum,  where  Sir 
Barnes's  carriage  is  waiting  with  its 
flaming  lamps,  and  domestics  in  state 
liveries.  One  of  them  comes  out  of 
the  building  bearing  the  little  girl  in 
his  arms  and  lays  her  in  the  carriage. 
Then  Sir  Bameis,  and  Lady  Ann,  and 
the  Mayor.  Then  Ethel  issues  forth, 
and  as  she  passes  under  the  lamps, 
beholds  Clive's  face  as  pale  and  sad  as 
her  own. 

Shall  we  go  visit  the  lodge-gates  of 
Newcome  Park  with  the  moon  shin- 
ing .on  their  carving?  Is  there  any 
pleasure  in  walking  by  miles  of  gray 
paling  and  endless  palisades  of  flrs  ? 
O  you  fool,  what  do  you  hope  to  see 
behind  that  curtain?  Absurd  fugi- 
tive, whither  would  you  run  ?  Can 
you  burst  the  tether  of  fate :  and  is 
not  poor  dear  little  Rosey  Mackenzie 
sitting  yonder  waiting  for  you  by  the 
stake?  Go  home,  sir,  and  don't 
catch  cold.  So  Mr.  Clive  returns  to 
the  "King's  Arms,"  and  up  to  his 
bedroom,  and  he  hears  Mr.  JF.  Bay- 
ham's  deep  voice  as  he  passes  by  tne 
Boscawen  Koom,  where  the  jolly  Brit- 
ons are  as  usual  assembled. 


CHAPTER  LXVn. 

NEWCOME   AND   LIBEETT. 

"We  have  said  that  the  Baronet's 
lecture  was  discussed  in  the  midnight 
senate    assembled   at     the    "King's 
Arms,"  where  Mr.  Tom  Potts  showed 
the  orator  no  mercy.     The  senate  of  | 
the  "King's  Arms"  was  hostile  to 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome.     Many  other 
Newcomites  besides  were  savage  and 
inclined  to  revolt  against  the  repre- 
sentative of  their  borough.     As  these 
patriots  met  over  their  cups/  and  over 
the  bumper  of  friendship  uttered  the  I 
sentiments  of  freedom,  they  had  often 
•^ed  of  one  another,  where  should  a  , 
be  found  to  rid  Newcome  of  its 


dictator?  Generous  hearts  writhed 
under  the  oppression:  patriotic  eyes 
scowled  when  Barnes  Newcome  went 
by :  with  fine  satire,  Tom  Potts  at 
Brown  the  hatter's  shop,  who  mado 
the  hats  for  Sir  Barnes  Newcomc's 
domestics,  proposed  to  take  one  of  the 
beavers,  —  a  gold-laced  one  with  a 
cockade  and  a  cord,  —  and  set  it  up 
in  the  market-place  and  bid  all  New- 
come  come  bow  to  it,  as  to  the  hat  of 
Gessler.  "Don't  you  think.  Potts," 
says  F.  Bayham,  who  of  course  was 
admitted  into  the  "King's  Arms" 
club,  and  ornamented  that  assembly 
by  his  presence  and  discourse,  "  don't 
you  think  the  Colonel  would  make  a 
good  William  Tell  to  combat  against 
that  Gessler  ?  "  Ha !  Proposal  re- 
ceived with  acclamation,  —  eagerly 
adopted  by  Charles  Tucker,  Esq., 
attomey-at-law,  who  would  not  have 
the  slightest  objection  to  conduct 
Colonel  Newcome's,  or  anv  other 
^ntleman's,  electioneering  business 
in  Newcome  or  elsewhere. 

Like  those  three  gentlemen  in  the 
plays  and  pictures  of  William  Tell 
who  conspire  under  the  moon,  calling 
upon  liberty  and  resolving  to  elect 
Tell  as  their  especial  champion, — 
like  Arnold,  Melchthal,  and  Werner, 
Tom  Potts.  Fred  Bayham,  and  Charles 
Tucker,  Esqs.,  conspired  round  a 
punch-bowl,  and  determined  that 
Thomas  Newcome  should  be  requested 
to  free  his  country.  A  deputation 
from- the  electors  of  Newcome,  that  is 
to  say,  these  very  gentlemen,  waited 
on  the  Colonel  in  his  apartment  the 
very  next  morning,  and  set  before 
him  the  state  of  the  borough ;  Barnes 
Newcome's  tyranny  under  which  it 
groaned;  and  the  yearning  of  all 
honest  men  to  be  free  from  that 
usurpation.  Thomas  Newcome  re- 
ceived the  deput^'tion  with  great  so- 
lemnity and  politeness,  crossed  his 
legs,  folded  his  arms,  smoked  his 
cheroot,  and  listened  most  decorously, 
as  now  l*otts,  now  Tnckcr  expounded 
to  him  ;  Bayham  giving  the  benefit  of 
his  emphatic  "  hear  hear,"  to  their 
statements,  and  explaining  dubious 
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phrases  to  the  Colonel  in  the  most  i 
atfahlc  manner. 

Whntt'vcr  the  conspirators  had  to 
ea y '  ajiC^imst  poor  Barnes,  Colonel 
Newcome  was  only  too  ready  to  be- 
lieve. He  liad  niade  np  his  mind 
that  that  cnmiual  ought  to  be  pun- 
ished and  exposed.  The  lawyer's 
covert  innuendoes,  who  was  ready  to 
insiimate  any  ainjunt  of  evil  against 
Barnes  which  could  safely  be  uttered, 
were  by  no  means  strong  enough  for 
Thomas  Newcome^  "  *  Sharp  prac- 
tice !  exceedingly  alive  to  his  own 
interests,  —  reported  violence  of  tem- 
per and  tenacity  of  money '  —  say 
swindling  at  once,  sir,  —  say  false- 
hood and  rapacity,  —  say  cruelty  and 
avarice,"  cries  the  Colonel,  —  "1  be- 
lieve, upon  my  hpnor  and  conscience, 
that  unfortunate  young  man  to  be 
guilty  of  every  one  of  those  crimes." 

Mr.  B;iyham  remarks  to  Mr.  Potts 
that  oar  friend  the  Colonel,  when  he 
do3s  uttor  an  opinion,  takes  care 
there  shall  be  no  mistake  about  it. 

"  And  I  took  care  there  should  be 
no  mistake  before  I  uttered  it  at  all, 
B;i/ham ! "  cries  F.  B.'s  patron. 
**  As  long  as  I  was  in  any  doubt 
about  this  young  man,  I  gave  the 
criminal  the  benefit  of  it,  as  a  man 
who  admires  our  glorious  constitution 
should  do,  and  kept  my  own  counsel, 
sir." 

"At  least,"  remarks  Mr.  Tucker, 
"enough  is  proven  to  show  that 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome  Newcome,  Bar- 
onet, is  scarce  a  fit  person  to  represent 
this  fi^reat  borough  in  Parliament." 

"Represent  Newcome  in  Pai'lia- 
mcnt !  It  is  a  disgrace  to  that  noble 
institution  the  English  House  of 
Commons,  that  Barnes  Newcome 
should -sit  in  it.  A  man  whose  word 
you  cannot  trust ;  a  man  stained  ^vith 
J  very  private  crime.  What  right  has 
fie  to  sit  in  the  assembly  of  the  legis- 
lators of  the  land,  sir  3"  cries  the 
Colonel,  waving  his  hand  as  if  ad- 
dressing a  chamber  of  deputies. 

"  You  are  for  upholding  the  House 
of  Commons  ?  "  inquires  the  lawyer. 

"  Of  course,  sir,  of  course." 


ft 


"  And  for  increasing  the  franchise, 
Colonel  Newcome,  I  should  hope  ^  " 
continued  Mr.  Tucker. 

"  Every  man  who  can  read  and 
write  ought  to  have  a  vote,  sir ;  that 
is  my  opinion !  "  cries  the  Colonel. 

"  He  8  a  Liberal  to  the  backbone," 
says  Potts  to  Tucker. 

"  To  the  backbone !  "  responds 
Tutker  to  Potts.  "  The  Colonel  wUl 
do  for  us.  Potts." 

"  We  want  such  a  man.  Tucker ; 
the  Independent  has  been  crying  out 
for  such  a  man  for  ^ears  past.  We 
ought  to  have  a  Liberal  as  second 
representative  of  this  great  town, — 
not  a  sneaking  half-and-half  Minis- 
terialist like  Sir  Barnes,  a  fellow 
with  one  leg  in  the  Carlton  and  the 
other  in  Brooks's.  Old  Mr.  Bunce  we 
can't  touch.  His  place  is  safe ;  he  is 
a  good  man  of  business :  we  can't 
meddle  with  Mr.  Bunce,  —  I  know 
that,  who  know  the  feeling  of  the 
country  pretty  well." 

"  Pretty  well  !  Better  than  any 
man  in  Newcome,  Potts  ! "  cries  Mr. 
Tucker. 

,"  But  a  good  man  like  the  Colonel, 
—  a  good  Liberal  like  the  Colonel,  — 
a  man  who  goes  in  for  household 
suffrage  —  " 

"  Certainly,  gentlemen." 

"And  the  general  great  Liberal 
principles,  —  we  know,  of  course,  — 
such  a  man  would  assuredly  have  a 
chance  against  Sir  Barnes  Newcome 
at  the  coming  election !  could  we  find 
such  a  man!  a  real  friend  of  the 
people ! " 

"  I  know  a  friend  of  the  people  if 
ever  there  was  one,"  F.  Bayham  in- 
terposes. 

"A  man  of  wealth,  station,  expe- 
rience ;  a  man  who  has  fought  for  his 
country;  a  man  who  is  beloved  in 
this  place  as  you  are,  Colonel  New- 
come  :  for  your  goodness  is  known, 
sir.  —  You  are  not  ashamed  of  your 
origin,  and  there  is  not  a  Newcomite 
old  or  young  but  knows  how  admi- 
rably good  you  have  been  to  your  old 
friend,  Mrs.  —  Mrs.  Whatd  youca**- 
'em  ?  " 
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"  Mrs.  Mason,"  from  F.  B. 

"  Mrs.  Mason.  If  such  a  man  as 
you,  sir,  would  consent  to  put  him- 
self in  nomination  at  the  next  elec- 
tion, every  true  Liberal  in  this  place 
would  rush  to  support  you  ;  and  crush 
the  oligarch  who  rides  over  the  liber- 
ties of  this  borough !  " 

"  Something  of  this  sort,  gentle- 
men, I  own  to  you  had  crosseamy 
mind,"  Thomas  Newcome  remarked. 
"  When  I  saw  that  disgrace  to  my 
name,  and  the  name  of  my  father's 
birthplace,  representing  the  borough 
in  Parliament,  I  thought  for  the 
credit  of  the  town  and  the  family,  the 
Member  for  Newcome  at  least  might 
he  an  honest  man.  I  am  an  old  sol- 
dier; have  passed  all  my  life  in  In- 
dia ;  and  am  little  conversant  with 
affairs  at  home.  (Cries  of  *  You  are, 
you  are.')  I  hoped  that  my  son, 
Mr.  Clive  Newcome,  might  have  been 
found  qualified  to  contest  this  borough 
against  his  unworthy  cousin,  and  pos- 
sibly to  sit  as  your  representative  in 
Parliament.  The  wealth  I  have  had 
the  good  fortune  to  amass  will  de- 
scend to  him  naturally,  and  at  no 
very  distant  period  of  time,  for  I  am 
nearlv  seventy  years  of  age,  gentle- 
men. 

The  gentlemen  are  astonished  at 
this  statement. 

"  But,"  resumed  the  Colonel,  "  my 
son  Clive,  as  friend  Bayham  knows, 
and  to  my  own  regret  and  mortifica- 
tion, as  I  don't  care  to  confess  to  you, 
declares  he  has  no  interest  in  politics, 
nor  desire  for  public  distinction, — 
prefers  his  own  pursuits,  —  and  even 
these  I  fear  do  not  absorb  him,  —  de- 
clines the  oifer  which  I  made  him,  to 
present  himself  in  opposition  to  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome.  It  becomes  men 
in  a  certain  station,  as  I  think,  to  as- 
sert that  station ;  and  though  a  few 
years  back  I  never  should  have 
thought  of  public  life  at  all,  and  pro- 
posed to  end  my  days  in  quiet  as  a 
retired  dragoon  officer,  since  —  since 
it  has  pleased  Heaven  to  increase  very 
gi'catly  my  pecuniary  means,  to  place 
mc  as  a  (urector  and  manager  of  an 


important  banking  company,  in  a 
station  of  great  public  responsibility, 
I  and  ray  brother  directors  have 
thought  it  but  right  that  one  of  us 
should  sit  in  Parliament,  if  possible, 
and  I  am  not  a  man  to  shirk  from 
that  or  from  any  other  duty." 

"  Colonel,  will  you  attend  a  meet- 
ing of  electors  which  we  will  call, 
and  say  as  much  to  them  and  as 
well  1  "  cries  Potts.  "  Shall  I  put  an 
announcement  in  my  paper  to  the  effect 
that  you  are  ready  to  come  forward  ?  " 

"  1  am  prepared  to  do  so,  my  good 
sir." 

And  presently  this  solemn  palaver 
ended. 

Besides  the  critical  article  upon 
the  Baronet's  lecture,  of  .which  ifr. 
Warrington  was  Ihe  author,  there 
appeared  in  the  leading  columns  of 
the  ensuing  number  of  Mr.  Potts'a 
Independent  some  remarks  of  a  very 
smasning  or  hostile  nature  against 
the  Member  for  Newcome.  "  This 
gentleman  has  shown  such  tnlent  in 
the  lecturing  business,"  the  Indepen- 
dent said,  "  that  it  is  a  great  pity  he 
should  not  withdraw  himself  /rem 
politics,  and  cultivate  what  all  New- 
come  knows  are  the  arts  which  he 
understands  best ;  namely,  poetry  and 
the  domestic  affections.  The  per- 
formance of  our  talented  representa- 
tive last  night  was  so  pathetic  as  to 
bring  tears  into  the  eyes  of  several  of 
our  Siir  friends.'  We  have  heard,  but 
never  believed  until  now,  that  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  possessed  such  a 
genius  Jbr  making  women  cry.  Last 
week  we  had  the  talented  Miss  Noakes 
from  Slowcome,  reading  Milton  to  us ; 
how  far  superior  was  the  eloquence 
of  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  Newcome, 
Bart.,  even  to  that  of  the  celebrated 
actress!  Bets  were  freely  offered  in 
the  room  last  night  that  Sir  Barnes 
would  beat  any  woman^  —  bets  which 
were  not  taken,  as  we  scarcely  need 
say,  so  well  do  our  citizens  appreciate 
the  charficter  of  our  excellent,  our  ad- 
mirable representative.  Let  the  Bar- 
onet stick  to  his  lectures,  and  let 
Newcome  relieve  him  of  his  political 
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occupations.  He  is  not  fit  for  them, 
he  is  too  sentimental  a  man  for  us ; 
the  men  of  Newcomo  want  a  sound 
practical  person  ;  the  Liberals  of  New- 
come  have  a  desire  to  hd  represented. 
When  we  elected  Sir  Barnes,  he  talked 
liberally  enough,  and  we  thought 
he  would  do,  but  you  see  the  honor- 
able Baronet  is  so  poetical !  we  ought 
to  have  known  that,  and  not  to  have 
believed  him.  Let  us  have  a  straight- 
forward gentleman.  If  not  a  man  of 
words,  at  least  let  us  have  a  practical 
man.  If  not  a  man  of  eloquence,  one 
at  any  rate  whose  word  wo  can  trust, 
and  we  can't  trust  Sir  Barnes  New- 
com/s;  we  have  tried  him,  and, we 
can't  really.  Last  nighr,  when  the 
ladies  were  crying,  we  could  not  for 
the  souls  of  us  help  laughing.  We 
hope  we  know  how  to  conduct  our- 
selves as  gentlemen.  We  trust  we 
did  not  interrupt  the  harmony  of  the 
evening;  but  Sir  Barnes  Newcome, 
prating  about  children  and  virtue, 
and  affection  and  poetry,  this  is  really 
too  strong. 

"  The  Independent,  faithful  to  its 
name,  and  ever  actuated  by  principles 
of  honor,  has  been,  as  our  tnou-iands 
of  rea<lers  know,  disposed  to  give  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  Newcoma,  Bart.,  a 
fair  trial.  When  he  came  forward 
after  his  father's  death,  we  believed  in 
his  pledges  and  promises,  as  a  re- 
trencher  and  reformer,  and  we  stuck 
by  him.  Is  there  any  man  in  New- 
come,  except,  perhaps,  our  twaddling 
old  contemporary  the  Sentinel,  who 
believes  in  Sir  B.  N.  any  mo.re  ?  We 
say  no,  and  wo  now  give  the  readers 
of  the  Independent,  and  the  electors 
of  tliis  borough,  fair  notice,  that  when 
the  dissolution  of  Parliament  takes 
place,  a  gojd  man,  a  true  man,  a  man 
of  experience,  no  dangerous  radical, 
or  brawling  tap  orator, — Mr.  Hicks's 
friends  well  understand  whom  we 
mean,  —  but  a  gentleman  of  Liberal 
principles,  well-won  wealth,  and  de- 
served station  and  honor,  will  ask  the 
electors  of  Newcome  whether  they  are 
or  are  not  discontented  with  their 
present  unworthy  member.    The  In- 


dependent, for  one,  says,  we  know 
good  men  of  your  family,  we  know  in 
it  men  who  would  do  honor  to  any 
name ;  but  you.  Sir  Barnes  Newcome 
Newcome,  Bart.,  we  trust  no  more." 

In  the  electioneering  matter,  which 
had  occasioned  my  unlucky  interfer- 
ence, and  that  subsequent  little  cool- 
ness upon  the  good  Colonel's  part, 
Clive  Newcome  had  himself  shown 
that  the  scheme  was  not  to  his  liking  ; 
had  then  submitted  as  his  custom 
was  :  and  doing  so  with  a  bad  grace, 
as  also  was  to  be  expected,  had  got 
little  thanks  for  his  obedience.  Thom- 
as was  hurt  at  his  son's  faint-iicart- 
edness,  and  of  course  little  Rosey  was 
displeased  at  his  hanging;  back.  He 
set  off  in  his  father's  train,  a  silent, 
unwilling  partisan.  Thomas  New- 
come  had  the  leisure  to  survey  Clive's 
glum  face  opposite  to  him  during  the 
whole  of  their  journey,  and  to  chew 
his  mustachios,  and  brood  npon  his 
wrath  and  wrongs.  His  life  had  been  a 
sacrifice  for  that  b^y  !  What  darling 
schemes  had  he  not  formed  in  his  be- 
half, and  how  superciliously  did  Clive 
meet  his  projects !  The  Colonel  could 
not  see  the  harm  of  which  he  had 
himself  been  the  author.  Had  he  not 
done  everything  in  mortal's  power 
for  his  son's  happiness,  and  how 
many  young  men  in  England  were 
t'lera  with  such  advantages  as  this 
moody,  discontented,  spoiled  boy  ? 
As  Clive  backed  out  of  the  contest,  of 
course  his  father  urged  it  only  the 
more  vehemently.  Clive  slunk  away 
from  committees  and  canvassing,  and 
lounged  about  the  Newcome  manu- 
factories, whilst  his  father,  with  an- 
ger and  bitterness  in  his  heart,  re- 
mained at  the  post  of  honor,  as  he 
called  it,  bent  upon  overcoming  his 
enemy  and  carrying  hisi  point  against 
Barnes  Newcome.  "  If  raris  will  not 
fight,  sir,"  the  Colonel  said,  with  a 
sad  look  following  his  son,  "Priam 
must."  Grood  old  Priam  believed  his 
cause  to  be  a  perfectly  just  one,  and 
that  duty  and  bis  honor  called  upon 
him  to  draw  the  sword.    So  th'' 
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was  difference  between  Thomas  New- 
come  and  Ciive  his  son.  I  protest  it 
is  with  pain  and  reluctance  1  have  to 
write,  that  the  good  oid  man  was  in 
error, —  that  there  was  a  wrong-doer, 
and  that  Atticus  was  he. 

Atticus,  he  it  remembered,  thought 
himself  compelled  by  the  very  best 
motives,  lliomas  Kewcome,  the 
Indian  banker,  was  at  war  with 
Barnes,  the  English  banker.  The 
latter  had  commenced  the  hostilities, 
by  a  sudden  and  cowardly  act  of 
treason.  There  were  private  wrongs 
to  envenom  the  contest,  but  it  wa.s 
tlic  mercantile  quari^l  on  which  the 
Colonel  chose  to  set  his  declaraticn 
of  war.  Barnes's  first  dastardly  blow 
had  occasioned  it,  and  his  uncle  was 
determined  to  carry  it  through. 
This  I  have  said  was  also  George 
Warrington's  judgment;  who,  in  the 
ensuing  struggle  between  Sir  Barnes 
and  liis  uncle,  acted  as  a  very  warm 
and  efficient  panisan  of  the  latter. 
"  Kinsmanship  !"  says  George. 
"  What  has  old  Tom  Newcome  ever 
had  from  his  kinsman  but  cowardice 
and  treachery  ?  If  Barnes  had  held 
up  his  finger  the  young  one  might 
have  been  happy;  if  he  could  have 
effected  it,  the  Colonel  and  his  bank 
would  have  been  ruined.  I  am  for 
war,  and  for  seeing  the  old  boy  in 
Parlianvent.  He  ,  knows  no  more 
about  politics  than  I  do  about  dan- 
cing the  polka ;  but  there  are  five  hun- 
dred wiseacres  in  that  assembly  who 
know  no  more  than  he  does,  and  an 
honest  man  taking  his  seat  there,  in 
place  of  a  confounded  little  rogue, 
at  least  makes  a  change  for  the 
better." 

I  dare  say  Thomas  Newcome,  Esq., 

would  by  no  means  have  concurred  in 

the  above  estimate  of  his    political 

knowledge,  ajid  thought  himself   as 

well  informed  as  another.     He  used  to 

speak  with  the  greatest  gravity  about 

our  constitution  as  the  pride  and  envy 

.of  the  world,  though  he  surprised  you 

^y  piuch  by  the  latitudinarian  reforms, 

*"e  was  eager  to  pi-ess  forward, 

most  singular  old  Tory 


opinions  which  he  advocated  on  other 
occasions.     He  was  tor  having  every 
man  to  vote ;  every  poor  man  to  la- 
bor short  time  and  get  high  wages ; 
every  poor  curate  to  be  paid  double 
or  treble ;  every  bishop  to  be  docked 
of  his  salary,  and  dismissed  from  the 
House   of  Lords.     But    he  was   a 
stanch    admirer    of    that  assembly, 
and  a  supporter  of  the  rights  of  the 
Crown.     He  was  for  sweeping  off 
taxes  from  the  poor,  and  as  money 
must    be  raised  to  carry    on    gov- 
ernment,  he   opined    that    the    rich 
should  pay.     He    uttered   all    these 
opinions .  with    the   greatest  gravity 
and  emphasis,  before  a  large  assembly 
of  electors  and  others  convened  in  the 
Newcome  Town  Hall,  amid  the  roars 
of  applause  of  the  non-electors,  and 
the  bewilderment  and  consternation 
of  Mr.  Potts,  of  the  Independent,  who 
had  represented  the  Colonel  in  his 
paper,  as  a  safe  and  steadv  reformer. 
Of  course  the  Sentinel  showed  him 
up   as  a  most  dangerous   radical,  a 
sepoy  republican,  and  so  forth,  to  the 
wrath   and    indignation  of    Colonel 
Newcome.      He    a    republican,    he 
scoi  ncd  the  name !    He  would  die  as 
he  had  bled  many   a  time  for  his 
sovereign.      He    an   enemy    of  our 
beloved  church!    He  esteemed    and 
honored   it,    as    ho    hated    and  ab- 
horred the   superstitions   of  Borne. 
(Yells  from  the  Irish  in  the  crowd.) 
He  an  enemy  of  the  House  of  Lords ! 
He  held  it  to  be  the  safeguard  of  the 
constitution  and  the  legitimate  prize 
of  our  most  illustrious,  naval,  mili- 
tary, and  —  and  —  legal  heroes.  ( Iron- 
ical cheers.)     He  repelled  with  scorn 
the  dastard  attacks  of   the  journal 
which  had   assailed  him ;    he  asked, 
laying  his  hands  on  his  heart,  if  as  a 
gentleman,    an    officer   bearing   her 
Majesty's  commission,  he   could  bo 
guilty  of  a  desire  to  subvert  her  em- 
pire and  to  insult  the  dignity  of  her 
crown? 

After  this  second  speech  at  the 
Town  Hall,  it  was  asserted  by  a  con- 
siderable party  in  Newcome,  that  Old 
Tom  (as  the  mob  fiuniliarly  called 
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him)  was  a  Tory,  while  an  equal 
num!»er  averred  that  he  was  a  Radical. 
Mr.  Potts  tried  to  reconcile  his  state- 
ments, a  work  in  which  I  should 
think  the  talented  editor  of  the  Inde- 
pendent had  no  little  difficulty.  "  He 
knows  nothing  about  it,"  poor  Clive 
said,  with  a  sigh  ;  "  his  politics  are  all 
sentiment  and  kindness,  he  will  have 
the  poor  man  paid  double  wages,  and 
does  not  remember  that  the  employer 
would  be  ruined :  you  have  heard 
him.  Pen,  talking  in  this  way  at  his 
own  table,  but  when  he  comes  out 
armed  cap-h-pied,  and  careers  against 
windmills  in  public,  don't  you  see 
that  as  Don  Quixote's  son  I  had 
rather  the  dear  brave  old  gentleman 
was  at  home  ?  " 

So'  this  faineant  took  but  little  part 
in  the  electioneering  doings,  holdin^^ 
moodily  aloof  from  the  meetings,  and 
councils,  and  public-bouses,  where  his 
father's  partisans  were  assembled. 


CHAPTER  LXVIIL 

JL   LETTER    AND  A  RECONCILIATION. 
MISS   ETHEL  NKWCOME  TO  MBS.  PENSENNIS. 

"  Dearest  Laura,  —  I  have  not 
written  to  you  for  many  weeks  past. 
There  have  been  some  things  too 
trivial,  and  some  too  sad,  to  write 
about ;  some  things  I  know  I  shall 
write  of  if  I  begin,  and  yet  that  I 
know  I  had  best  leave ;  for  of  what 
good  is  looking  to  the  past  now  ? 
Why  vex  you  or  myself  by  reverting  to 
it  ?  Does  not  every  day  bring  its 
own  duty  and  task,  and  are  these  not 
enough  to  occupy  one?  What  a 
fright  you  must  Have  had  with  my 
little  god-daughter !  Thank  Heaven 
she  is  well  now,  and  restored  to  you. 
You  and  your  husband  I  know  do 
not  think  it  essential,  but  I  do,  most 
essential,  and  am  very  gi-ateful  that  she 
was  taken  to  church  before  her  illness. 

"  Is  Mr.  Pendennis  proceeding 
with  his  canvass  ?  I  try  and  avoid  a 
certain  subject,  but  it  wdl  come.  You 


know  who  is  canvassing  against  us 
here.  My  poor  uncle  has  met  with 
very  considerable  success  amongst  the 
lower  classes.  He  makes  them  ram- 
bling speeches  at  which  my  brother 
and  his  friends  laugh,  but  which  the 
people  applaud.  I  saw  him  only  yes- 
terday, on  the  balcony  of  the  "  King's 
Arms,"  speaking  to  a  great  mob,  who 
were  cheering  vociferously  below.  I 
had  met  him  before.  He  would  not 
even  stop  and  give  his  Ethel  of  old 
days  his  hand.  I  would  have  given 
him,  I  don't  know  what,  for  one  kiss, 
for  one  kind  word  ;  but  he  passed  on 
and  would  not  answer  me.  He 
thinks  me  -^  what  the  world  thinks 
me,  worldly  and  heartless  ;  what  I 
was.  But  at  least,  dear  Laura,  you 
know  that  I  always  truly  loved 
him,  and  do  now,  although  he  is  our 
enemy,  though  he  believes  and  ut- 
ters the  most  cruel  things  against 
Barnes,  though  he  says  that  Barnes 
Newcome,  my  father's  son,  my 
brother,  Laura,  is  not  an  honest  man. 
Hard,  selfish,  worldly,  I  own  my 
poor  brother  to  be,  and  pray  Heaven 
to  amend  him ;  but  dishonest !  and  to 
be  so  maligned  by  the  person  one 
loves  best  in  the  world!  This  is  a 
hard  trial.  I  pray  a  proud  heart  may 
be  bettered  by  it. 

"  And  I  have  seen  my  cousin  ; 
once  at  a  lecture  which  poor  Barnes 
gave,  and  who  seemed  very  much 
disturbed  on  perceiving  Clive  ;  once 
afterwards  at  good  old  Mrs.  Mason's, 
whom  I  have  always  continued  10 
visit  for  Uncle's  sake.  The  poor  old 
woman,  whose  wits  are  very  nearly 
gone,  held  both  our  hands,  and  asked 
when  we  were  going  to  be  married  ? 
and  laughed,  poor  old  thing !  I  cried 
out  to  her  that  Mr.  Clive  had  a  wife 
at  home,  a  dear  young  wife,  I  said. 
He  gave  a  dreadful  sort  of  laugh,  and 
turned  away  into  the  window.  He 
looks  terribly  ill,  pale,  and  oldened. 

"  I  asked  him  a  great  deal  about 
his  wife,  whom  I  remember  a  very 
pretty,  sweet-looking  girl  indeed,  at 
my  aunt  Hobson's,  but  with  a  not 
agreeable  mother  as  I  thought  thea 
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He  answered   me  hy  monoeyllables, 
appeared  as  thoujrli  he  would  speak, 
and  then  became  silent.    I  am  pained, 
and   yet   glad   that   I   saw   him.     I 
said,  not  very  distinctly,  I  dare  say, 
that  I  hoped  the   diiference  between 
Barnes  and  uncle  would   not  extin- 
guish his  regard  for  mamma  and  me, 
who  have  always  loved  him  ;    when 
I  said  loved  him,  he  gave  one  of  his 
bitter  laughs  again  ;   and  so  he  did 
when  I  said   I   hoped   his  wife  was 
well.      You    never    would    tell    me 
much  about  Mrs.  Newcomc  ;   and  I 
fear  she  does  not   make  my  cousin 
happy.     And  yet  this  marriage  was 
of  my  uncle's  making  :   another  of 
the   unfortunate   marriages    in    our 
family.    I  am  glad  that  I  pau^:ed  in 
time  before  the  commission  of  that 
sin;  I  strive  my  best,  and  to  amend 
my   temper,    my    inexperience,   my 
shortcomings,    and    try    to    be    the 
mother  of  my  poor  broiher's  children. 
But  Barnes  has  never  forgiven  me  my 
refusal  of  Lord  Farintosh.     He  is  of 
the  world  still,  Laura.     Nor  must  we 
deal  too  harshly  with  people  of  his 
nature,  who  cannot  perhaps  compre- 
hend a  world  beyond.     I  remember 
in  old  days,  when  we  were  travelling 
on  the  Rhine,  in  the  happiest  days  of 
my  whole  life,  I  used  to  hear  Clive, 
and  his  friend  Mr.  Ridley,  talk  of 
art  and  of  nature  in  a  way  that  I 
could  not  understand    at    first,  but 
came   to  comprehend   better  as  my 
cousin  taught  me  ;  and  since  then,  I 
see    pictures,    and    landscapes,    and 
flowers,  with  quite  different  eyes,  and 
beautiful  secrets  as  it  were,  of  which  I 
had  noJdea  before.     The  secret  of  all 
secrets,   the  secret  of  the  other  life, 
jind   the  better  world  beyond  ours, 
may  not  this  bo  unrevealed  to  some  ? 
i'  pray  for  them  all,  dearest  Laura, 
for  those  nearest  and  dearest  to  me, 
that  the    truth    may    lighten    their 
darkness,  and  Heaven's  great  mercy 
defend  them  in  the  perils  and  dangers 
of  their  night. 

"  My  boy  at  Sandhurst  has  done 
very  well  indeed ;  and  Egbert,  I  am 
liappy  to  say,  thinks  of  taUng  orders ; ! 


he  has  been  very  moderate  at  Collcj^e. 
Kot  so  Alfred ;  but  the  Guards  arc  a 
sadly  dangerous  school  for  a  young 
miin;  I  have  promised  to  pay  his 
debts,  and  he  is  to  exchange  into  the 
line.  Mamma  is  coming  to  us  at 
Christmas 'With  Alice;  my  sister  is 
\Gry  pretty  indeed,  I  think,  and  I  am 
rejoiced  she  is  to  marry  young  Mr. 
Mumford,  who  has  a  tolerable  living, 
and  who  has  been  attached  to  her 
ever  since  ho  was  a  boy  at  Rugby 
school. 

"Little  Barnes  comes  on  bravely 
with  his  Latin;  and  Mr.  Wliitcstock, 
a  most  excellent  and  valualJe  person  in 
this  place,  where  there  is  so  much 
Romanism  and  Dissent,  speaks  higlily 
of  him.  Little  Clara  is  so  like  her 
unhappy  mother  in  a  thousand  ways 
and  actions  that  I  am  shocked  often ; 
and  see  my  brother  starting  back  and 
turning  his  head  away,  as  if  suddenly 
wounded.  I  have  heard  the  most  de- 
plorable accounts  of  Lord  and  Lady 
Highgate.  O  dearest  friend  and  sis- 
ter!—  save  you,  I  think  I  scarce 
know  any  one  that  is  happy  in  the 
world ;  I  trust  you  may  continue  so, 
—  you  who  impart  your  goodness  and 
kindness  to  all  who  come  near  you,  — 
you  in  whose  sweet  serene  happiness 
I  am  thankful  to  be  allowed  to  repose 
sometimes.  You  are  the  island  in 
the  desert,  Laura !  and  the  birds  sing 
there,  and  the  fountain  flows ;  and  we 
come  and  repose  by  you  for  a  little 
while,  and  to-morrov/  the  march  be- 
gins again,  and  the  toil,  and  the  strug- 
gle, and  the  desert.  Good  by,  foun- 
tain !  Whisper  kisses  to  my  dearest 
little  ones  for  their  affectionate 

"Aunt  Ethel. 

"  A  friend  of  his,  a  Mr.  Warring- 
ton, has  spoken  against  us  several 
times  with  extraordinary  ability  as 
Barnes  owns.  Do  you  know  Mr. 
W.  ?  He  wrote  a  dreadful  article  in 
the  Independent,  about  the  last  poor 
lecture,  which  was  indeed  sad  senti- 
mental commonplace :  and  the  critique 
is  terribly  comical.  I  could  not  help 
laughing,    remembering    some    pas- 
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sages  in  it,  when  Barnes  mentioned 
it :  and  ray  brother  became  so  angry  ! 
They  have  put  up  a  dreadful  caricature 
of  B.  in  Newcome ;  and  my  brother 
Fays  he  did  it,  but  I  hope  not.  It  is 
veiy  droll,  though  :  he  used  to  make 
them  very  funnily.  I  am  glad  he 
has  spirits  for  it.     Good  by.  again. 

"E.  N." 

"  He  says  he  did  it !  "  cries  Mr. 
Pendennis,  laying  the  letter  down. 
**  Barnes  Newcome  would  scarcely  car- 
icature himself,  my  dear  \ " 

'*  *  He '  often  means  — means  Clive 
—  I  think,"  says  Mrs.  Pendennis,  in 
an  off-hand  manner. 

"  Oh !  he  means  Clive,  does  he, 
Laura  ?  " 

"  Yes,  —  and  you  mean  goose,  Mr. 
Pendennis  I  '*  that  saucy  lady  replies. 

It  must  have  been  about  the  very 
time  that  this  letter  was  written,  that 
a  critical  conversation  occurred  be- 
tween Clive  and  his  father,  of  which 
the  lad  did  not  inform  me  until  much 
later  days  ;  as  was  the  case  —  the 
reader  has  been  more  than  once  begged 
to  believe  —  with  many  other  por- 
tions of  this  biography. 

One  night  the  Colonel,  having 
come  home  from  a  round  of  elec- 
tioneering visits,  not  half  satisfied 
with  liimself;  exceedingly  annoyed 
(much  more  than  he  cared  to  own) 
with  the  impudence  of  some  rude 
fellows  at  the  public-houses,  who  had 
interrupted  his  fine  speeches  with 
odious  niccups  and  familiar  jeers,  was 
seated  broodmg  over  his  cheroot  by 
his  chimney-fire ;  friend  F.  B.  (of 
whose  companionship  his  patron  was 
occasionally  tired)  finding  much  bet- 
ter amusement  with  the  "  Jolly  Brit- 
ons "  in  the  Boscawen  Room  below. 
The  Colonel,  as  an  electioneering 
business,  had  made  his  appearance  in 
the  club.  But  that  ancient  Roman 
warrior  had  frightened  those  simple 
Britons.  His  manners  were  too  aw- 
ful for  them:  so  were  Clivc's,  who 
visited  them  also  under  Mr.  Potts's 
introduction ;  bat  the  two  gentlemen 


—  each  being  full  of  care  and  person- 
al annoyance  at  the  time  —  acted  like 
wet  blankets  upon  the  Britons  ;  where- 
as F.  B.  warmed  them  and  cheered 
them,  affably  partook  of  their  meals 
with  them,  and  graciously  shared 
their  cups.  So  the  Colonel  was  alone, 
listening  to  the  far-off  roar  of  the 
Britons  choruses  by  an  expiring  fire, 
as  he  sat  by  a  glass  of  cold  negus  and 
the  ashes  of  his  cigar. 

I  dare  sa^  he  may  have  been  think- 
ing that  his  fire  was  wellnigh  out, 
his  cup  at  the  dregs,  his  pipe  little 
more  now  than  dust  and  ashes, — 
when  Clive,  candle  in  hand,  came 
into  their  sitting-room. 

As  each  saw  the  other's  face,  it  was 
so  very  sad  and  worn  and  pale  that  the 
young  man  started  back ;  and  the 
elder,  ^ith-quite  the  tenderness  of  old 
days,  cried,  **  Grod  bless  me,  my  boy, 
how  ill  yoa  look !  Come  and  warm 
yourself, —  look,  the  fire  's  out.  Have 
something,  Clivy ! " 

For  months  past  they  had  not  had 
a  really  kind  word.  The  tender  old  • 
voice  smote  upon  Clive,  and  he  burst 
into  sudden  tears.  The/ rained  upon 
his  father's  trembling  old  brown  hand 
as  he  stooped  down  and  kissed  it. 

"  You  look  very  ill  too,  fatlier,"  says 
Clive. 

"  HI  ?  not  I ! "  cries  the  father,  still 
keeping  the  boy's  hand  under  both  his 
own  on  the  mantel-piece.  "  Such  a 
battered  old  fellow  as  I  am  has  a  right 
to  look  the  worse  for  wear ;  but  you, 
boy,  why  do  you  look  so  pale  ?  " 

**  I  have  seen  a  ghost,  father,"  Clive 
answered.  Thomas,  however,  looked 
alarmed  and  inquisitive  as  though  the 
boy  was  wandering  in  his  mind. 

*'  The  ghost  of  my  youth,  father,  the 
ghost  of  my  happiness,  and  the  best 
days  of  my  life,"  grosined  out  the 
young  man.  "I  saw  Ethel  to-day. 
I  went  to  see  Sarah  Mason,  and  she 
was  there." 

"I  had  seen  her,  but  I  did  not 
speak  of  her,"  said  the  father.  "I 
tnought  it  was  best  not  to  mention 
her  to  you,  my  poor  boy.    And  are 

—  are  vou  fond  of  her  still,  Clive  ? 
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"  Still !  once  means  always  in  these 
things,  father^  does  n't  it?  Once 
means  to-day  and  yesterday,  and  for- 
ever and  ever." 

"  Nay,  my  hoy,  yon  must  n't  talk 
to  me  so,  or  even  to  yourself  so.  You 
have  the  dearest  little  wife  at  home,  a 
dear  little  wife  and  child." 

"  You  had  a  son,  and  have  heen  kind 
enough  to  him,  God  knows.  You  had 
a  wife:  hut  that  does  n't  prevent 
other  —  other  thoughts.  Do  you 
know  you  never  spoke  twice  in  your 
life  about  my  mother  ?  Yon  did  n't 
care  for  her. 

"I  —  I  did  my  duty  by  her ;  I  de- 
nied her  nothing.  I  scarcely  ever  had 
a  word  with  her,  and  I  did  my  best  to 
make  her  happy,"  interposed  ihe  Colo- 
nel. 

"  I  know,  but  your  heart  was  with 
the  other.  So  is  mine.  It 's  fatal ; 
it  runs  in  the  family,  father." 

The  boy  looked  so  ineffebly  wretch- 
ed that  the  father's  heart  melted  still 
more.  "  I  did  my  best,  Clive,"  the 
Colonel  gasped  out.  "  I  went  to  that 
villain  Barnes  and  offered  him  to 
settle  every  shilling  I  was  worth  on 
you,  —  I  did,  —  you  did  n't  know 
that,  —  I'd  kill  myself  for  your  sake, 
CI  ivy.  What 's  an  old  fellow  worth 
living  for  ?  I  can  live  upon  a  crust 
and  a  cigar.  I  don't  care  about  a 
carriage,  and  only  go  in  it  to  please 
Ilosey.  I  wanted  to  give  up  all  for 
you,  but  he  played  me  false,  that 
scoundrel  cheated  us  both;  he  did, 
and  so  did  Ethel." 

"  No,  sir ;  I  may  have  thought  so 
in  my  rage  once,  but  I  know  better 
now.  She  was  the  victim  and  not 
the  agent.  Did  Madame  de  Florae 
play  you  false  when  she  married  her 
nusband  ?  It  was  her  fate,  and  she 
underwent  it.  We  all  bow  to  it,  we 
are  in  the  track  and  the  car  passes 
over  us.  You  know  it  does,  father." 
The  Colonel  was  a  fatalist :  he  had 
often  advanced  this  Oriental  creed  in 
his  simple  discourses  with  his  son  and 
Clive's  friends. 

"  Besides,"  Clive  went  on,  "  Ethel 
docs  not  care  for  me.    She  received 


me  to-day  quite  coldly,  and  held  her 
hand  out  as  if  we  had  only  parted 
last  year.  I  suppose  she  likes  that 
Marquis  who  jilted  her,  —  God  bless 
her.  How  shall  we  know  what  wins 
the  hearts  of  women  ?  She  has  mine. 
There  was  my  Fate.  Praise  be  to 
Allah !    It  is  over." 

"  But  there  's  that  villain  who  in- 
jured you.  His  is  n't  over  yet," 
cried  ^e  Colonel,  clenching  his 
trembling  hand. 

"  Ah,  father !  Let  us  leave  him  to 
Allah  too !  •  Suppose  Madame  de 
Florae  had  a  brother  who  insulted 
you.  You  know  you  would  n't  have 
revenged  yourself.  You  would  have 
wounded  her  in  striking  him." 

"You  called  out  Barnes  yourself, 
boy,"  cried  the  father. 

"  That  was  for  another  cause,  and 
not  for  my  quarrel.  And  how  do  you 
know  I  intended  to  fire  1  By  Jove,  I 
was  so  miserable  then  that  an  ounce 
of  lead  would  have  done  me  little 
harm!" 

The  father  saw  the  son's  mind  more 
clearly  than  he  had  ever  done  hitherto. 
They  had  scarcely  ever  talked  upon 
that  subject,  which  the  Colonel  found 
was  so  deeply  fixed  in  Cliye's  heart. 
He  thought  of  his  own  early  days,  and 
how  he  had  suffered,  and  beheld  his 
son  before  him  racked  with  the  same 
cruel  pangs  of  enduring  grief.  And 
he  began  to  own  that  he  had  pressed 
him  too  hastily  in  his  marriage ;  and 
to  make  an  allowance  for  an  unhap* 
piness  of  which  he  had  in  part  been 
the  cause. 

"  Mashallah  !  Clive,  my  boy,"  snid 
the  old  man,  "  what  is  done  is  done." 

"  Let  us  break  up  our  camp  before 
this  place,  and  not  go  to  war  with 
Barnes,  father,"  said  Clive.  "  Let  us 
have  peace,  —  and  forgive  him  if  we 
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can. 

"  And  retreat  before  this  scoundrel, 
Clive  ?  " 

"  What  is  a  victory  over  such  a 
fellow  ?  One  gives  a  chimney-sweep 
the  wall,  father." 

"  I  say  again,  —  What  is  done  is 
done.    1  have  promised  to  meet  him 
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at  the  hustings,  and  I  will.  I  think 
it  is  best :  and  you  are  ri<^ht :  and  you 
act  like  a  high-minded  gentleman,  — 
and  my  dear,  dear  old  boy, — not  to 
msddle  in  the  quarrel,  —  though  I  did 
n't  think  so,  —  and  the  difference  gave 
me  a  great  deal  of  pain,  —  and  so  did 
what  Pendennis  said,  —  and  I  'm 
wrong, —  and  thank  God  I  am  wrong, 
—  and  God  bless  you,  my  own  boy," 
the  Colonel  cried  out,  in  a  burst  of 
emotion ;  and  the  two  went  to  their 
bedrooms  together,  and  were  happier 
as  they  shook  hands  at  the  doors  of 
their  adjoining  chambers  than  they 
had  been  for  many  a  long  day  and 
year. 

— ^— 

CHAPTER  LXIX. 

THE    ELBCTIOir. 

Haying  thus  given  his  challenge, 
reconnoitred  the  enemy,  and  pledged 
himself  to  do  battle  at  the  ensuing 
election,  our  Colonel  took  leave  of  the 
town  of  Newcome,  and  returned  to 
his  banking  affairs  in  London.  His 
departure  was  as  that  of  a  great  pub- 
lic personage ;  the  gentlemen  of  the 
Committee  followed  him  obsequiously 
down  to  the  train.  "  Quick,  bawls 
out  Mr.  Potts  to  Mr.  Brown,  the 
station-master,  "  Quick,  Mr.  Brown, 
a  carriage  for  Colonel  Newcome ! " 
Half  a  dozen  hats  are  taken  off  as  he 
enters  into  the  carriage,  F.  Bayham 
and  his  servant  after  nim,  with  port- 
folios, umbrellas,  shawls,  despatch- 
boxes.  Clive  was  not  there  to  act  as 
his  father's  aide-de-camp.  After  their 
conversation  together  the  young  man 
had  returned  to  Mrs.  Clive  and  his 
other  duties  in  life. 

It  has  been  said  that  Mr.  Pendennis 
was  in  the  country,  engaged  in  a  pur- 
suit exactly  similar  to  that  which 
occupied  Colonel  Newcome.  The 
menaced  dissolution  of  Parliament 
did  not  take  place  so  soon  as  we  ex- 
pected. The  Ministry  still  hung 
together,  and  by  consecjuenco,  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  kept  his  seat  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  from  which  his 
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elder  kinsman  was  eager  to  oust  him. 
Away  from  London,,  and  having  but 
few  correspondents,  save  on  affairs  of 
business,  1  heard  little  of  Clive  and 
the  Colonel,  save  an  occasional  puff 
of  one  of  Colonel  Newcome's  enter- 
tainments in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  to 
which  journal  F.  Bayham  still  con- 
descended to  contribute ;  and  a  satis- 
factory announcement  in  a  certain  part 
of  that  paper,  that  on  such  a  day,  in 
Hyde  Park  Gardens,  Mrs.  Clive  New- 
come  had  presented  her  husband  with  a 
son.  Clive  wrote  to  me  presently,  to 
inform  me  of  the  circumstance,  stating 
at  the  same  time,  with  but  moderate 
gratification  on  his  own  part,  that  the 
Campaigner,  Mrs.  Newcome's  mam- 
ma, had  upon  this  second  occasion 
made  a  second  lodgement  in  her 
daughter's  house  and  bedchamber, 
and  showed  herself  affably  disposed 
to  forget  the  little  unpleasantries 
which  had  clouded  over  the  sunshine 
of  her  former  visit. 

Laura,  with  a  smile  of  some  humor, 
€aid  she  thought  now  would  be  the 
time  when,  if  Clive  could  be  spared 
from  his  bank,  he  might  pay  us  that 
visit  at  Fairoaks  which  had  been  due 
so  long,  and  hinted  that  change  of 
air  and  a  temporary  absence  from 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  might  be  agreeable 
to  my  old  friend. 

It  was  on  the  contrary  Mr.  Penden- 
nis's  opinion  that  his  wife  artfully 
chose  that  period  of  time  when  little 
Rosey  was,  per  force,  kept  at  home 
and  occupied  with  her  delightful  ma- 
ternal duties,  to  invite  Clive  to  see  us. 
Mrs.  Laura  frankly  owned  that  she 
liked  our  Clive  better  without  his 
wife  than  with  her,  and  never  ceased 
to  regret  that  pretty  Rosey  had  not 
bestowed  her  little  hand  upon  Captain 
Hoby,  as  she  had  been  very  well  dis- 
posed at  ouQ  time  to  do.  Against 
all  marriages  of  interest  this  senti- 
mental Laura  never  failed  to  utter  in- 
dignant protests ;  and  Clive's  had 
l)een  a  marriage  of  interest,  a  mar- 
riage made  up  by  the  old  people,  a 
marriage  to  which  the  young  ~mnn 
had  onl/  yielded  out  of  good-natum^ 
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and  obedience.  She  would  apostro- 
phize her  unconscious  young  ones, 
and  inform  those  innocent  babies  that 
tJieti  should  never  be  made  to  marry 
except  for  love,  never,  —  an  announce- 
ment which  was  received  with  perfect 
indiflference  by  little  Arthur  on  his 
rocking-horse,  and  little  Helen  smil- 
ing and  crowing  in  her  mother's  lap. 

So  Clive  came  down  to  us  careworn 
in  appearance,  but  very  pleased  and 
happy,  he  said,  to  stay  for  a  while 
with  the  friends  of  his  youth.  We 
showed  him  our  modest  rural  lions; 
we  got  him  such  sport  and  company 
as  our  quiet  neighborhood  ufForded, 
we  gave  him  fishinjj:  in  tlie  Brawl,  and 
Laura  in  her  pony-chaise  drove  him 
to  Baymouth,  and  to  Clavering  Park 
and-  town,  and  to  visit  the  famous 
cathedral  at  Cliatteris,  where  she  was 
pleased  to  recount  certain  incidents 
of  her  husband's  youth. 

Clive  laughed  at  my  wife's  stories ; 
ho  pleased  himself  in  our  home;  he 
played  with  our  children,  with  whom 
ne  became  a  great  favorite;  he  was 
happier,  he  told  me  with  a  sigh,  than 
he  had  been  for  many  a  day.  His 
gentle  hostess  echoed  the  sigh  of  the 
poor  young  fellow.  She  was  sure 
that  his  pleasure  was  only  transitory, 
and  was  convinced  that  many  deep 
cares  weighed  upon  his  mind.  • 

Ere  long  my  old  school-fellow  made 
me  sundry  confessions,  which  showed 
that  Laura's  surmises  were  correct. 
About  his  domestic  affairs  he  did  not 
treat  much ;  the  little  boy  was  said  to 
be  a  very  fine  little  boy ;  the  ladies 
had  taken  entire  possession  of  him. 
'*  I  can't  stand  Mrs.  Mackenzie  any 
longer,  I  own,"  says  Clive ;  *'  but  how 
Y&^ht  a  wife  at  such  a  moment? 
Hosa  was  sure  she  would  die,  unless 
her  mother  came  to  her,  and  of  course 
we  invited  Mrs.  Mnck.  This  time 
she  is  all  smiles  and  politeness  with 
the  Colonel :  the  last  quarrel  is  laid 
upon  me,  and  in  so  far  I  am  easy,  as 
the  old  folks  get  on  pretty  well  to- 
j:ether."  To  mc,  considering  these 
things,  it  was  clear  that  Mr.  Clive 
Newcome  was  biit  a  very  'secondary 


personage  indeed  in  his  father's  new 
nne  house  which  he  inhabited,  and  in 
which  the  poor  Colonel  had  hoped 
they  were  to  live  such  a  happy  family. 

But  it  was  about  Clive  Newcome's 
pecuniary  affairs  that  1  felt  the  most 
disquiet  when  he  came  to  explain 
these  to  me.  The  Colonel's  capital 
and  that  considerable  sum  which  Mrs. 
Clive  had  inherited  from  her  good  old 
uncle  were  all  involved  in  a  common 
stock,  of  which  Colonel  Newcome 
took  the  management  "The  gov- 
ernor understands  business  so  well, 
you  see,"  says  Clive ;  "  is  a  most  re- 
markable head  for  accounts,  he  must 
have  inherited  that  from  my  grand- 
father, you  know,  who  made  his  own 
fortune  :  all  the  Newcomcs  arc  good 
at  accounts  except  me,  a  poor  useless 
devil  who  knows  nothing  but  to  paint 
a  picture  and  who  can't  even  do  that." 
He  cuts  off  the  head  of  a  thistle  as  ho 
speaks,  bites  his  tawny  mustachios, 
plunges  his  hands  into  his  pockets 
and  his  soul  into  revery. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say,"  asks 
Mr.  Pendennis,  "  that  your  wife's  for- 
tune has  not  been  settled  upon  her- 
self?" 

"  Of  course  it  has  been  settled  upon 
herself;  that  is,  it  is  entirely  her  own, 
—  j-^ou  know  the  Colonel  has  man- 
aged all  the  business,  he  understands 
it  better  than  we  do." 

"Do  you  say  that  your  wife's 
money  is  not  vested  in  the  hands  of 
trustees,  and  for  her  benefit  ?  " 

"  My  father  is  one  of  the  trustees. 
I  tell  you  he  manages  the  whole 
thing.  What  is  his  property  is  mine 
and  ever  has  been  ;  and  1  might  draw 
upon  him  as  much  as  I  liked;  and 
you  know  it 's  five  times  as  great  as 
mv  wife's.  What  is  his  is  ours,  and 
what  is  ours  is  his,  of  course ;  for  in- 
stance, the  India  Stock,  which  poor 
Uncle  James  left,  that  now  stands  in 
the  Colonel's  name.  He  wants  to  be 
a  Director:  he  will  be  at  the  next 
election,  —  he  must  have  a  certain 
quantity  of  India  Stock,  don't  yoa 
see  ?  " 

"  My  dear  fellow,  is  there  then  no 
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settlement  made  upon  your  wife  at 
all  ? " 

"  You  need  n't  look  so  frightened," 
says  CKve.  "  I  made  a  settlement 
on  her :  with  all  my  worldly  goods 
I  did  her  endow,  —  three  thousand 
three  hundred  and  thirty-three  pounds 
six  and  eightpence,  which  my  father 
sent  over  from  India  to  my  nncle, 
years  ago,  when  I  came  home." 

I  might  well  indeed  be  aghast  at 
this  news,  and  had  yet  forther  intel- 
ligence from  Clive,  which  by  no 
means  contributed  to  lessen  my  anx- 
iety. This  worthy  old  Colonel,  who 
fancied  himself  to  be  so  clever  a  man 
of  business,  chose  to  conduct  it  in 
utter  ignorance  and  defiance  of  law. 
If  anything  happened  to  the  Bundle- 
cund  Bank,  it  was  clear  that  not  only 
every  shilling  of  his  own  property 
but  every  farthing  bequeathed  to 
Rosey  Mackenzie  would  be  lost ;  only 
his  retiring  pension,  which  was  luckily 
considerable,  and  the  hundred  pounds 
a  year  which  Clivc  had  settled  on  his 
wife,  would  be  saved  out  of  the  ruin. 

And  now  Clive  confided  to  mc  his 
own  serious  doubts  and  misgivings 
regarding  the  prosperity  of  the  bank 
itself.  He  did  not  know  why,  but  he 
could  not  help  fancying  that  things 
were  going  wrong.  Those  partners 
who  had  come  home,  having  sold  out 
of  the  Bank,  and  living  in  England 
so  splendidly,  why  had  they  quitted 
it  i  The  Colonel  said  it  was  a  proof 
of  the  prosperity  of  the  company, 
that  so  many  gentlemen  were  en- 
riched who  had  taken  shares  in  it. 
**  But  when  I  asked  my  father,"  Clive 
continued,  "  why  he  did  not  himself 
withdraw,  the  dear  old  boy's  coun- 
tenance fell :  he  told  me  sueh  things 
were  not  to  be  done  every  day ;  and 
ended,  as  usual,  by  saying  that  I  do 
not  understand  anything  about  busi- 
ness. No  more  I  do :  that  is  the 
truth.  I  hate  the  whole  concern. 
Pen  !  1  hate  that  great  tawdry  house 
in  which  we  live ;  and  those  fearfully 
stupid  parties :  —  O,  how  1  wish  we 
were  Inick  in  Fitzroy  Square !  But 
who  can  recall  hy^daw,  Arthur;  or 


wrong  steps  in  life  ?  We  must  make 
the  best  ofto-day,  and  to-morrow  must 
take  care  of  itself.  *  Poor  little  child !  * 
I  could  not  help  thinking,  as  I  took 
it  crying  in  my  ai*ms  the  other  day, 
'what  has  life  in  store  for  you,  my 
poor  weeping  baby  1 '  My  mother- 
in-law  cned  out  that  I  should  drop, 
the  baby,  and  that  only  the  Colonel 
knew  how  to  hold  it.  My  wife  called 
from  her  bed  ;  the  nurse  dashed  up 
and  scolded  me ;  and  they  drove  me 
out  of  the  room  amongst  them.  By 
Jove,  Pen,  I  laugh  when  some  of  my 
friends  congratulate  me  on  my  good 
fortune!  I  am  not  quite  the  father 
of  my  own  child,  nor  the  husband  of 
my  own  wife,  nor  even  the  master  of 
my  own  easel.  I  am  managed  for, 
don't  you  see  I  boarded,  lodged,  and 
done  for.  And  here  is  the  man  they 
call  happy  ?  Happy  !  Oh  ! ! !  why 
had  I  not  your  strength  of  mind; 
and  why  ditt  I  ever  leave  my  art,  my 
mistress  ?  " 

And  herewith  the  poor  lad  fell  to 
chopping  thistles  again  ;  and  quitted 
Fairoaks  shortly,  leaving  his  friends 
there  very  much  disquieted  about  his 
prospects,  actual  and  future. 

The  expected  dissolution  of  Par- 
liament came  at  length.  All  the 
country  papers  in  England  teemed 
with  electioneering  addresses  ;  and 
the  country  was  in  a  flutter  with 
party-colored  ribbons.  Colonel  Thom- 
as Newcome,  pursuant  to  his  promise, 
offered  himself  to  the  independent 
electors  of  Newcome  in  the  Liberal 
journal  of  the  family  town,  whilst 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  Bart.,  ad- 
dressed himself  to  his  old  and  tried 
friends,  and  called  upon  the  friends 
of  the  constitution  to  rally  round 
him,  in  the  Conservative  print.  The 
addresses  of  our  friend  were  sent  to 
us  at  Fairoaks  by  the  Colonel's  in- 
defatigable aide-de-camp,  Mr.  Fred- 
erick Bayham.  During  the  period 
which  had  elapsed  since  the  Colonel's 
last  canvassing  visit  and  the  issuing 
of  the  writs  now  daily  expected  for 
the  new  Parliament,  many  things  of 
great  importance    had  occuri:^  j» 
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Thomas  Newcome's  family,  — events 
which  were  kept  secret  from  his  biog- 
rapher, who  was,  at  this  period  also, 
pretty  entirely  occupied  with  his  own 
affairs.  These,  however,  are  not 
the  present  subject  of  this  history, 
which  has  Newcome  for  its  business, 
and  the  parties  engaged  in  the  family 
quarrel  there. 

There  were  four  candidates  in 
the  field  for  the  representation  of 
that  borough.  That  old  and  tried 
Member  of  Parliament,  Mr.  Bunce, 
was  considered  to  be  secure ;  and  the 
Baronet's  seat  was  thought  to  be 
pretty  safe  on  account  of  his  influ- 
ence in  the  place.  Nevertheless, 
Thomas  Newcome's  supporters  were 
confident  for  their  champion,  and  that- 
when  the  parties  came  to  the  poll,  the 
extreme  Liberals  of  the  borough 
would  divide  their  votes  between  him 
and  the  fourth  candidate,  the  uncom- 
promising Radical,  Mr.  Barker. 

In  due  time  the  Colonel  and  his 
staff  arrived  at  Newcome,  and  re- 
sumed the  active  eanvass  which  they 
had  commenced  some  months  previ- 
ously. Clivc  was  not  in  his  father's 
suite  this  time,  nor  Mr.  Warrington, 
whose  engagements  took  him  else- 
where. The  lawyer,  the  editor  of  the 
Independent,  and  F.  B.,  were  the 
Colonel's  chief  men.  Hi^  head- 
quarters (which  F.  B.  liked  very  well) 
were  at  the  hotel  where  we  last  saw 
him,  and  whence  issuing  with  his 
aide-de-camp  at  his  heels,  the  Colonel 
went  round  to  canvass  personally, 
according  to  his  promise,  every  free 
and  independent  elector  of  the 
borough.  Barnes  too  was  canvass- 
ing eagerly  on  his  side,  and  was  most 
affable  and  active;  the  two  parties 
would  often  meet  nose  to  nose  in  the 
same  street,  and  their  retainers  ex- 
change looks  of  defiance.  With  Mr. 
Potts  of  the  Independent,  a  big  man, 
on  his  left ;  with  Mr.  Frederick,  a  still 
biifger  man,  on  his  right;  his  own 
trnstv  bamboo  cnne  in  his  hand,  before 
which  poor  Barnes  had  shrunk 
abashed  ere  now,  Colonel  Newcome 
had  commonly  the  best  of  these  street 


encounters,  and  frowned  his  n^hew 
Barnes,  and  Barnes's  staff,  off  the 
pavement.  With  the  non-electors  the 
Colonel  was  a  decided  favorite ;  the 
boys  invariably  hurrahed  him ;  where- 
as they  jeered  and  uttered  ironical 
cries  after  poor  Barnes,  asking,  "  Who 
beat  his  wife?  Who  drove  his  chil- 
dren to  the  workhouse  ?  "  and  other 
unkind  personal  questions.  The  man 
upon  whom  the  libertine  Barnes  had 
inflicted  so  cruel  an  injury  in  his  early 
days  was  now  the  Baronet's  bitterest 
enemy.  He  assailed  him  with  curses 
and  threats  when  they  met,  and 
leagued  his  brother  workmen  against 
him.  The  wretched  Sir  Barnes 
owned  with  contrition  that  the  sins 
of  his  youth  pursued  him ;  his  enemy 
scoffed  at  the  idea  of  Barnes's  repen^ 
ance ;  he  was  not  moved  at  the  grief, 
the  punishment  in  his  own  family, 
the  humiliation  and  remorse  which 
the  repentant  prodigal  piteously  plead- 
ed. No  man  was  louder  in  his  cries 
of  mea  culpa  than  Barnes :   no  man 

Erofessed  a  more  edifying  repentance, 
[e  was  hat  in  hand  to  every  black 
coat,  established  or  dissenting.  Ke« 
pentance  was  to  his  interest,  to  be 
sure,  but  yet  let  us  hope  it  was 
sincere.  There  is  some  hypocrisy  of 
which  one  does  not  like  even  to  enter, 
tain  the  thought ;  especially  that 
awful  falsehood  which  trades  with 
divine  truth,  and  takes  the  name  of 
Heaven  in  vain. 

The  "  I^oebuck  Inn,"  at  Newcome, 
stands  in  the  market-place,  directly 
facing  the  "  King's  Arms,"  where,  as 
we  know.  Colonel  Newcome  and  un- 
compromising toleration  held  their 
head-quarters.  Immense  banners  of 
blue  and  yellow  floated  from  every 
window  of  the  **  King's  Arms."  and 
decorated  the  balcony  from  which  the 
Colonel  and  his  assistants  were  in  the 
habit  of  addressing  the  multitude. 
Fiddlers  and  trumpeters,  arrayed  in 
his  colors,  paraded  the  town  and  en- 
livened it  with  their  melodious  strains. 
Other  trumpctei*s  and  fiddlers,  bearing 
the  true  blue  cockades  and  colors  of 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  Bart.,  woold 
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encounter  the  Coloners  musicians,  on 
which  occasions  of  meeting,  it  is  to 
be  feared,  small  harmony  was  pro- 
duced. They  banged  each  other  with 
their  brazen  instruments.  The  war- 
like drummers  thumped  each  other's 
lieads  in  lieu  of  the  professional  sheep- 
skin. The  town-boys  and  street 
blackguards  rejoiced  in  these  combats, 
and  exhibited  their  valor  on  one  side 
or  the  other.  The  Colonel  had  to  pay 
a  lon«r  bill  for  broken  brass,  when  he 
settled  the  little  accounts  of  the  elec- 
tion. 

In  after  times  F.  B.  was  pleased  to 
describe  the  circumstances  of  a  contest 
in  which  he  bore  a  most  distinguished 
par^.  It  was  F.  B.'s  opinion  that  his 
private  eloquence  brought  over  many 
waverers  to  the  Colonel's  side,  and 
converted  numbers  of  the  benighted 
followers  of  Sir  Barnes  Newcome. 
Bay  ham's  voice  was  indeed  magnifi- 
cent, and  could  be  heard  from  the 
"King's  Arms"  balcony  above  the 
shout  and  roar  of  tlie  multitude,  the 
gongs  and  bugles  of  tlic  opposition 
bands.  He  was  untiring  in  his 
oratory,  —  undaunted  in  the  presence 
of  the  crowds  below.  He  was  im- 
mensely popular,  F.  B.  Whether  he 
laid  his  hand  upon  his  broad  chest,  took 
off  his  hat  and  waved  it,  or  pressed 
his  blue  and  yellow  ribbons  to  his 
bosom,  the  crowd  shouted,  "  Hurrah ! 
silence !  bravo !  Bayham  forever !  " 
"They  would  have  carried  me  in 
triumph,"  said  F.  B. ;  "  if  I  had  but 
the  necessary  qualification,  I  might 
be  Member  for  Newcome  this  day  or 
any  other  I  chose." 

I  am  afraid,  in  this  conduct  of  the 
Coloners  election,  Mr.  Bayham  re- 
sorted to  acts  of  which  his  principal 
certainly  would  disapprove,  and  en- 
gaged auxiliaries  wliose  alliance  was 
scarcely  creditable.  Whose  was  the 
hand  which  flung  the  potato  which 
struck  Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  Bart., 
on  the  nose  as  he  was  haranguing 
the  people  from  the  "Roebuck"? 
How  came  it  that  whenever  Sir  Barnes 
and  his  friends  essayed  to  speak,  such 
an  awfal  yelling  and  groaning  took 


place  in  the  crowd  below  that  the 
Avords  of  those  feeble  orators  were 
inaudible?  Who  smashed  all  the 
front  windows  of  the  "  liocbuck  "  ? 
Colonel  Newcome  had  not  words  to 
express  his  indignation  at  proceedings 
so  unfair.  When  Sir  Barnes  and  his 
statf  were  hustled  in  the  market-place 
and  most  outrageously  shoved,  jeered, 
and  jolted,  the  Colonel  from  the 
"King's  Arms"  organized  a  rapid 
sally,  which  he  himself  headed  with 
his  bamboo  cane;  cut  out  Sir  Barnes 
and  his  followers  from  the  hands  of 
the  mob  and  addressed  those  rufhans 
in  a  noble  speech,  of  which  the  bam- 
boo cane  —  Englishman  —  shame  — 
fair  play,  were  the  most  emphatic  ex- 
pressions. The  mob  cheered  Old 
Tom  as  they  called  him,  —  they  made 
way  for  Sir  Barnes,  who  shrunk  pale 
and  shuddering  back  into  his  hotel 
again,  —  who  always  persisted  in  say- 
ing that  that  old  villain  of  a  dragoon 
had  planned  both  the  assault  and  the 
rescue. 

"  When  the  dregs  of  the  people,  — 
the  scum  of  the  rabble,  sir,  banded 
together  by  the  myrmidons  of  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome,  attacked  us  at  the 
'  King's  Arms,'  and  smashed  ninety- 
six  pounds'  worth  of  glass  at  one 
volley,  besides  knocking  off  the  gold 
unicorn's  head  and  the  tail  of  the 
British  lion  ;  it  was  fine,  sir,"  F.  B. 
said,  "•  to  see  how  th»*.  Colonel  came 
forward,  and  the  coolness  of  the  old 
boy  in  the  midst  of  the  action.  Ho 
stood  there  in  front,  sir,  with  his  old 
hat  off,  never  so  much  as  once  bob- 
bing his  old  head,  and  I  think  he 
spoke  rather  better  under  fire  than  he 
did  when  there  was  no  danger.  Be- 
tween ourselves,  he  ain't  much  of  a 
speaker,  the  old  Colonel ;  he  hems 
and  hahs,  and  repeats  himself  a  good 
deal.  He  has  n't  the  gift  of  natural 
eloquence  which  some  men  have,  Pen- 
dennis.  You  should  have  heard  my 
speech,  sir,  on  the  Thursday  in  the 
Town  Hall,  —  that  was  something 
like  a  speech.  Potts  was  jealous  of 
it,  and  always  reported  me  most 
shamefully.'* 
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In  spite  of  bis  re»pectftil  behavior 
to  the  gentlemen  in  black  coats,  his 
soup-tickets  and  his  flannel  tickets, 
his  own  pathetic  lectures  and  his 
sedulous  attendance  at  other  folks' 
sermons,  poor  Barnes  could  not  keep 
up  his  credit  with  the  serious  interest 
at  Newcome,  and  the  meeting-houses 
and  their  respective  pastors  and  fre- 
quenters turned  their  backs  upon  him. 
The  case  against  him  was  too  fla- 
grant ;  his  enemy,  the  factory-man, 
worked  it  with  an  extraordinary  skill, 
malice,  and  pertinacity.  Not  a  single 
man,  woman,  or  child  in  Newcome 
but  was  made  acquainted  with  Sir 
Barnes's  early  peccadillo.  Ribald  bal- 
lads were  howled  through  the  streets 
describing  his  sin,  andhis  deserved  pun- 
ishment. For  very  shame,  the  rever- 
end dissenting  gentlemen  were  obliged 
to  refrain  from  voting  for  him  ;  such 
as  ventured,  believing  in  the  sincerity 
of  his  repentance,  to  give  him  their 
voices,  were  yelled  away  from  the 
polling-places.  A  very  great  number 
w^ho  would  have  been  his  friends 
were  compelled  to  bow  to  decency  and 
public  opinion,  and  supported  the 
Colonel. 

Hooted  away  from  the  hustings  and 
the  public  places  whence  the  rival 
candidates  addressed  the  free  and  in- 
dependent electors,  this  wretched  and 
persecuted  Sir  Barnes  invited  his 
friends  and  supporters  to  meet,  him  at 
the  "  Athenaeum  Room,"  —  scene  of 
his  previous  eloquent  performances. 
But  though  this  apartment  was  de- 
fended by  tickets,  the  people  burst 
into  it ;  and  Nemesis,  in  the  shape  of 
the  persevering  factory-man,  appeared 
before  the  scared  Sir  Barnes  and  his 
puzzled  committee.  The  man  stood 
up  and  bearded  the  pale  Baronet.  He 
had  a  good  cause,  and  was  in  truth  a 
far  better  master  of  debate  than  our 
banking  friend,  being  a  great  speaker 
amongst  his  brother  operatives,  by 
whom  political  questions  are  dis- 
cussed, and  the  conduct  of  political 
men  examined,  with  a  ceaseless  inter- 
est and  with  an  ardor  and  eloquence 
"Which  are  often  unknown  in  what  is 


called  superior  society.  This  mati 
and  his  friends  round  about  him 
fiercely  silenced  the  clamor  of  "  Turn 
him  out,"  with  whieh  his  first  appear- 
ance was  assailed  by  Sir  Barnes's 
hangers-on.  He  said,  in  the  name 
of  justice  he  would  speak  up ;  if  they 
were  fathers  of  families,  and  loved 
their  wives  and  daughters,  he  dared 
them  to  refuse  him  a  hearing.  Did 
they  love  their  wives  and  their  chil- 
dren'? It  was  a  shame  that  they 
should  take  such  a  man  as  that  yon- 
der for  their  representative  in  Parlia- 
ment. But  the  greatest  sensation 
he  made  was  when  in  the  middle  of 
his  speech,  after  inveighing  against 
Barnes's  cruelty  and  parental  ingrati- 
tude, he  asked,  "  Where  were  Barnes's 
children  ?  "  and  actually  thrust  for- 
ward two,  to  the  amazement  of  the 
committee  and  the  ghastly  astonish- 
ment of  the  guilty  Baronet  himself. 

"  Look  at  them,"  says  the  man : 
"  they  are  almost  in  rags,  they  have 
to  put  up  with  scanty  and  ha/d  food ; 
contrast  them  with  his  other  children, 
whom  you  see  lording  it  in  gilt  car- 
riages, robed  in  purple  and  fine  linen, 
and  scattering  mud  from  their  wheels 
over  us  humble  people  as  we  walk  the 
streets;  ignorance  and  starvation  is 
good  enough  for  these,  for  those 
others  nothing  can  be  too  fine  or  too 
dear.  What  can  a  factory-girl  ex- 
pect from  such  a  fine  high-bred,  whito- 
handed,  aristocratic  gentleman  as  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome,  Baronet,  but  to  be 
cajoled,  and  seduced,  and  deserted, 
and  left  to  starve !  When  she  has 
served  my  Lord's  pleasure,  her  natural 
fate  is  to  be  turned  into  the  street ;  let 
her  go  and  rot  there,  and  her  children 
beg  m  the  gutter." 

"  This  is  the  most  shameful  impos- 
ture," gasps  out  Sir  Barnes ;  "  these 
children  are  not  —  are  not  —  " 

The  man  interrupted  him  with  a 
bitter  laugh.  *'  No,  says  he,  "  they 
are  not  his ;  that  's  true  enough, 
friends.  It 's  Tom  Martin's  girl  and 
hoy,  a  precious  pair  of  lazy  little 
scamps.  But,  at  first,  he  thought  they 
were  his  children.    See  how  much  he 
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knows  about  them !  Ho  has  n't  seen 
his  children  for  years  ;  he  would  have 
left  them  and  their  mother  to  starve, 
and  did  but  for  shame  and  fear. 
The  old  man,  his  father,  pensioned 
them,  and  he  has  n't  the  heart  to 
stop  their  wages  now.  Men  of  New- 
come,  will  you  have  this  man  to  rep- 
resent you  in  Parliament  i  "  And 
the  crowd  roared  out  "No";  and 
Barnes  and  his  shamefaced  commit- 
tee slunk  out  of  the  place,  and  no 
wonder  the  dissenting  clerical  gentle- 
men were  shy  of  voting  for  him. 

A  brilliant  and  picturesque  diver- 
sion in  Colonel  Newcome's  favor  was 
due  to  the  inventive  genius  of  his 
fiithful  aide -do -camp,  F.  B.  On 
the*  polling-day,  as  the  carriages  full 
of  voters  came  up    to   the  market- 

f)lace,  there  appeared  nigh  to  the 
)ooths  an  open  barouche,  covered  all 
over  with  ribbon,  and  containing 
Frederick  Bayham  Esq.,  profusely 
decorated  with  the  Colonel  s  colors, 
and  a  very  old  woman  and  her  female 
attendant,  who  were  similarly  orna- 
mented. It  was  good  old  Mrs.  Ma- 
son, who  was  pleased  with  the  drive 
and.  the  sunshine,  though  she  scarcely 
understood  the  meaning  of  the  tur- 
moil, with  her  maid  by  her  side,  de- 
lighted to  wear  such  ribbons,  and  sit 
in  such  a  post  of  honor.  Rising  up 
in  the  carriage,  F.  B.  took  off  his 
hat,  bade  his  men  of  brass  be  silent, 
who  were  accustomed  to  brav  "  See 
the  Conquering  Hero  comes,'''  when- 
ever the  Colonel,  or  Mr.  Bayham, 
his  brilliant  aide-de-camp,  made  their 
appearance  ;  —  bidding,  we  say,  the 
musicians  and  the  universe  to  be 
silent,  F.  B.  rose,  and  made  the  citi- 
zens of  Newcome  a  splendid  speech. 
Good  old  unconscious  Mrs.  Mason 
was  the  theme  of  it,  and  the  Colonel's 
virtues  and  faithful  gratitude  in  tend- 
ing her.  "  She  was  his  father's  old 
friend.  She  was  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come's  grandfather's  old  firiend.  She 
h:id  lived  for  more  than  forty  years  at 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome's  door  and  how 
often  had  he  been  to  see  her  1  Did  he 
go  every  week  ?   No.    Every  month  ? 


No.  Every  year  ?  No.  Never  in  the 
whole  course  of  his  life  had  he  set  his 
foot  into  her  doors!"  (Loud  yells, 
and  cries  of  "  Shame  ! ")  "  Never 
had  he  done  her  one  single  act  of 
kindness.  Whereas  for  years  and 
years  past,  when  he  was  away  in  In- 
dia, heroically  fighting  the  battles  of 
his  country,  when  he  was  distinguish- 
ing himself  at  Assaye,  and  —  and  — 
Mulligatawny  and  Scringapatam,  in 
the  hottest  of  the  fight  and  the  fiercest 
of  the  danger,  in  the  most  terrible 
moment  of  the  conflict  and  the  crown- 
ing glory  of  the  victory,  the  good,  the 
brave,  the  kind  old  Colonel,  —  why 
should  he  say  Colonel  ?  why  should 
he  not  say  Old  Tom  at  once?  "  (im- 
mense roars  of  applause)  "  always 
remembered  his  dear  old  nurse  and 
friend.  Ijook  at  that  shawl,  boys, 
which  she  has  got  on  !  My  belief  is 
that  Colonel  Newcome  took  that 
shawl  in  single  combat,  and  on  horse- 
back, from  the  prime  minister  of 
Tippoo  Saib."  (Immense  cheers  and 
cries  of  "  Bravo,  Bayham ! ")  "  Look 
at  that  brooch  the  dear  old  thing 
wears ! "  (he  kissed  her  hand  whilst 
so  apostrophizing  her.)  "  Tom  New- 
come  never  brags  about  his  military 
achievements,  he  is  the  most  mod^'St  as 
well  as  the  bravest  man  in  the  world. 
What  if  I  were  to  tell  you  that  he 
cut  that  brooch  from  the  throat 
of  an  Indian  rajah  1  He 's  man 
enough  to  do  it."  ("  He  is  !  he  is  !  " 
from  all  parts  of  the  crowd.)  "  What, 
you  want  to  take  the  horses  out,  do 
you?"  (to  the  crowd,  who  were  re- 
moving those  quadrupeds.)  "  I  ain't 
agoing  to  prevent  you ;  I  expected  as 
much  of  you.  Men  of  Newcome,  I  ex- 
pected as  much  of  you,  for  I  know 
you !  Sit  still,  old  lady ;  don't  be 
frightened,  ma'am,  they  are  only  go- 
ing to  pull  you  to  the  *  King's  Arms,' 
and  show  you  to  the  Colonel." 

This,  indeed,  was  the  direction  in 
which  the  mob  (whether  inflamed  by 
spontaneous  enthusiasm,  or  excited 
by  cunning  agents  placed  amongst  the 
populace  by  F.  B.,  I  cannot  say) 
now  took  the  barouche  and  its  three 
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occnpants.  With  a  myriad  roar  and 
shout  the  carriage  was  dragged  up  in 
front  of  the  "  King's  Arms,"  from  the 
balconies  of  which  a  most  satisfactory 
account  of  the  polling  was  already 
placarded.  The  extra  noise  and 
shouting  brought  out  the  Colonel, 
who  looked  at  first  with  curiosity  at 
the  advancing  procession,  and  then, 
as  he  caught  sight  of  Sarah  Mason, 
with  a  blush  and  a  bow  of  his  kind 
old  head. 

**  Look  at  him,  boys ! "  cried  the 
enraptured  F.  B.,  pointing  up  to  the 
old  man.  "  Look  at  him ;  the  dear 
old  boy !  Is  n't  he  an  old  trump  ? 
which  will  you  have  for  your  Mem- 
ber, Barnes  Ncwcome  or  Old  Tom  ?  " 

And  as  might  lie  supposed,  an  im- 
mense shout  of  "  Old  Tom  !  "  arose 
from  the  multitude;  in  the  midst  of 
which,  blushing  and  bowing  still,  the 
Colonel  went  back  to  his  committee- 
room  :  and  the  bands  played  "  See 
the  Conquering  Hero  "  louder  than 
ever ;  and  poor  Barnes  in  the  course 
of  his  duty  having  to  come  out  upon 
his  balcony  at  the  "  Roebuck  "  oppo- 
site was  saluted  with  a  yell  as  vocif- 
erous as  the  cheer  for  the  Colonel  had 
been;  and  old  Mrs.  Mason  asked 
what  the  noise  was  about ;  and  after 
making  several  vain  efforts,  in  dumb 
show,  to  the  crowd,  Barnes  slunk 
back  into  his  hole  again  as  pale  as 
the  turnip  which  was  flung  at  his 
head ;  and  the  horses  were  brought, 
and  Mrs.  Mason  driven  home;  and 
the  day  of  election  came  to  an  end. 
*  Reasons  of  personal  gratitude,  as 
we  have  stated  already,  prevented  his 
Highness  the  Prince  de  Montcontour 
from  taking  a  part  in  this  family  con- 
test. His  brethren  of  the  House  of 
Higg,  however,  very  much  to  Florae's 
gratification,  g^ave  their  second  votes 
to  Colonel  Newcome,  carrying  with 
them  a  very  great  number  of  electors : 
we  know  that  in  the  present  Parlia- 
ment, Mr.  Higg  and  Mr.  Bunce  sit 
for  the  Borough  of  Newcome.  Hav- 
ing had  monetary  transactions  with 
Sir  Barnes  N.ewcome,  and  entered 
largely  into  railway  speculations  with 


him,  the  Messrs.  Higg  had  found  rea- 
son to  quarrel  with  the  Baronet ;  ac- 
cuse him  of  sharp  practices  to  the 
present  day,  and  have  long  stories  to 
tell  which  do  not  concern  us  about 
Sir  Barnes's  stratagems,  grasping, 
and  extortion.  They  and  their  fol- 
lowing, deserting  Sir  Barnes,  whom 
they  had  supported  in  previous  elec- 
tions, voted  for  the  Colonel,  although 
some  of  the  opinions  of  that  gentle- 
man were  rather  too  extreme  for  such 
sober  persons. 

Not  exactly  knowing  what  his  poli- 
tics wcfe  when  he  commenced  the 
canvass,  I  can't  say  to  what  opinions 
the  poor  Colonel  did  not  find  himself 
committed  by  the  time  when  the 
election  was  over.  The  worthy  gen- 
tleman felt  himself  not  a  little  humili- 
ated by  what  he  had  to  say  and  to 
unsay,  by  having  to  answer  questions, 
to  submit  to  familiarities,  to  shake 
hands,  which,  to  say  truth,  he  did 
not  care  for  grasping  at  all.  His 
habits  were  aristocratic;  his  educa- 
tion had  been  military;  the  kindest 
and  simplest  soul  alive,  he  yet  dis- 
liked all  familiarity,  and  expected^ 
from  common  people  the  sort  of  def- 
erence which  he  had  received  from 
his  men  in  the  regiment.  The  con- 
test saddened  and  mortified  him ;  he 
felt  that  he. was  using  wrong  means 
to  obtain  an  end  that  perhaps  was 
not  right  (for  so  his  secret  conscience 
must  have  told  him) ;  he  was  deroga- 
ting from  his  own  honor  in  tampering 
with  political  opinions,  submitting  to 
familiarities,  condescending  to  stand 
by  whilst  his  agents  solicited  vulgar 
suffrages  or  uttered  clap-traps  about 
retrenchment  and  reform.  '*  I  felt  I 
was  wrong,"  he  said  to  me,  in  after 
days,  "  though  1  was  too  proud  to 
own  my  error  in  those  times,  and  you 
and  your  good  wife  and  my  boy  were 
right  in  protesting  against  that  mad 
election.  Indeed,  though  we  littlo 
knew  what  events  were  speedily  to 
happen,  Laura  and  I  felt  very  little 
satisfaction  when  the  result  of  the 
Newcome  election  was  made  known 
to  us,  and  we  found  Sir  Barnes  New- 
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come  third,  and  Col.  Thomas  New- 
como  second  upon  tho  ])oll. 

Ethel  was  absent  with  her  children 
at  Brighton.  She  was  glad,  she 
wrote,  not  to  have  been  at  home  dur- 
ing the  election.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  C. 
were  at  Brighton,  too.  Ethel  had 
seen  Mrs.  C.  and  her  child  once  or 
twice.  It  was  a  very  fine  child.  "  My 
brother  came  down 'to  us,"  she  wrote, 
"after  all  was  over.  He  is  furious 
against  M.  do  Montcontour,  who,  he 
says,  persuaded  the  Whigs  to  vote 
against  him,  and  turned  the  elec- 
tion." 


CHAPTER  LXX. 

GHILTERN    HUNDREDS. 

We  shall  say  no  more  regarding 
Thomas  Newcome's  political  doings  ; 
his  speeches  against  Barnes,  and  the 
Baronet's  replies.  The  nephew  was 
beaten  by  his  stout  old  uncle. 

In  due  time  the  Gazette  announced 
that  Thomas  Newcome,  Esq.,  was  re- 
turned as  one  of  the  Members  of  Par- 
liament for  the  boroiip:h  of  Newcome, 
and  after  triumphant  dinners,  speeches 
and  rejoicings,  the  Member  came  back 
to  his  family  in  London,  and  to  his 
affairs  in  that  city. 

The  good  Colonel  appeared  to  be 
by  no  means  elated  by  his  victory. 
He  would  not  allow  that  he  was 
wrong  in  engaging  in  that  family 
war,  of  which  we  have  just  seen  the 
issue;  though  it  may  be  that  his 
secret  remorse  on  this  account  in  part 
occasioned  his  disquiet.  But  tnere 
were  other  reasons,  which  his  family 
not  long  afterwards  came  to  under- 
stand, for  the  gloom  and  low  spirits 
which  now  oppressed  the  head  of  their 
home. 

It  was  observed  (that  is,  if  simple 
little  Rosey  took  the  trouble  to  ob- 
serve) that  the  entertainments  at  the 
Colonel's  mansion  were  more  frequent 
and  splendid  even  than  before;  the 
silver  cocoanut-tree  was  constantly 
in  requisition,  and  around  it  were 
assembled  many  new  guests,  who  had 
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not  formerly  been  used  to  sit  under 
those  branches.  Mr.  Sherrick  and 
his  wife  appeared  at  those  parties,  at 
which  the  proprietorof  Lady  Whittle- 
sea's  chapel  made  himself  perfectly 
familiar.  Sherrick  cut  jokes  with  the 
master  of  the  house,  which  the  latter 
received  with  a  very  grave  acquies- 
cence ;  he  ordered  the  servants  al)out, 
addressing  the  butler  as  "  Old  Cork- 
screw," and  bidding  the  footman, 
whom  he  loved  to  call  by  his  Christian 
name,  to  "  look  alive."  He  called  the 
Colonel  "  Newcome  "  sometimes,  and 
facetiously  speculated  upon  the  degree 
of  relationship  subsisting  between 
them  now  that  his  daughter  was 
married  to  Clive's  uncle,  the  Colonel's 
brother-in-law.  Though  I  dare  say 
Clive  did  not  much  relish  receiving 
news  of  his  aunt,  Sherrick  was  sure 
to  bring  such  intelligence  when  it 
reached  him  ;  and  announced,  in  due 
time,  the  birth  of  a  little  cousin  at 
Boggly  wallah,  whom  the  fond  parents 
designed  to  name  "  Thomas  Newcome 
Honeyman." 

A  dreadful  panic  and  ghastly  terror 
seized  poor  Clive  on  an  occasion  which 
he  described  to  me  afterwards.  Going 
out  from  home  one  day  with  his  father, 
he  beheld  a  wine-merchant's  cart, 
from  which  hampers  were  carried 
down  the  area  gate  into  the  lower 
regions  of  Colonel  Newcome's  house. 
"  Sherrick  &  Co.,  Wine-Merchants, 
Walpole  Street,"  was  painted  upon 
the  vehicle. 

**  Good  Heavens !  sir,  do  you  get 
your  wine  from  him  1  "  Clive  cried 
out  to  his  father,  remembering  Honey- 
man's  provisions  in  early  times.  The 
Colonel,  looking  very  gloomy  and 
turning  red,  said,  "'£'es,  he  bought 
wine  from  Sherrick,  who  had  been 
very  good-natured  and  sei*viceable ; 
and  who  — and  who,  you  know,  is 
our  connection  now."  When  informed 
of  the  circumstance  by  Clive,  I  too,  as 
I  confess,  thought  the  incident  alarm- 
ing. 

Then  Clive,  with  a  laugh,  told  me 
of  a  grand  battle  which  had  taken 
place  in  consequence  of  Mrs.  Mackf*- 
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«ie*s  behavior  to  the  wine-merchant's 
wife.     The  Campaigner  had  treated 
this  very   kind    and    harmless,   but 
vulgar  woman,  with  extreme  hauteur, 
—  had  talked  loud  during  her  sing- 
ing, —  tlie  beauty  of  which,   to  say 
truth,  time  had  considerably  impaired, 
— :had  made  contemptuous  observa- 
tions regarding  her  upon  more  than 
one  occasion.    At  length  the  Colonel 
broke  out  in  great  wratli  against  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  —  bade  her  to  respect  that 
lady  as  one  of  his  guests,  —  and,  if 
she  did  not  like  the  company  which 
assembled  at  his  house,  hinted  to  her 
that  there  were  many  thousand  other 
houses  in  London  where  she  could 
find  a  lodging.    For  the  sake  of  her 
ehild,  and  her  adored  grandchild,  the 
Campaigner  took  no  notice  of  this 
hint;   and  declined  to  remove  from 
the  quarter  which  she  had  occupied 
since  she  had  become  a  grandmamma. 
1  myself  dined  once  or  twice  with 
my  old  friends,  under  the  shadow  of 
the  pickle-bearing  cocoanut- tree ;  and 
could  not  but  remark  a  change  of 
personages  in  the  society  assembled. 
The  manager  of  the  City  branch  of  the 
B.  B.  C.  was  always  present,  —  an 
ominous-looking  man,  whose  whis- 
pers and  compliments  seemed  to  make 
poor  Clive,  at  his  end  of  the  table, 
very  melancholy.      With    the    City 
manager  came  the  City  manager's 
friends,   whose   jokes    passed  gayly 
round,  and  who  kept  the  conversation 
to  themselves.     Once  I  had  the  hap- 
piness to  meet  Mr.  Ratray,  who  had 
returned,  filled  with  rupees  from  the 
Indian   IBank ;    who    told  us   many 
anecdotes  of  the  splendor  of  Hummuii 
Loll  at  Calcutta,  who  complimented 
the  Colonel  on  his  fine  house  and 
grand  dinners  with  sinister  good-hu- 
mor.    Those  compliments  did    not 
seem  to  please  our  poor  friend ;  that 
familiarity  choked  him.     A  brisk  lit- 
tle chattering  attoniey,  very  intimate 
with  Sherrick,  with  a  wife  of  dubious 
gentility,  was  another  constant  guest. 
He  enlivened  the  table  by  his  jokes, 
and  recounted  choice  stories  about  the 
aristocracy,  with  certain  members  of 


wh<Hn  the  little  man  seemed  very  &' 
miliar.  He  knew  to  a  shilling  how 
much  this  lord  owed,  —  and  how 
much  the  creditors  allowed  to  that 
murquis.  He  had  been  concerned 
with  such  and  such  a  nobleman,  who 
was  now  in  the  Queen's  Bench.  He 
spoke  of  their  lordships  affably  and 
without  their  titles,  —  calling  upon 
"  Louisa  my  dear,"  his  wife,  to  testi- 
fy to  the  day  when  Viscount  Tagrag 
dined  with  them,  and  Earl  Bareacres 
sent  them  the  pheasants.  F.  B.,  as 
sombre  and  downcast  as  his  hosts  now 
seemed  to  be,  informed  me  demurely 
that  the  attorney  was  a  member  of 
one  of  the  most  eminent  firms  in  the 
City,  —  that  he  had  been  engaged  in 
procuring  the  Colonel's  parliamenta- 
ry title  for  him,  —  and  in  various  im- 
portant piatters  appertaining  to  the 
B.  B.  C. ;  but  my  knowled^re  of  the 
world  and  the  Inw  was  sufficient  to 
make  me  aware  that  this  gentleman 
belonged  to  a  well  known  firm  of 
money-lending  solicitors,  and  I  trem- 
bled to  see  such  a  person  in  the  home 
of  our  good  Colonel.  Where  were 
the  generals  and  the  judges  ?  Where 
were  the  fogies  and  their  respectable 
ladies  ?  Stupid  they  were,  and  dull 
their  company,  but  better  a  stalled 
ox  in  their  society  than  Mr.  Cam- 
pion's jokes  over  Mr.  Sherrick's 
wines. 

After  the  little  rebuke  administered 
by  Colonel  Newcome,  Mrs.  Macken- 
zie abstained  from  overt  hostilities 
against  any  guests  of  her  daughter's 
father-in-law ;  and  contented  herself 
by  assuming  grand  and  princess-like 
airs  in  the  company  of  the  new  ladies. 
They  flattered  her  and  poor  little 
Rosey  intensely.  The  latter  liked 
their  company  no  doubt.  To  a  man 
of  the  world  looking  on,  who  has  seen 
the  men  and  morals  of  many  cities,  it 
was  curious,  almost  pathetic,  to  watch 
that  poor  little  innocent  creature  fresh 
and  smiling,  attired  in  bright  colors 
and  a  thousand  gewgaws,  simpering  in 
the  midst  of  these  darkling  people,  — 
practising  her  little  arts  and  co- 
quetries, with  such    a  court  round 
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about  her.  An  unconscious  little 
maid,  with  rich  and  rare  gems  spark- 
ling on  all  her  fingers,  and  hright 
gold  rings  as  many  as  belonged  to  the 
late  Old  Woman  of  Banbury  Cross,  — 
still  she  smiled  and  prattled  innocent- 
ly before  these  banaitti,  —  I  thought 
of  Zcrlina  and  the  Brigands,  in  "$r& 
Diavolo." 

Walking  away  with  F.  B.  from  one 
of  these  parties  of  the  Colonel's,  and 
seriously  alarmed  at  what  I  had  ob- 
served there,  I  demanded  of  Bayham 
whether  my  conjectures  were  not  cor- 
rect, that  some  misfortune  overhung 
our  old  friend's  house?  At  first 
Bayham  denied  stoutly  or  pretended 
ignorance ;  but  at  length,  having 
reached  the  "  Haunt "  together,  which 
I  had  not  visited  since  I  was  a  mar- 
ried man,  we  entered  that  place  of 
entertainment,  and  were  greeted  by  its 
old  landlady  and  waitress,  and  accom- 
modated >vith  a  quiet  parlor.  And 
here  F.  B.,  after  groaning, — after 
sighing,  —  after  solacing  himself  with 
a  prodigious  quantity  of  bitter  beer, 

—  fairly  burst  out,  and,  with  tears  in 
his  eyes,  made  a  full  and  sad  confes- 
sion respecting  this  unlucky  Bundle- 
cund  Banking  Company.  The  shares 
had  been  going  lower  and  lower,  so 
that  there  was  no  sale  now  for  them 
at  all.  To  meet  the  liabilities  the  di- 
rectors must  have  undergone  the 
greatest  sacrifices.    He  did  not  know 

—  he  did  not  like  to  think  what  the 
Colonel's  personal  losses  were.  The 
respectable  solicitors  of  the  Company 
had  retired  long  since,  after  having 
secured  payment  of  a  most  respect- 
able bill,  and  had  given  place  to  the 
firm  of  dubious  law-agents  of  whom  I 
had  that  evening  seen  a  partner. 
How  the  retiring  partners  from  In- 
dia had  been  allowed  to  withdraw, 
and  to  bring  fortunes  along  with 
them,  was  a  mystery  to  Mr.  Frederic 
Bayham.  The  great  Indian  million- 
naire  was  in  his.  F.  B.'s  eyes,  "  a  con- 
founded old  mahotyany-colored  heath- 
en humbug."  These*  fine  parties 
which  the  Colonel  was  giving,  and 
that  fine  carriage  which  was  always 


flaunting  about  the  Park  with  poor 
Mrs.  Clive  and  the  Campaigner,  and 
the  nurse  and  the  baby,  were,  in  F. 
B.'s  opinion,  all  decoys  and  shams. 
He  dia  not  mean  to  say  that  the  incals 
were  not  paid,  and  that  the  Colonel 
had  to  plundec  for  bis  horsps'  corn  ; 
but  he  knew  that  Sherrick,  and  the 
attorney,  and  the  manager,  insisted 
upon  tlie  necessity  of  giving  these  par- 
ties, and  keeping  up  this  state  and 
grandeur,  and  opined  that  it  was  at 
the  special  instance  of  these  advisers 
that  the  Colonel  had  contested  the 
borough  for  which  he  was  now  re- 
turned. "Do  you  know  how  much 
that  contest  cost  ? "  asks  F.  B. 
"  The  sum,  sir,  was  awful !  and  wo 
have  ever  so  much  of  it  to  pay.  I 
came  up  twice  from  Newcome  myself 
to  Campion  and  Sherrick  about  it. 
I  betray  no  secrets, — F.  B.,  sir, 
would  die  a  thousand  deaths  beforp 
he  would  tell  the  secrets  of  his  bene- 
factor 1  —  But,  Pcndcnnis,  you  un- 
derstand a  thing  or  two.  You  know 
what  o'clock  it  is,  and  so  does  yours 
truly,  F.  B.,  who  drinks  your  health. 
/  know  the  taste  of  Sherrick's  wine 
well  enough.  F.  B.,  sir,  fears  the 
Greeks  and  all  the  gifts  they  bring. 
Confound  his  Amontillado!  I  had 
rather  drink  this  honest  malt  and 
hops  all  my  life  than  ever  see  a  drop 
of  his  atiominable  golden  sherry. 
Grolden  1  F.  B.  believes  it  is  golden, 
—  and  a  precious  deal  dearer  than 
gold  too,"  —  and  herewith,  ringinc: 
the  bell,  my  friend  asked  for  a  second 
pint  of  the  just-named  and  cheaper 
fluid. 

I  have  of  late  had  to  recount  por- 
tions of  my  dear  old  friend's  history 
which  must  needs  be  told,  and  ovr-r 
which  the  writer  does  not  like  to 
dwell.  If  Thomas  Newcome's  opu- 
lence was  unpleasant  to  describe, 
and  to  contrast  with  the  bright  good- 
ness and  simplicity  I  remembered  in 
former  days,  now  much  more  painful 
is  that  part  of  his  story  to  which  we 
are  now  come  perforce,  and  which 
the  acute  reader  of  novels  has,  no 
doubt,  long  foreseen?     Yes,  sir  or 
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madam,  yoa  are  quite  right  in  the 
opinion  which  you  Iiave  held  all 
along  regarding  that  Bundlecund 
Banking  Company,  in  which  our 
Colonel  has  invested  every  rupee  he 
possesses,  Solvuntur  rupees,  &c  I 
disdain,  for  the  most  part,  the  tricks 
and  surprises  of  the  novelist's  art. 
Knowing,  from  the  very  beginning  of 
our  story,  what  was  the  issue  of 
this  Bundlecund  Banking  concern,  I 
have  scarce  had  patience  to  keep  my 
counsel  about  it ;  and  whenever  I 
have  had  occasion  to  mention  the 
companv,  have  scarcely  been  able  to 
refrain  m)m  breaking  out  into  fierce 
diatribes  against  that  complicated, 
enormous,  outrageous  swindle.  It 
was  one  of  many  similar  cheats 
which  have  been  successfully  prac- 
tised upon  the  simple  folks,  civilian 
and  military,  who  toil  and  struggle, 
—  who  fight  with  sun  and  enemy,  — 
who  pass  years  of  long  exile  and 
gallant  endurance  in  the  service  of 
our  empire  in  India.  Agency-houses 
after  agency-houses  have  been  estab- 
lished, and  have  flourished  in  splen- 
dor and  magnificence,  and  have  paid 
fabulous  dividends,  —  and  have  enor- 
mously enriched  two  or  three  wary 
speculators,  —  and  then  have  burst  in 
bankruptcy,  involving  widows,  or- 
phans, and  countless  simple  people 
who  trusted  their  all  to  the  keeping 
of  these  unworthy  treasurers. 

The  failure  of  the  Bundlecund 
Bank  which  we  now  have  to  record 
was  one  only  of  many  similar  schemes 
ending  in  ruin.  About  the  time 
when  Thomas  Newcome  was  chaired 
as  Member  of  Parliament  for  the  bor- 
ough of  which  he  bore  the  name, 
tlic  great  Indian  merchant  who 
was  at  the  head  of  the  Bundlecund 
Banking  Company's  affairs  at  Cal- 
cutta suddenly  died  of  cholera  at 
his  palace  at  Barrackporc.  He  had 
been  giving  of  late  a  series  of  the 
most  splendid  banquets  with  which 
Indian  prince  ever  entertained  a  Cal- 
cutta society.  The  greatest  and 
-^oudest  personages  of  that  aristo- 

tic  city  had  attended  his  feasts. 


The   fairest   Calcutta   beauties  had 
danced  in  his  halls.     Did   not  poor 
E.  B.  transfer  from  the  columns  of 
the  Bengal  Hurkaru  to  the  Pall  Mall 
Cassette  the  most  astounding  descrip- 
tions of  those  Asiatic  Nights'  Entcr^ 
tainments,  of  which  the  very  grand- 
est was  to  come  off  on  the  night  when 
cholera   seized  Hummun  Loll  in  its 
grip  ?     There  was    to  have  been  a 
masquerade   outvying  all  European 
masquerades  in  splendor.    The  two 
rival  queens  of  the  Calcutta  society 
were  to  have  appeared  each  with  her 
court  around  ner.     Young  civilians 
at    the  college,  and   young  ensigns 
fresh  landed,  had  gone  into  awfiil  ex- 
penses and  borrowed  money  at  fear- 
ful interest  from  the  B.  B.  C.  and 
other  banking  companies,  in  order  to 
appear   with    befitting    splendor    as 
knights  and  noblemen  of  Ilenrietta 
Maria's  Court  (Henrietta  Maria,  wife 
of  Hastings  Hicks,  Esq.,  Sndder  De- 
wanee  Adawlut),  or  as  princes  and 
warriors  surrounding  the  palanquin 
of  Lallah  Rookh  (the  lovely  wife  of 
Hon.  Cornwallis  Bobus,  Member  of 
Council)  :  all  these  splendors  were 
there.     As    carriage    after  carriage 
drove  up  from  Calcutta,  they  were 
met  at  Rummun  LoU's  gate  by  ghast- 
ly weeping  servants,  who  announced 
their  master's  decease. 

On  the  next  day  the  Bank  at  Cal- 
cutta was  closed,  and  the  day  after, 
when  heavy  bills  were  presented 
which  must  be  paid,  althougn  by  this 
time  Rummun  Loll  was  not  only 
dead  but  buried,  and  his  widows 
howling  over  his  grave,  it  was  an- 
nounced throughout  Calcutta  that 
but  800  rupees  were  left  in  the  treas- 
ury of  the  B.  B.  C.  to  meet  engage- 
ments to  the  amount  of  four  lakhs 
then  immediately  due,  and  sixty  days 
afterwards  the  shutters  were  closed  at 
No.  175  Lothbury,  the  London  of- 
fices of  the  B.  B.  C.  of  India,  and 
£  35,000  worth  of  their  bills  refused 
by  their  agents,  Messrs.  Baines,  Jolly 
&  Co.,  of  Fog  Court. 

When  the  accounts  of  that  ghastlr 
bankruptcy  arrived  from  Calcutta,  it 
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was  foand.  ^f  course,  that  the  mer- 
chant prince  Rummun  Loll  owed  the 

B.  B.  C.  twenty-five  lakhs  of  rupees, 
the  value  of  which  was  scarcely  even 
represented  by  his  respectable  signa- 
ture. It  was  found  that  one  of  the 
auditors  of  the  bank,  the  generally 
esteemed  Charley  Condor  (a  capital 
fellow,  famous  for  his  good  dinners 
and  for  playing  low-comedy  charac- 
ters at  the  Chowringhee  Theatre), 
was  indebted  to  the  bank  in  £  90,000  ; 
and  also  it  was  discovered  that  the 
revered  Baptist  Bellman,  Chief  Ke- 
gistrar  of  the  Calcutta  Tape  and 
Sealing- Wax  Office  (a  most  valuable 
and  powerful  amateur  preacher  who 
liad  converted  two  natives,  and  whose 
serious  soirees  were  thronged  at  Cal- 
cutta), had  helped  himself  to 
£  73,000  more,  for  which  he  settled  in 
the  Bankruptcy  Court  before  he  re- 
sumed his  duties  in  his  own.  In  jus- 
tice to  Mr.  Bellman,  it  must  be  said 
that  he  could  have  had  no  idea  of  the 
catastrophe  impending  over  the  15.  B. 

C.  Eor  only  three  weeks  before  that 
great  bank  closed  its  doors,  Mr.  Bell- 
man, as  guardian  of  the  children  of 
his  widowed  sister,  Mrs.  Colonel 
Green,  had  sold  tiie  whole  of  the  late 
Colonel's  property  out  of  Company's 
pa})er  and  invested  it  in  the  bank, 
which  gave  a  high  interest,  and  with 
bills  of  which  drawn  upon  their  Lon- 
don correspondents  he  had  accommo- 
dated Mrs.  Colonel  Green  when  she 
took  her  departure  for  Europe  with 
her  numerous  little  family  on  board 
the  **  Burrumpooter." 

And  now  you  have  the  explanation 
of  the  title  of  this  chapter,  and  know 
wherefore  Thomas  NcAvcome  never 
sat  in  Parliament.  Where  are  our 
dear  old  friends  now  ?  Where  are 
Rosey's  chariots  and  horses  ?  Where 
lier  jewels  and  gewgaws  1  Bills  are 
up  in  the  fine  new  house.  Swarms 
of  Hebrew  gentlemen  with  their  hats 
on  are  walking  alx>ut  the  drawing- 
rooms,  peering  into  the  bedrooms, 
weighing  and  poising  the  poor  old 
silver  cocoanut-tree,  eying  the  plate 
and  crystal,  thumbing  the  damask  of 


the  curtains,  and  inspecting  otto- 
mans, mirrors,  and  a  hundred  ar- 
ticles of  splendid  trumpery.  There 
is  Rosey's  boudoir  which  her  fatiier- 
in-law  loved  to  omanient,  —  there  is 
Clivc's  studio  with  a  hundred  sketch- 
es, —  there  is  the  Colonel's  bare 
room  at  the  top  of  the  house,  with 
his  little  iron  bedstead  and  ship's 
drawers,  and  a  camel  trunk  or  two 
which  have  accompanied  him  on 
many  an  Indian  march,  and  his  old 
regulation  sword,  and  that  one  which 
the  native  officers  of  his  regiment 
gave  him  when  he  bade  them  fare- 
well. I  can  fancy  the  brokers'  faces 
as  they  look  over  this  camp  ward- 
robe, and  that  the  uniforms  will  not 
fetch  much  in  Holywell  Street 
There  is  the  old  one  still,  and  that 
new  one  which  he  ordered  and  wore 
when  poor  little  Rosey  was  presented 
at  court.  I  had  not  the  heart  to  ex- 
amine their  plunder,  and  go  amongst 
those  wreckers.  F.  B.  used  to  at- 
tend the  sale  regularly,  and  report 
its  proceedings  to  us  with  eyes  full 
of  tear-!.  "  A  fellow  laughed  at  me," 
says  F.  B.,  "because  when  I  came 
into  the  dear  old  drawing-room  I 
took  m}'  hat  off.  I  told  him  that 
if  he  dared  say  another  word  I  would 
knock  him  down."  I  think  F.  B. 
may  be  pardoned  in  this  instance  for 
emulating  the  office  of  auctioneer. 
Where  are  you,  pretty  Rosey,  and 
poor  little  helpless  Baby  1  Where  are 
you,  dear  Clive,  — gallant  young  friend 
of  my  youth  ?  Ah !  it  is  a  sad  story, 
—  a  melancholy  page  to  pen.  Let  us 
pass  it  over  quickly,  —  I  love  not  to 
think  of  my  friend  in  pain. 


CHAPTER  LXXX. 

IN  WHICH    MRS.    CLIVE    NEWCOMERS 
CARRIAGE   IS   ORDERED. 

All  the  friends  of  the  Newcome 
family,  of  course,  knew  the  disaster 
which  had  befallen  the  good  Colonel, 
and  I  was  aware,  for  my  own  part, 
that  not  only  his  own,  but  almost 
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the    whole    of    Rosey     Newcome's 
property  was  involved  in  the  common 
ruin.     Some  proposals  of  temporary 
relief  were  made  to  our  friends  from 
more  quarters  than  one,   but  were 
thankfully  rejected ;  and  we  were  led 
to  hope  that  the  Colonel  having  still 
his  pension  secured   to  him,  which 
the  law  could  not  touch,  mi^ht  live 
comfortably  enough  in  the  retirement 
to  which,  of  course,  he  would  betake 
himself,  when   the  melancholy  pro- 
ceedings consequent  on    the    bank- 
ruptcy  were  brought  to  an  end.    It 
was  shown  that  he  had  been  egre- 
giously  duped  in    the    transaction ; 
that  his  credulity  had  cost  him  and 
his  family  a  large  fortune;  that  he 
had  given  up  every  penny  which  be- 
longed to  him ;  that  there  could  not 
be  any  sort  of  stain  upon  his  honest 
reputation.     The  judge  before  whom 
he  appeared  spoke  with  feeling  and 
regard  of  the  unhappy  gentleman; 
the  lawyer  who   examin^  him  re- 
spected the  grief  and  fall  of  that  sim- 
ple old  man.    Thomas  Newcome  took 
a  little  room  near  the  court  where  his 
affairs  and  the  affairs  of  the  company 
were  adjudged ;  lived  with  a  frugality 
which  never  was  difficult  to  him ;  and 
once  when  perchance  I  met  him  in 
the  City,  avoided  me,  with  a  bow  and 
courtesy    that    was    quite     humble, 
though  proud  and  somehow  inexpres- 
sibly touching  to  me.    Fred.   Bay- 
ham  was  the  only  person  whom  he 
admitted.    Fred,  always  faithfully  in- 
sisted upon  attending  him  in  and  out 
of  court.    J.  J.  came  to  me  immedi- 
ately after  he  heard  of  the  disaster, 
eager  to  place  all  his  savings  at  the 
service  of  his  friends.     Laura  and  I 
came  to  London,  and  were  urgent 
with  similar  offers.    Our  good  friend 
declined  to  see  any  of  us.    F.  B., 
again,   with  tears    trickling  on  his 
rough  cheeks,   and  a  break  in  his 
voice,  told  me  he  feared  that  affairs 
must  bo  very  bad  indeed,  for    the 
C^olonel  absolutely  denied  himself  a 
cheroot  to  smoke.     Laura  drove  to 
his  lodgings  and   took  him   a  box, 
which  was  held  up  to  him  as  he  came 


to  open  the  door  to  my  wife's  knock 
by  our  smiling  little  boy.     He  patted 
the  child  on  his  golden  heaa   and 
kissed    him.    My    wife    wished    he 
would  have  done  as  much  for  her; 
but  he  would  not,  —  though  she  owned 
she    kissed   his  hand.    He  drew  it 
across  his  eyes  and  thanked  her  in  a 
very  calm  and  stately  manner,  — but 
he  did  not  invite  her  within  the  thresh- 
old of  his  door,  saying  simply,  that 
such  a  room  was  not  a  fit  place  to  re- 
ceive a  lady,  "  as  you  ougnt  to  know 
very  well,  Mrs.  Smith,"  he  said  to 
the  landlady,  who  had  accompanied 
my  wife  up  the  stairs.     "  He  will  eat 
scarcely  anything,"  the  woman  told 
us ;     "  his   meals    come    down    un- 
touched ;  his  candles  are  burning  all 
night,  almost,  as  he  sits  poring  over 
his  papers."    "  He  was    bent  —  he 
who  used   to  walk    so    uprightly," 
Laura    said.     He    seemed    to   have 
grown  many  years  older,  and  was, 
indeed,  quite  a  decrepit  old  man. 

"  I  am  glad  they  have  left  Clive 
out  of  the  bankruptcy,"  the  Colonel 
said  to  Bayham  ;  it  was  almost  the 
only  time  when  his  voice  exhibited 
any  emotion.  "  It  was  very  kind  of 
them  to  leave  out  Clive,  poor  boy, 
and  I  have  thanked  the  lawyers  m 
Court."  Those  gentlemen,  and  the 
judge  himself,  were  very  much  moved 
at  uiis  act  of  gratitude.  The  judge 
made  a  very  feeling  speech  to  the 
Colonel  when  he  came  up  for  his 
certificate.  He  passed  very  different 
comments  on  the  conduct  of  the 
Manager  of   the  Bank,  when    that 

STson  appeared  for  examination, 
e  wished  that  the  law  had  power  to 
deal  with  those  gentlemen  who  had 
come  home  with  large  fortunes  from 
India,  realized  but  a  few  years  be- 
fore the  bankruptcy.  Those  gentle- 
men had  known  how  to  take  care  of 
themselves  very  well,  and  as  for  the 
Manager,  is  not  his  Avife  giving  ele- 
gant balls  at  her  elegant  house  at 
Cheltenham  at  this  very  day  ? 

What  weiglied  most  upon  the  Colo- 
nel's  mind,  F.  B.  imagined,  was  the 
thought  that  he  had  been  the  means 
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of  induein;^  many  jioor  friends  to 
embark  their  money  in  this  luckless 
S2)cculation.  Take  J.  J/s  money  after 
li3  had  persuaded  old  Ridley  to  place 
£  200  ia  Indian  shares  !  Good  God, 
he  and  his  family  should  rather  perish 
than  he  would  touch  a  farthing  of 
it  1  Many  fierce  words  were  uttered 
to  him  by  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  for  in- 
stance ;  by  her  angry  son-in-law  at 
Musselburgh— Josey*3  husband;  by 
Mr.  Smee,  R.A.,  and  two  or  three 
Indian  officers,  friends  of  his  own, 
who  had  entered  into  the  speculation 
on  his  recommendation.  These  re- 
bukes Thomas  Newcome  bore  with 
an  affecting  meekness,  as  his  faitlifxij 
F.  B.  described  to  me,  striving  with 
many  oaths  and  much  loudness  to 
carry  off  his  own  emotion.  But 
what  moved  the  Colonel  most  of  all 
was  a  letter  which  came  at  this  time 
from  Iloneyman  in  India,  saying  that 
he  was  doing  well,  —  that  of  course 
he  knew  of  his  benefactor's  misfor- 
tune, and  that  he  sent  a  remittance 
which,  Ui.  V.f  should  be  annual,  in 
payment  of  his  debt  to  the  Colonel, 
and  his  good  sister  at  Brighton. 
"On  receipt  of  this  letter,"  said 
F.  B.,  "  the  old  man  was  fairly  beat, 
—  the  letter,  with  the  bill  in  it,  drop- 
ped out  of  his  hands.  He  elapsed 
them  both  together,  shaking  in  every 
limb,  and  his  head  dropped  down  on 
his  breast  as  he  said,  '  I  thank  my 
God  Almighty  for  this  ! '  and  he  sent 
the  check  off  to  Mrs.  Honeyman  by 
the  post  that  night,  sir,  every  shilling 
of  it ;  and  he  passed  his  old  arm  un- 
der mine  ;  and  we  went  out  to  Tom's 
ColToe  House,'  and  he  ate  some  din- 
ner for  the  first  time  for  ever  so  long, 
and  drank  a  couple  of  glasses  of  port 
wine,  and  F.  B.  stood  it,  sir,  and 
Vr'ould  stand  his  heart's  blood  for  that 
dear  old  boy." 

It  was  on  a  Monday  morning  that 
t'io;;^  raclanclioly  shutters  were  seen 
over  uio  olTiccs  of  ths  Bundlecund 
Bunk  i:i  Lothbury,  which  were  not 
to  come  down  until  the  rooms  were 
handed  o^'cr  to  some  other,  and  let 


us  trust,  more  fortunate  speculators. 
The  Indian  bills  had  arrived,  and  been 
protested  in  the  City  on  tlie  previous 
Saturday.  The  Campaigner  and  Mrs. 
Rosev  had  arranged  a  little  party  to 
the  tteatre  that  evening,  and  the  gal- 
lant Captain  Goby  had  agreed  to  quit 
the  delights  of  the  "  Flag  Club,*'  in 
order  to  accompany  the  ladies.  Nei- 
ther of  them  knew  what  was  happen- 
ing in  the  City,  or  could  account, 
otherwise  than  by  the  common  domes- 
tic causes,  for  Clive's  gloomy  despond- 
ency and  his  father's  sad  reserve. 
Clive  had  not  been  in  the  City  on  this 
day.  He  had  spent  it,  as  usual,  in 
his  studio,  boud^  by  his  wife,  and  not 
disturbed  by  the  mess-room  raillery 
of  the  Campaigner.  They  dined  early, 
in  order  to  be  in  time  for  the  theatre. 
Goby  entertained  them  with  the  latest 
jokes  from  the  smoking-room  at  th<e 
"  Flag,"  and  was  in  his  turn  amused 
by  the  brilliant  plans  for  the  season 
which  Rosey  and  her  mamma  sketch- 
ed out.  The  entertainments  which 
Mrs.  Clive  proposed  to  give,  the  ball, 
—  she  was  dying  for  a  masked  ball,  — 
just  such  a  one  as  that  described  in 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  of  last  week, 
out  of  that  paper  with  the  droll  title, 
the  Bengal  Hurkaru,  which  the  mer- 
chant prince,  the  head  of  the  bank, 
you  know,  in  India,  had  given  at  Cal- 
cutta. "  We  must  have  a  ball,  too," 
says  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  "  society  de 
mands  it  of  you."  "  Of  course  it  does," 
echoes  Captain  Goby ;  and  he  be- 
thought him  of  a  brilliant  circle  of 
young  fellows  from  the  "  Flag," 
whom  he  would  bring  in  splendid 
uniform  to  dance  with  the  pretty  Mrs. 
Clive  Newcome. 

After  the  dinner,  they  little  knew  it 
was  to  be  their  last  in  that  fine  house, 
the  ladies  retired  to  give  a  parting 
kiss  to  babv,  —  a  parting  look  to  the 
toilets,  witn  which  they  proposed  to 
fascinate  the  inhabitants  of  the  pit 
and  public  boxes  at  the  Olympic. 
Goby  made  vigorous  play  with  the 
claret-bottle  during  the  brief  interval 
of  potation  allowed  to  him ;  he,  too, 
little  deeming  that  he  should 
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drink  bumper  there  again ;  C!>e 
looking  on  with  the  melancholy  and 
silent  acquiescence  which  had,  of  late, 
been  his  part  in  the  household.  The 
carriage  was  announced, —  the  ladies 
came  down,  —  pretty  capotes  on,  — 
the  lovely  Campaigner,  Goby  vowed, 
looking  as  young  and  as  handsome  as 
her  daughter,  by  Jove,  —  and  the  hall- 
door  was  opened  to  admit  the  two 
gentlemen  and  ladies  to  their  carriage, 
when,  as  they  were  about  to  step  in, 
a  Hansom  cab  drove  up  rapidlv,  in 
which  was  perceived  Ihomas  New- 
come's  anxious  face.  He  got  out  of 
the  vehicle,  —  his  own  carriage  mak- 
ing  way  for  him,  —  the  ladies  still  on 
the  steps.  "  O,  the  play !  I  forgot," 
said  the  Colonel. 

**  Of  course  we  are  going  to  the 
play,  p^a,"  cries  little  Kosey,  with 
8  gay  little  tap  of  her  hand. 

"  I  think  you  had  best  not,"  Colo- 
nel Newcome  said  gravely. 

"  Indeed  my  darling  child  has  set 
her  heart  upon  it,  and  I  would  not 
have  her  disappointed  for  the  world 
in  her  situation,"  cries  the  Campaign- 
er, tossing  up  her  head. 

The  Colonel  for  reply  bade  his 
coachman  drive  to  the  stables,  and 
come  for  further  orders ;  and,  turning 
to  his  daughter's  guest,  expressed  to 
Captain  Goby  his  regret  that  the  pro- 
posed party  could  not  take  place  on 
that  evening,  as  he  had  matter  of 
very  great  importance  to  communi- 
cate to  his  family.  On  hearing  these 
news,  and  understanding  that  his 
further  company  wajj  not  desirable, 
the  Captain,  a  man  of  great  presence 
of  mind,  arrested  the  Hansom  cab- 
man, who  was  about  to  take  his  de- 
parture, and  who  blithely,  knowing 
the  Club  and  its  inmates  full  well, 
carried  off  the  jolly  Captain  to  finish 
his  evening  at  the  **  Flag." 

"  Has  it  come,  father  ?  "  said  Clive 
with  a  sure  prescience,  looking  in  his 
father's  face. 

The  father  took  and  grasped  the 
hand  which  his  son  held  out.  "  Let 
us  go  back  into  the  dining-room,"  he 

»d.    They  entered  it,  and  he  filled 


hirsself  a  glass  of  wine  oat  of  the 
bottle  still  standing  amidst  the  des- 
sert. He  bade  the  butler  retire,  who 
was  lingering  about  the  room  and 
sideboatd,  and  only  wanted  to  know 
whether  his  master  would  have  dinner, 
that  was  all.  And,  this  gentleman 
having  withdrawn,  Colonel  Newcome 
finished  his  glass  of  sherry  and  broke 
a  biscuit ;  the  Campaigner  assuming 
an  attitude  of  surprise  and  indigo 
nation,  whilst  Rosey  had  leisure  to 
remark  that  papa  looked  very  ill, 
and  that  something  must  have  hap- 
pened. 

The  Colonel  took  both  her  hands 
and  drew  her  towards  him  and  kissed 
her,  whilst  Rosey 's  mamma,  floun- 
cing down  on  a  chair,  beat  a  tattoo 
upon  the  table-cloth  with  her  fan. 
"  Something  has  happened,  my  love," 
the  Colonel  said  very  sadly ;  "  jrou 
must  show  all  your  strength  of  mind, 
for  a  great  misfortune  has  befallen 
us." 

"  Good  Heavens,  Colonel,  what  is 
it  ?  don't  frighten  my  beloved  child," 
cries  the  Campaigner,  rushing  to- 
wards her  dariing,  and  enveloping  her 
in  her  robust  arms.  "  What  can  have 
happened  ?  don't  agitate  this  darling 
child,  sir,"  and  she  looked  indignant- 
ly towards  the  poor  Colonel. 

"  We  have  received  the  very  worst 
news  from  Calcutta, —  a  confirmation 
of  the  news  by  the  last  mail,  Clivy 
my  boy." 

"  It  is  no  news  to  me.  I  have  al- 
ways been  expecting  it,  father,"  says 
Clive,  holding  down  his  head. 

"Expecting  what?  What  have 
you  been  keeping  back  from  us  ?  In 
what  have  you  been  deceiving  us. 
Colonel  Newcome?"  shrieks  the 
Campaigner;  and  Rosev,  crying  out, 
"O  mamma,  mamma!"  begins  to 
whimper. 

"  The  chief  of  the  bank  in  India  is 
dead,"  the  Colonel  went  on.  "  He 
has  left  its  affairs  in  worse  than  disor- 
der. We  are,  I  fear,  ruined,  Mrs. 
Mackenzie."  And  the  Colonel  went 
on  to  tell  how  the  bank  could  not 
open  on  Monday  morning,  and   its 
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billb  to  a  great  amount  had  already 
been  protested  in  the  City  that  day. 

Roscy  did  not  understand  half 
these  news,  or  comprehend  the  cahim- 
ity  which  was  to  follow;  but  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  rustling  in  great  wrath, 
made  a  speech,  of  which  the  anger 
gathered  as  she  proceeded  :  in  which 
she  vowed  and  protested  that  her 
monev  which  the  Colonel,  she  did  not 
know  from  what  moticeSf  had  induced 
her  to  subscribe,  should  n(H  be  sacri- 
ficed, and  that  have  it  she  would,  the 
bank  shut  or  not,  the  next  Monday 
morning, —  that  her  daughter  had  a 
fortune  of,  her  own  which  her  poor 
dear  brother  James  should  have  di- 
vided, and  would  have  divided  much 
more  fairly,  had  he  not  been  wrongly 
influenced  —  she  would  not  say  .by 
whoMf  and  she  commanded  Colonel 
Newcome  upon  that  instunty  if  he  was 
as  he  always  pretended  to  be,  an 
hoiwrcMe  man,  to  give  an  account  of 
her  blessed  darling  s  property,  and  to 
pay  back  her  own,  every  sixpence  of 
it :  she  would  not  lend  it  for  an  hour 
longer.  And  to  see  that  that  dear 
blessed  child  now  sleeping  uncon- 
sciously up  stairs,  and  his  dear  broth- 
ers and  sisters  who  might  follow, — 
for  Rosey  was  a  young  woman,   a 

Eoor  innocent  creature,  too  young  to 
e  married,  and  never  would  have 
been  married  had  she  listened  to  her 
mamma's  advice,  —  she  demanded 
that  baby,  and  all  succeeding  babies, 
should  have  their  rights,  and  should 
be  looked  to  by  their  grandmother,  if 
their  father  s  f.ither  was  so  unkind^ 
and  so  wicked^  and  so  unnatural^  as  to 
give  their  money  to  rogues  and  deprive 
them  of  their  just  bread. 

Rosey  began  to  cry  niore  loudly 
than  ever  during  the  utterance  of 
mamma's  sermon,  so  loudly  that 
Clive  peevishly  cried  out,  "  Hold 
your  tongue " ;  on  which  the  Cam- 
paigner, clutching  her  daughter  to  her 
breast  again,  turned  on  her  son-in- 
law,  and  abused  him  as  she  had 
abused  his  father  before  him,  calling 
out  that  they  were  both  in  a  conspir- 
acy to  defraud   her  child,  and  the 


little  darling  up  stairs,  of  its  bread, 
and  she  would  speak,  yes,  she  would, 
and  no  power  should  prevent  her, 
and  her  money  she  would  have  on 
Monday,  as  sure  as  her  poor  dear 
husband,  Captain  Mackenzie,  was 
dead,  and  she  never  would  have  been 
cheated  so,  yes,  cheated,  if  he  had  been 
alive. 

At  the  word  "  cheated  "  Clive  broke 
out  with  an  execration, —  the  poor 
Colonel  with  a  groan  of  despair, —  the 
widow's  storm  continued,  and  above 
that  howling  tempest  of  words  rose 
Mrs.  Clive's  piping  scream,  who  went 
off  into  downright  hysterics  at  last,  in 
which  she  was  encouraged  by  her 
mother,  and  in  which  she  gasped  out 
frantic  ejaculations  regarding  baby; 
dear,  darUng,  ruined  baby,  and  so 
forth. 

The  sorrow-stricken  Colonel  had 
to  quell  the  women's  tongues  and 
shrill  anger,  and  his  son's  wrathful 
replies,  who  could  not  bear  the  weight 
of  Mrs.  Mackenzie  upon  him  :  and  it 
was  not  until  these  three  were  allayed, 
that  Thomas  Newcome  was  able  to 
continue  his  sad  story,  to  explain 
what  had  happened,  and  what  the 
actual  state  of  the  case  was,  and  to 
oblige  the  terror-stricken  women  at 
length  to  hear  something  like  reason. 

He  then  had  to  tell  them,  to  their 
dismay,  that  he  would  inevitably  be 
declared  a  bankrupt  in  the  ensuing 
week ;  that  the  whole  of  his  property 
in  that  house,  as  elsewhere,  would  be 
seized  and  sold  for  the  creditors'  ben- 
efit ;  and  that  his  daughter  had  best 
immediately  leave  a  home  where  she 
would  be  certainly  subject  to  humilia- 
tion and  annoyance.  "  I  would  have 
Clive,  my  boy,  take  you  out  of  the 
country,  and  —  and  return  to  me 
when  I  have  need  of  him,  and  shall 
send  for  him,"  the  father  said  fondly, 
in  reply  to  a  rebellious  look  in  lus 
son's  face.  "  I  would  have  you  quit 
this  house  as  soon  as  possible.  Why 
not  to-night  ?  The  law  bloodhounds 
may  be  upon  us  ere  an  hour  is  over,  — 
at  this  moment  for  what  I  know." 

At  that  moment  the  door-bell  was 
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heard  to  ring,  and  the  women  gave  a 
scream  apiece,  as  if  the  bailiffs  were 
actually  coming  to  take  possession. 
Rosey  went  off  in  quite  a  scries  of 
screams,  peevishly  repressed  by  her 
husband,  and  always  encouraged  by 
mamma,  who  called  her  son-in-law 
an  unfeeling  wretch.  It  must  be  con- 
fessed that  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome  did 
not  exhibit  much  strength  of  mind,  or 
comfort  her  husband  much  at  a  mo- 
ment when  he  needed  consolation. 

From  angry  rebellion  and  fierce  re- 
monstrance, this  pair  of  women  now 
passed  to  an  extreme  terror  and  de- 
sire for  instantaneous  6ight.  They 
would  go  that  moment,  — they  would 
wrap  that  blessed  child  up  in  its 
shawls,  —  and  nurse  should  take  it 
anywhere,  —  anywhere,  poor  ncfflcct- 
ed  thing.  "  My  trunks,  cries  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  "you  know  are  ready 
packed,  —  I  am  sure  it  is  not  the 
treatment  which  1  have  received,  —  it 
is  nothing  but  my  duti/  and  mv  reli- 
giorif  —  and  the  protection  which  I 
owe  to  this  blessed  unprotected  — 
yes,  unpwtectedf  and  robfn^,  and  cheated, 
darling  child,  —  which  have  made  me 
stay  a  single  dny  in  this  house.  I 
never  thought  1  should  have  been 
rMed  in  it,  or  my  darlings  with  their 
fine  fortunes  flung  naked  on  the  world. 
If  my  Mac  was  here,  you  never  had 
dared  to  have  done  this,  Colonel  New- 
come,  —  no,  never,  lie  had  his  faults, 
—  Mackenzie  had,  —  but  he  would 
never  have  robbed  his  own  children ! 
Come  away,  Rosey,  my  blessed  love, 
come  let  us  pack  your  things,  and  let 
us  go  and  hide  our  heads  in  sorrow 
somewhere.  Ah !  did  n't  I  tell  you 
to  beware  of  all  painters^  and  that 
Clarence  was  a  true  gentleman,  and 
loved  you  with  all  his  heart,  and 
would  never  have  cheated  you  out  of 
your  money,  for  which  I  will  have 
justice  as  sure  as  there  is  justice  in 
England." 

During  this  outburst  the  Colonel 
sat  utterly  scared  and  silent,  support- 
ing: his  poor  head  between  his  hands. 
When  the  harem  had  departed,  he 
turned  sadly  to  his  son.    Clive  did 


not  believe  that  his  father  was  a  cheat 
and  a  rogue.  No,  thank  God  I  The 
two  men  embraced  with  tender  cor- 
diality and  almost  happy  emotion  on 
the  one  side  and  the  other.  Never 
for  one  moment  could  Clive  think  his 
dear  old  father  meant  wrong,  though 
the  speculations  were  unfortunate 
in  which  he  had  engaged,  —  though 
Clive  had  not  liked  them ;  it  was  a  re- 
lief to  his  mind  that  they  were  now 
come  to  an  end;  they  should  all  be 
happier  now,  thank  God  !  those  douds 
of  distrust  being  removed.  "Clive  felt 
not  one  moment's  doubt  but  that  they 
should  be  able  to  meet  fortune  with  a 
brave  face;  and  that  happier,  much 
happier  days  were  in  store  for  him 
than  ever  they  had  known  since  the 
period  of  this  confounded  prosperity. 

• "  Here  's  a  good  end  to  it,  says 
Clive  with  flashing  eyes  and  a  flushed 
face,  "  and  here  's  a  good  health  till 
to-morrow,  father ! "  and  he  filled  into 
two  glasses  the  wine  still  remaining 
in  the  flask.  "  Good  by  to  our  for- 
tune, and  bad  luck  go  with  her,  —  I 
puff  the  prostitute  away,  —  Si  cderes 
quatit  pennas,  you  remember  what  we 
used  to  say  at  Greyfriars,  —  resiijno 
qucB  dkiit,  et  mea  virtute  me  involvo,  pro- 
bamque  pauperiem  sine  dote  qucero" 
And  he  pledged  his  father,  who  drank 
his  wine,  his  hand  shaking  as  he 
raised  the  glass  to  his  lips,  and  his 
kind  voice  trembling  as  he  utteVcd  the 
well-known  old  school  words,  ^vith  an 
emotion  that  was  as  sacred  as  a  prayer. 
Once  more,  and  with  hearts  full  of 
love,  the  two  men  embraced.  Clive's 
voice  would  tremble  now  if  he  told 
the  story  as  it  did  when  he  spoke  to 
me  in  happier  times,  one  calm  sum- 
mer evening  when  we  sat  together  and 
talked  of  dear  old  days. 

Thomas  Newcome  explained  to  his 
son  the  plan  which,  to  his  mind,  as  he 
came  away  from  the  City  after  the 
day's  misfortunes,  he  .thought  it  was 
best  to  pursue.  The  women  and  tho 
child  were  clearly  best  out  of  the  way, 
"and  you  too,  my  boy,  must  be  on 
duty  with  them  until  1  send  for  yon, 
which  I  will  do  if  your  presence  can 
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be  of  thft  least  service  to  me,  or  is 
called  for  by — by  —  our  honor,"  said 
the  old  man,  with  a  drop  in  his  voice. 
"You  must  obey  me  in  this,  dear 
Clive,  as  you  have  done  in  everything, 
and  been  a  good  and  dear,  and  obedi- 
ent son  to  me.  God.  pardon  me  for 
having  tiusted  to  my  own  simple  old 
brains  too  much,  and  not  to  you  who 
know  so  much  better.  You  will  obey 
me  this  once  more,  my  boy, — you 
will  promise  me  this  ? ''  and  the 
old  man  as  he  spoke  took  Olive's 
hand  in  both  his,  and  fondly  caressed 
it. 

Then  with  a  shaking  hand  he  took 
out  of  his  pocket  his  old  purse  with  the 
steel  rings,  which  he  hud  worn  for 
many  and  many  a  long  year.  Clive 
remembered  it,  and  his  father's  face 
how  it  would  beam  with  delight, 
when  he  used  to  take  that  very  purse 
out  in  Olive's  boyish  days  and  tip 
him  just  after  he  left  school.  "  Here 
are  some  notes  and  some  gold,"  he 
said.  "  It  is  Rosey's,  honestly,  Olive 
dear,  her  half-year's  dividend  for  which 
you  will  give  an  order,  please,  to 
Sherrick.  He  has  been  very  kind  and 
good,  Sherrick.  All  the  servsmts  were 
providentially  paid  last  week,  —  there 
are  onlv  the  outstanding  week's  bills 
out,  —  we  shall  manage  to  meet  those 
I  d.vre  say.  And  you  will  see  that 
Kosey  only  takes  away  such  clothes 
for  herself  and  her  baby  as  are  act- 
ually necessary,  won't  you,  dear? 
the  plain  things,  you  know, —  none  of 
the  fineries,. —  they  may  be  packed  in 
a  petara  or  two,  and  you  will  take 
them  with  you,  —  but  the  pomps  and 
vanities,  you  know,  we  will  leave  be- 
hind, —  the  pearls  and  br.icclets,  and 
the  plate,  and  all  that  rubbish,  —  and 
I  will  make  an  inventory  of  them  to- 
morrow when  you  are  gone  and  give 
them  up,  every  rupee's  worth,  sir, 
every  anna,  by  Jove,  to  the  cred- 
itors." 

^  The  darkness  had  fallen  by  this 
time,  and  the  obsequious  butler  en- 
tercil  to  light  the  dining-room  lamps. 
"  You  have  been  a  very  good  and  kind 
servant  to  us,  Martin,   says  the  Oolo- 


nel,  making  him  a  low  bow.  "I 
should  like  to  shake  you  by  the  hand. 
We  must  part  company  now,  and  I 
have  no  doubt  you  ancT  your  fellow- 
servants  will  find  good  places,  all  of 
you,  as  you  merit,  Martin,  —  as  you 
merit.  Great  losses  have  fallen  upon 
our  family, —  we  are  ruined,  sir,  —  wo 
are  ruined !  The  great  Bundlecund 
Banking  Company  has  stopped  pay- 
ment in  India,  and  our  branch  here 
must  stop  on  Monday.  Thank  my 
friends  down  stairs  for  their  kindness 
to  me  and  my  family."  Martin  bowe.1 
in  silence  with  great  respect.  He  and 
his  comrades  in  the  servants'  hall  had 
been  expecting  this  catastrophe,  quite 
as  long  as  the  Oolonel  himself,  who 
thought  he  had  kept  his  affairs  so 
profoundly  secret. 

Olive  went  up  into  his  women's 
apartments,  looking  with  but  little 
regret,  I  dare  say,  round  those  cheer- 
less nuptial  chambers  with  all  their 
gaudy  fittings;  the  fine  looking- 
glasses,  in  which  poor  Rosey's  little 
person  had  been  reflected ;  the  silken 
curtains  under  which  he  had  lain  by 
the  poor  child's  side,  wakeful  and 
lonely.  Here  he  found  his  child's 
nurse,  and  his  wife,  and  his  wife's 
moth-'r,  busily  engaged  with  a  mul- 
tiplicity of  boxes;  with  flounces, 
feathers,  fal-lals,  and  finery  which 
they  were  stowing  away  in  this  trunk 
and  that ;.  while  the  baby  lay  on  its 
little  pink  pillow  breathing  softly, 
a  little  pearly  fist  placed  dose  to  its 
mouth.  The  aspect  of  the  tawdry 
vanities  scattered  here  and  there 
chafed  and  annoyed  the  young  man. 
He  kicked  the  robes  over  with  his 
foot.  When  Mrs.  Mackenzie  inter- 
posed with  loud  ejaculations,  he 
sternly  bade  her  to  be  silent,  and 
not  wake  the  child.  His  wonls  were 
not  to  be  questioned  when  he  spoke  in 
that  manner.  '^  You  will  take  not*  ling 
with  you,  Rosey,  but  what  is  strictly 
necessary, — only  two  or  three  of  your 
plainest  dresses,  and. what  is  rcquiri'd 
for  the  boy.  What  is  in  this  trunk?  " 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  stepped  forward  and 
declared,  and  the  nurse  vowed  upon 
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her  honor,  and  the  lady's-maid  as- 
serted really  now  upon  her  honor 
too,  that  rhere  was  nothing  but  what 
was  most  strii-tly  necessary  in  that 
trunk,  to  which  affidavits,  when  Clivc 
applied  to  his  wife,  she  gave  a  rather 
timid  assent. 

**  Where  arc  the  keys  of  that  trunk  ?  " 
Upon  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  exclamation 
of  "  What  nonsense !  "  Ciive,  putting 
his  foot  upon  tlie  flimsy  oil-covered 
box,  vowed  he  would  kick  the  lid  off 
unless  it  was  instantly  opened.  Obey- 
ing this  grim  summons,  the  fluttering 
women  produced  the  keys,  and  the 
black  box  was  opened  before  him. 

The  •  box  was  found  to  contain  a 
number  of  objects  which  Clivc  pro- 
nounced to  be  by  no  means  neces- 
sary to  his  wife's  and  child's  exist- 
ence. Trinket-boxes  and  favorite 
little  gimcracks,  chains,  rings,  and 
pearl  necklaces,  the  tiara  poor  Rosey 
had  worn  at  Court, —  the  leathers  and 
the  gorgeous  train  which  had  decora- 
ted the  little  person,  —  all  these  were 
found  packed  away  in  this  one  recep- 
tacle ;  and  in  another  box,  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  were  silver  forks  and  spoons, 
(the  butler  wisely  judging  that  the 
rich  and  splendid  electrotype  ware 
might  as  well  be  left  behind),  —  all 
the  silver  forks,  spoons,  and  ladles, 
and  our  poor  old  friend  the  cocoa- 
nut- tree,  which  these  female  rob- 
bers would  have  carried  out  of  the 
premises. 

Mr.  Clive  Newcome  burst  out  into 
fierce  laughter  when  he  saw  the  cocoa- 
nu^tree ;  he  laughed  so  loud  that 
baby  awoke,  and  his  mother-in-law 
called  him  a  brute,  and  the  nurse  ran 
to  give  its  accustomed  quietus  to  the 
little  screaming  infant.  Rosey's  eyes 
poured  forth  a  torrent  of  little  protests, 
and  she  would  have  cried  yet  more 
loudly  than  the  other  baby,  had  not 
her  husband,  again  fiercely  checking 
her,  sworn  with  a  dreadful  oath,  that 
unless  she  told  him  the  whole  truth, 
"By  Heavens  she  should  leave  the 
house  with  nothing  but  what  covered 
her."  Even  the  Campaijrpcr  could 
not  make  head  against  Clive's  stern 


resolution ;  and  the  incipient  insnr- 
rection  of  the  maids  and  the  mistresses 
was  quelled  by  his  spirit.  'I'he  lady's- 
maid,  a  flighty  creature,  received  her 
wages  and  took  her  leaye :  but  the 
nurse  could  not  find  it  in  her  hetirt  to 
quit  her  little  nursling  so  suddenly, 
and  accompanied  Clive's  household 
in  the  journey  upon  which  those  poor 
folks  were  bound.  What  stolen  goods 
were  finally  discovered  when  the 
family  reached  foreign  parts  were 
found  in  Mrs.  Mackenzie's  trunks, 
not  in  her  daughter's  :  a  silver  filigree 
basket,  a  few  teaspoons,  baby's  cold 
coral,  and  a  costly  crimson  velvet- 
bound  copy  of  the  Hon.  Miss  Grim- 
stone's  Church  Service,  to  which 
articles,  having  thus  appropriated 
them,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  henceforward 
laid  claim  as  her  own. 

So  when  the  packing  was  done  n 
cab  was  called  to  receive  the  modest 
trunks  of  this  fugitive  family,  —  tho 
coachman  was  bidden  to  put  his  horses 
to  again,  and  for  the  last  time  poor 
Rosey  Newcome  sat  in  her  own  car- 
riage, to  which  the  Colonel  conducted 
her  with  his  courtly  old  bow,  kissing 
the  baby  as  it  slept  once  more  un- 
conscious in  its  nurse's  embrace,  and 
bestowing  a  very  grave  and  polite 
parting  salute  upon  the  Campaign- 
er. 

Then  Clive  and  his  father  entered 
a  cab  on  which  the  trunks  were  borne, 
and  they  drove  to  the  Tower  Stairs, 
where  the  ship  lay  which  was  to  convey 
them  out  of  England ;  and  during  that 
journey,  no  doubt,  they  talked  over 
their  altered  prospects,  and  I  am  sure 
Clive's  father  blessed  his  son  fondly, 
and  committed  him  and  his  family  to 
a  good  God's  gracious  keeping,  and 
thought  of  him  with  sacred  love  when 
they  had  parted,  and  Thomas  New- 
come  had  returned  to  his  lonely  houso 
to  watch  and  to  think  of  his  ruined 
fortunes,  and  to  pray  that  he  might 
have  courage  under  them;  that  he 
might  bear  his  own  fate  honorably ; 
and  that  a  gentle  one  might  be  dealt 
to  those  beloved  beings  for  whom  his 
life  had  been  sacrificed  in  vain. 
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CHAPTER  LXXII. 

BELISARIUS. 

"When  the  sale  of  Colonel  New- 
come's  effects  took  place,  a  friend  of 
the  family  bought  in  for  a  few  shillings 
those  two  swords  which  had  hung,  as 
we  have  said,  in  the  good  man's 
chamber,  and  for  which  no  single 
broker  present  had  the  heart  to  bid. 
The  head  of  Clive's  father,  painted 
by  himself,  which  had  always  kept  its 
place  in  the  young  man's  studio,  to- 
gether with  a.lotof  hk  oil-sketchings, 
easels,  and  painting  apparatus,  were 
purchased  by  the  faithful  J.  J.,  who 
kept  them  until  his  friend  should  re- 
turn to  London  and  reclaim  them, 
and  who  showed  the  most  generous 
solicitude  in  Clive's  behalf.  J.  J.  was 
elected  of  the  Royal  Academy  this 
year,  and  Clive,  it  was  evident,  was 
working  hard  at  the  profession  which 
he  had  always  loved ;  for  he  sent  over 
three  pictures  to  the  Academy,  and  I 
never  knew  man  more  mortified  than 
the  affectionate  J.  J.,  when  two  of 
these  unlucky  pieces  were  rejected 
by  the  committee  for  the  year. 
One  pretty  little  piece,  called  "The 
Stranded  Boat,"  got  a  fair  place  on 
the  Exhibition  walls,  and,  you  may 
be  sure,  was  loudly  praised  by  a  cer- 
tain critic  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
The  picture  was  sold  on  the  first  day 
of  the  exhibition  at  the  price  of 
twenty-five  pounds,  which  the  artist 
demanded ;  and  when  the  kind  J.  J. 
wrote  to  inform  his  friend  of  this 
satisfactorv  circumstance,  and  to  say 
that  he  held  the  monev  at  Clive's  dis- 
posal,  the  latter  replied,  with  many 
expressions  of  sincere  gratitude,  at 
the  same  time  begging  him  directly  to 
for^vard  the  money,  with  our  old  friend 
Thomas  Newcome's  love,  to  Mrs. 
Sarah  Mason,  at  Newcome.  But  J. 
J.  never  informed  his  friend  that  he 
himself  was  the  purchaser  of  tlie 
picture ;  nor  was  Clive  made  ac- 
quainted with  the  fact  until  some 
time  aftenvards,  when  he  found  it 
hanging  in  Ridley's  studio. 

I  have  said  that  we  none  of  us 


were  aware  at  this  time  what  was  the 
real  state  of  Colonel  Newcome's  fi- 
nances, and  hcped  that,  after  giving 
up  every  shilling  of  his  property 
which  was  confiscated,  to  the  creditors 
of  the  Bank,  he  had  still,  from  his 
retiring  pension  and  military  allow- 
ances, at  least  enough  reputably  to 
maintain  him.  On  one  occasion, 
having  business  in  the  City,  I  there 
met  Mr.  Shcrriek.  Affairs  had  been 
going  ill  with  that  gentleman  :  he  had 
been  let  in  terribly,  he  informed  me, 
by  Lord  Levant's  insolvency,  having 
had  large  money  transactions  with 
his  Lordship.  '"  There 's  none  of 
them  so  good  as  old  Newcome,"  Mr. 
Sherrick  said,  with  a  sigh.  "  That 
was  a  good  one,  —  that  was  an  honest 
man  if  ever  I  saw  one,  — with  no  more 
guile,  and  no  more  idea  of  business 
than  a  baby.  Why  did  n't  he  take 
my  advice,  poor  old  cove  ?  —  he  might 
have  been  comfortable  now.  "Whv  did 
he  sell  away  that  annuity,  Mr.  Pcn- 
dennis  ?  I  got  it  done  for  him  when 
nobody  else  perhaps  could  have  got  it 
done  K)r  him,  —  for  the  security  ain't 
worth  twopence  if  Newcome  was  n't 
an  honest  man ;  —  but  I  know  he  is, 
and  would  rather  starve  and  cat  the 
nails  off  his  fingers  than  not  keep  to 
his  word,  the  old  trump.  And  when 
he  came  to  me,  a  good  two  months 
before  the  smash  of  the  Bank,  which 
I  knew  it,  sir,  f  nd  saw  that  it  must 
come,  —  when  he  came  and  raised 
three  thousand  pounds  to  meet  them 

d d  electioneering  bills,  having  to 

pay  lawyers,  commission,  premium, 
life-insurance, — you  know  the  whole 
game,  Mr.  P., —  I  as  pood  as  went 
down  on  my  knees  to  him —  I  did  — 
at  the  North  and  South  American 
Coffee-house,  where  he  was  to  meet 
the  party  about  the  money,  and  said, 
'Colonel,  don't  raise  it,  —  I  tell  you, 
let  it  stand  over,  —  let  it  go  in  along 
with  the  bankruptcy  that 's  a  coming, 
—  but  he  would  n't,  sir,  —  he  went  on 
like  an  old  Bengal  tiger,  roaring 
about  his  honor ;  he  paid  the  bills 
every  shilling,  —  infernal  long  bills 
they  were,  — and  it 's  my  belief  that, 
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at   this  minute,  he  ain't    got   fifty 

J}oiiiids  a  yc«r  of  his  own  to  spend. 
L  would  send  him  back  my  commis- 
sion, —  I  would  by  Jove,  —  only  times 
is  so  bad,  and  that  rascal  Levant  has 
let  me  in.  It  went  to  my  heart  to 
take  the  old  cock's  money,  —  but  it 's 
gone,  —  that  and  ever  so  much  more, 

—  and  Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel  too, 
Mr.  P.     Hang  that  voung  Levant." 

Squeezing  my  hand  after  this 
speech,  Sherrick  ran  across  the  street 
after  some  other  capitalist  who  was 
entering  the  Diditlesex  Insurance 
Ofiice,  and  left  me  very  much  grieved 
and  dismayed  at  finding  that  my 
worst  fears  in  regard  to  'i'homas  New- 
come  were  confirmed.  Should  we 
confer  with  his  wealthy  family  respect- 
ing the  Colonel's  impoverished  con- 
dition? Was  his  brother  Hobson 
Kewcomc  aware  of  it  ?  As  for  Sir 
Bames,  the  quarrel  between  him  and 
his  uncle  had  been  too  fierce  to  admit 
of  hopes  of  relief  from  that  quarter. 
Barnes  had  been  put  to  very  heavy 
expenses  in  the  first  contested  elec- 
tion ;  had  come  forward  again  imme- 
diately on  his  uncle's  resignation,  but 
again  had  been  beaten  by  a  more 
liberal  candidate,  his  quondam  former 
friend  Mr.  Higg,  —  who  formally  de- 
clared Against  Sir  Barnes,  —  and  who 
drove  him  finally  out  of  the  represen- 
tation of  Newcom  e.  From  th  I  s  gen  tl  e- 
man  it  was  vain  of  course  for  Colonel 
Neweome's  friends  to  expect  relief. 

How  to  aid  him  ?    He  was  proud, 

—  past  work,  —  nearlv  seventy  years 
old.  "  O,  why  did  those  cruel  acad- 
emicians refuse  Clive's  pictures?" 
cries  Laura.  "I  have  no  patience 
with  them, — had  the  pictures  been 
exhibited  I  know  who  might  have 
bought  them,  —  but  that  is  vain  now. 
He  would  suspect  at  onre  and  send 
her  money  away.  O  Pen !  why 
did  n't  he  come  when  I  wrote  that 
letter  to  Brussels  ?  " 

From  persons  so  poorly  endowed 

with  money  as  ourselves,  any  help, 

but  of  the  merest  temporary  nature, 

was  out  of  the  question.     We  knew 

nr  friends  too  weU  not  to  know  that 


they  wonld  disdain  to  receive  it.  It 
was  agreed  between  me  and  Lanra 
that  at  any  rate  I  should  go  and  see 
Clive.  Our  friends  indeed  were  at 
a  very  short  distance  from  us,  and, 
having  exiled  themselves  from  Eng- 
land, could  yet  see  its  coasts  from 
their  windows  upon  any  clear  day. 
Boulogne  was  their  present  abiding- 
place, —  reftige  of  how  many  thou- 
sands of  other  unfortunate  Britons,-^ 
and  to  this  friendly  port  I  betook  my- 
self speedily,  having  the  address  of 
Colonel  Newcome.  His  quarters  were 
in  a  quiet  grass-gi'own  old  street  of 
the  Old  Town.  None  of  the  family 
w^erc  at  home  when  I  called.  There 
was  indeed  no  ser^-ant  to  answer  the 
bell,  but  the  good-natured  French 
domestic  of  a  neighboring  lodger  told 
me  that  the  young  Monsieur  went  out 
every  day  to  make  his  designs,  and 
that  I  should  probably  find  the  elder 
gentleman  upon  the  rampart,  where 
he  was  in  the  custom  of  going  every 
day.  I  strolled  along  by  those  pretty 
old  walks  and  bastions,  under  the 
pleasant  trees  which  shadow  them, 
and  the  gray  old  gabled  houses  from 
which  you  look  down  upon  the  gay 
new  city,  and  the  busy  port,  i  nd  the 
piers  stretching  into  the  shining  Fea, 
aottcd  with  a  hundred  white  sails  or 
black  smoking  steamers,  and  bounded 
by  the  friendly  lines  of  the  bright 
English  shore.  There  are  few  pros- 
pects more  charming  than  the  familiar 
view  from  those  old  French  walls,  — 
few  places  whei^  young  children  may 
play,  and  ruminating  old  age  repose 
more  pleasantly  than  on  those  peaceful 
rampart  gardens. 

I  found  our  dear  old  friend  seated 
on  one  of  the  benches,  a  newspaper 
on  his  knees,  and  by  his  side  a  red- 
checked  little  French  lass,  upon  whose 
lap  Thomas  Newcome  the  younger 
lay  sleeping  The  Colonel's  face 
flushed  up  when  he  saw  me.  As  he 
advanced  a  step  or  two  towards  me  I 
could  see  that  he  trembled  in  his 
walk.  His  hair  had  gro^\^l  almost 
quite  white.  He  looked  now  to  bo 
more  than  his  age,  —  he  whose  car- 
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riage  last  year  had  "been  so  erect, 
whose  figure  had  been  so  straight  and 
manlv.  I  was  very  much  moved  at 
meeting  liim,  and  at  seeing  the  sad 
traces  which  pain  and  grief  had  left 
m  the  countenance  of  the  dear  old 


man. 
"So 


you  are  come  to    see 
my  good  ^oung  friend,"   cried 


me, 
the 
Colonel,  with  a  trembling  voice.  "  It 
is  very,  very  kind  of  you.  Is  not 
this  a  pretty  drawing-room  to  receive 
our  friends  in  ?  We  have  not  many 
of  them  now  ;  Boy  and  I  come  and 
sit  here  for  hours  every  day.  Has  n't 
he  grown  a  fine  bov?  He  can  say 
several  words  nowj  sir,  and  can  walk 
surprisingly  well.  Soon  he  will  be 
able  to  walk  with  his  grandfather, 
and  then  Marie  will  not  have  the 
trouble  to  wait  upon  either  of  us." 
He  repeated  tliis  sentiment  in  his 
pretty  old  French,  and  turning  with 
a  bow  to  Marie.  The  girl  said  Mon- 
sieur knew  very  well  that  she  did  not 
desire  better  tnan  to  come  out  with 
baby ;  that  it  was  better  than  staying 
at  home,  pardieu  ;  and,  the  clock 
striking  at  this  moment,  she  rose  up 
yrith  her  child,  crying  out  that  it  was 
time  to  return,  or  Madame  would 
scold. 

"  Mrs.  Mackenzie  has  rather  a  short 
temper,"  the  Colonel  said,  with  a 
gentle  smile.  "  Poor  thing,  she  has 
had  a  great  deal  to  bear  in  conse- 
quence, Pen,  of  my  imprudence.  I 
am  glad  you  never  took  shares  in  our 
bank.  I  should  not  be  so  glad  to  see 
you  as  I  am  now,  if  I  had  brought  losses 
upon  you  as  I  have  upon  so  many  of 
my  friends."  I,  for  my  part,  trembled 
to  hear  that  the  good  old  man  was 
under  the  domination  of  the  Cam- 
paigner. 

"  Bayham  sends  me  the  paper  reg- 
ularly ;  he  is  a  very  kind  faithful 
creature.  How  glad  I  am  that  he 
has  got  a  snug  berth  in  the  City ! 
His  company  really  prospers,  I  am 
happy  to  think,  unlike  some  com- 
panies you  know  of,  Pen.  I  have 
read  your  two  speeches,  sir,  and  Clive 
and  I  liked  them  very  much.    The 


poor  boy  works  all  day  at  his  pic- 
tures, lou  know  he  has  sold  one  at 
the  exhibition,  which  has  given  us  a 
great  deal  of  heart,  —  and  he  has 
completed  two  or  three  more,  —  and 
I  am  sitting  to  him  now  for  —  what 
do  you  think,  sir  ?  for  Belisarius. 
Will  you  give  Belisarius  and  the 
Obolus  a  kind  word?" 

"  My  dear,  dear  old  friend,"  I  said 
in  great  emotion,  "if  you  will  do 
me  the  kindness  to  take  my  Obolus 
or  to  use  my  services  in  any  way,  you 
will  give  me  more  pleasure  than  ever 
I  had  from  your  generous  bounties  in 
old  days.  Look,  sir,  I  wear  the  watch 
which  you  gave  me  when  you  went  to 
India.  Did  you  not  tell  me  then  to 
look  over  Clive  and  serve  him  if  I 
could  ?.  Can't  I  serve  him  now  ?  " 
and  I  went  on  further  in  this  strain, 
asseverating  With  great  warmth  and 
truth  that  my  wife's  affection  and  my 
own  were  most  sincere  for  both  of 
them,  and  that  our  pride  would  be  to 
be  able  to  help  such  dear  friends. 

The  Colonel  said  I  had  a  good 
heart,  and  my  wife  had,  though  — 
though  —  he  did  not  finish  this 
sentence,  but  1  could  interpret  it 
without  need  of  its  completion.  My 
wife  and  the  two  ladies  of  Colonel 
Newcome*s  family  never  could  be 
friends,  howeiver  much  my  poor  Laura 
tried  to  be  intimate  with  these  wo- 
men. Hei:  very  efforts  at  intimacy 
caused  a  frigidity  and  hauteur  which 
Laura  could  not  overcome."  Little 
Rosey  and  her  mother  set  us  down  as 
two  aristocratic  personages;  nor  for 
our  parts  were  we  very  much  dis- 
turbed at  this  opinion  of  the  Cam- 
paigner and  little  Rosey. 

I  talked  with  the  Colonel  for  half 
an  hour  or  more  about  his  affairs, 
which  indeed  were  very  gloomy,  and 
Clive's  prospects,  of  which  he  strove 
to  present  as  cheering  a  view  as  pos- 
sible. He  was  obliged  to  confirm  the 
news  which  Sherrick  had  given  me, 
and  to  own,  in  fact,  that  all  his  pen-, 
sion  was  swallowed  up  by  a  payment 
of  interest  and  life-insurance  for  sums 
which  he  had  been  compelled  to  bor- 
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row.  How  could  he  do  otherwise 
than  meet  his  engagements  ?  Thank 
God,  he  had  Olive's  full  approval  for 
what  he  had  done, — ^haa  communi- 
cated the  circumstance  to  his  son  al- 
most immediately  after  it  took  place, 
and  that  was  a  comfort  to  him  —  an 
immense  comfort.  "  For  the  women 
arc  very  angry,"  said  the  poor  Colonel; 
"  you  see  they  do  not  understand  the 
laws  of  honor,  at  least  as  we  under- 
stand them  :  and  perhaps  I  was  wrong 
in  hiding  the  truth  as  1  certainly  did 
from  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  but  I  acted  for 
the  best,  —  I  hoped  against  hope  that 
some  chance  might  turn  in  our  favor. 
God  knows,  I  had  a  hard  task  enough 
in  wearing  a  cheerful  face  for  months, 
and  in  following  my  little  Roscy 
about  to  her  parties  and  balls ;  but 
poor  Mrs.  Mackenzie  has  a  right  to 
DC  angry,  only  I  wish  my  little  girl 
did  not  side  with  her  mother  so  en- 
tirely, for  the  loss  of  her  affection 
gives  me  pain." 

So  it  was  as  I  suspected.  The 
Campaigner  ruled  over  this  family, 
and  added  to  all  their  distresses  by 
her  intolerable  presence  and  tyranny. 
'•  Why,  sir,"  I  ventured  to  ask,  "  if 
as  I  gather  from  you — and  I  remem- 
ber," I  added  with  a  laugh,  "  certain 
battles  royal  which  Clive  described  to 
me  in  old*  days  —  if  you  and  the  Cam- 
pai —  Mrs.  Mackenzie  do  not  agnee, 
why  should  she  continue  to  live  with 
you,  when  you  would  all  be  so  much 
happier  apart  ?  " 

"She  has  a  right  to  live  in  the 
house,"  says  the  Colonel*,"  it  is  I  who 
have  no  right  in  it.  I  am  a  poor  old 
pensioner,  don't  you  see,  subsisting 
on  Rosey's  bounty.  We  live  on  the 
hundred  a  year  secured  to  her  at  her 
marriage,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  has 
her  forty,  pounds  of  pension  which 
she  adds  to  the  common  stock.  It  is 
I  who  have  made  away  with  every 
shilling  of  Rosey's  £  17,000,  God 
help  me,  and  with  £1,500  of  her 
mother's.  They  put  their  little  means 
together,  and  they  keep  us,  —  me  and 
Clive.  What  can  we  do  for  a  livinyj  ? 
"njat    God  1     What   can    we    do  1 


Why,  I  am  so  useless  that  even  when 
my  poor  boy  earned  £  25  for  his  pic- 
ture, I  felt  we  were  bound  to  send  it 
to  Sarah  Mason,  and  you  may  fancy 
when  this  came  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie's 
cars,  what  a  life  my  boy  and  I  led. 
I  have  never  spoken  of  these  things 
to  any  mortal  soul,  —  I  even  don't 
speak  of  them  with  Clive,  —  but  seeing 
your  kind  honest  face  has  made  me 
talk, — you  must  pardon  my  garrulity, 

—  I  am  growing  old,  Arthur.  This 
poverty  and  these  quarrels  have  beaten 
my  spirit  down,  —  there,  I  shall  talk 
on  this  subject  no  more.  I  wish,  sir, 
I  could  ask  you  to  dine  with  us,  but " 

—  and  here  he  smiled  —  "we  must 
get  the  leave  of  the  higher  powers." 

I  was  determined,  in  spite  of  pro- 
hibitions and  Campaigners,  to  see  my 
old  friend  Clive,  and  insisted  on 
walking  back  with  the  Colonel  to  his 
lodgings,  at  the  door  of  which  we 
met  Mrs.  Mackenzie  and  her  daughter. 
Rosey  blushed  up  a  little,  —  looked  at 
her  mamma,  —  and  then  greeted  me 
with  a  hand  and  a  courtesy.  The 
Campaigner  also  saluted  me  m  a  ma- 
jestic but  amicable  manner,  made  no 
objection  even  to  my  entering  her 
apartments  and  seeing  the  condition  to 
which  they  were  reduced:  this  phrase 
was  uttered  with  particular  emphasis 
and  a  significant  look  towards  the 
Colonel,  who  bowed  his  meek  head, 
and  preceded  me  into  the  lodgings, 
which  were  in  truth  very  homely, 
pretty  and  comfortable.  The  Cam- 
paigner was  an  excellent  manager,  — 
restless,  bothering,  brushing  perpetu- 
ally. Such  fugitive  gimcracks  as 
they  had  brought  away  with  them 
decorated  the  little  salon.  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  who  took  the  entire  com- 
mand, even  pressed  me  to  dine  and 
partake,  if  so  fashionable  a' gentleman 
would  condescend  to  partake  of  a  hum- 
ble exile's  fare.  No  fare  was  perhaps 
very  pleasant  to  me  in  company  with 
that  woman,  but  I  wanted  to  see  my 
dear  old  Clive,  and  gladly  accepted 
his  vahiable  mother-in-law  s  not  dis- 
interested hospitality.  She  beckoned 
the  Colonel  aside ;  whispered  to  him. 
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patting  something  into  his  hand ;  on 
which  he  took  his  hat  and  went 
away.  Then  Rosey  was  dismissed 
upon  some  other  pretext,  and  I  had 
the  felicity  to  be  let't  alone  with  Mrs. 
(yaptain  Mackenzie. 

She  instantly  improved  the  occa- 
sion ;  and  With  great  eagerness  and 
volubility  entered  into  her  statement 
of  the  present  affiiirs  and  position  of 
this  unfortunate  family.  She  de- 
scribed  darling  Rosey 's  delicate  state, 
poor  thing,  —  nursed  with  tenderness 
and  in  the  lap  of  luxury,  —  brought 
up  with  every  delicacy  and  the  fond- 
est mother,  —  never  knowing  in  the 
least  how  to  take  care  of  herself,  and 
likely  to  fall  down  and  perish  unless 
the  kind  Campaigner  were  by  to  prop 
and  protect  her.  She  was  iti  delicate 
health,  —  very  delicate, — ordered  cod- 
liver  oil  by  the  doctor.  Heaven 
knows  how  he  could  be  paid  for  those 
expensive  medicines  out  of  the  pit- 
tanc3  to  which  the  imprudence  —  the 
most  culpable  and  designing  impru- 
dencBy  and  ertravagdnce,  and  fdly  of 
Colonel  Newcome  had  reduced  them ! 
liOokin^  out  from  the  window  as  she 
spoke  I  saw  —  we  both  saw  —  the 
dear  old  gentleman  sadly  advancing 
towards  the  house,  a  parcel  in  his 
hand.  Seeing  his  near  approach,  and 
that  our  interview  was  likely  to  come 
to  an  end,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  rapidly 
whispered  to  me  that  she  knew  I  had  a 
good  heart,  —  that  I  had  been  blessed 
by  Providence  with  a  fine  fortune, 
which  I  knew  how  to  keep  better 
than  some  folks, — and  that  if,  as  no 
doubt  was  mv  intention,  —  fi)r  with 
what  other  but  a  charitable  view 
could  I  have  come  to  see  them  ?  — 
*'  and  most  generous  and  noble  was  it 
of  you  to  come,  and  I  always  thought 
it  of  you,  Mr.  Pendennis,  whatever 
ether  people  said  to  the  contrary,"  — 
if  I  proposed  to  give  them  relief, 
which  was  most  needful,  —  and  for 
which  a  mother's  blessings  would  follow 
me,  — let  it  be  to  her,  the  Campaigner, 
that  iny  loan  should  be  confided, — 
for  as  for  the  Colonel,  he  is  not  fit  to 
bo  trusted  with  a  shilling,  and  has 

22 


already  flung  away  immense  sums  upon 
some  old  woman  he  keeps  in  the 
country,  leaving  his  darling  Rosey 
without  the  actual  necessaries  of  lite. 
The  woman's  greed  and  rapacity, — 
the  flattery  with  which  she  chose  to 
belabor  me  at  dinner,  so  choked  and 
disgusted  me  that  I  could  hardly 
swallow  the  meal,  though  my  poor 
old  friend  had  been  sent  out  to  pur- 
chase a  pate  from  the  pastry-cook's 
for  my  especial  refection.  Clivc  was 
not  at  the  dinner.  He  seldom  re- 
turned till  late  at  night  on  sketching 
days.  Neither  his  wife  nor  his 
mother-in-law  seemed  much  to  miss 
liim ;  and  seeing  that  the  Campaign- 
er engrossed  the  entire  share  of  the 
conversation,  and  proposed  not  to 
leave  me  for  five  minutes  alone  with 
the  Colonel,  I  "took  leave  rather 
speedily  of  nay  entertainers,  leaving  a 
message  for  Clive,  and  a  prayer  that 
he  would  come  and  see  me  at  my 

hotel. 

♦ 

CHAPTER  LXXni. 

IN    WHICH     BELISARIUS     RETURNS 
FROM    EXILE. 

I  WAS  sitting  in  the  dusk  in  my 
room  at  the  Hotel  des  Bains,  when 
the  visitor  for  whom  I  hoped  ma'le 
his  appearance  in  the  person  of  Clive, 
with  his  broad  shoulders,  and  broad 
hat,  and  a  shaggry  beard,  which  he 
had  thought  fit  in  his  quality  of  paint- 
er to  assume.  Our  gi-eeting  it  need 
not  be  said  was  warm ;  and  our  talk, 
which  extended  far  into  the  night, 
verv  friendly  and  confidential.  If  I 
make  my  readers  confidants  in  Mr. 
Clive's  private  aflairs,  I  ask  my 
friend's  pardon  for  narrating  his 
history  in  their  behoof.  The  world 
had  gone  very  ill  with  my  poor  C^live, 
and  1  do  not  think  that  the  pecuniary 
losses  which  had  visited  him  and  his 
father  afilicted  him  near  so  sorely  as 
the  state  of  his  home.  In  a  pique 
with  the  woman  he .  loved,  and  from 
that  generous  weakness  which  formed 
part  of  his  character,  and  which  * 
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him  to  acquiesce  in  most  wishes  of 
his  good  father,  the  young  man  had 
gratified  the  darling   desire  of  the 
Colonel's  heart,  and  taken   the  wife 
whom  his  two  old  friends  brought  to 
him.     liosey,  who  was  also,   as  we 
have  shown,  of  a  very  obedient  and 
ductile  nature,  had  acquiesced  gladly 
enough  in  her  mamma's  opinion,  that 
she  was  in  love  with  the  rich  and 
handsome  young  Clive,  and  accepted 
him    for  better  or  worse.     So    un- 
doubtedly would  this  good  child  have 
accepted  Captain  Ho  by  her  previous 
adorer,  have  smilingly  promised  fi- 
delity to  the  Captain  at  church,  and 
have  made  a  very  good,  happy,  and 
sufficient  little  wife  lor  that  officer,  — 
had  not  mamma  commanded  her  to  jilt 
him.     What  wonder  that  these  elders 
should  wish  to  s^  their   two  dear 
young    ones    united  ?     They    began 
with  suitable  age,  money,  good  tem- 
per, and  parents'  blessings.     It  is  not 
the  first  time  that  with  all  these  ex- 
cellent helps  to  prosperity  and   hap- 
piness,  a  marriage   has   turned  out 
unfortunately, —  a  pretty,  tight  ship 
gone  to  wreck  that  set  forth  on  its 
voyage  with  cheers   from  the  shore, 
and  every  prospect  of  fair  wind  and 
fine  weather. 
If  Clive  was  gloomy  and  discontented 
even  when  the  honeymoon  had  scarce 
waned,  and  he  and  his  family  sat  at 
home  in  state  and  splendor  under  the 
l)oughs  of  the  famous  silver  cocoanut- 
trce,  what  was  the  young  man's  con- 
dition now  in  poverty,  when  they  had 
no  love  along  with  a  scant  dinner 
of   herbs ;    when    his  mother-in-law 
grudged  each  morsel  which  his  poor 
Old    father    ate,  —  when    a    vulgar, 
coarse-minded  woman  pursued  with 
brutal    sarcasm   and   deadly   rancor 
one    of   the    tenderest    and    noblest 
gentlemen  in  the  world, — when  an 
«iling  wife,  always  under  some  one's 
domination,  received  him  with  help- 
less hysterical  cries  and  reproaches,  ^— 
when  a  coarse  female  tyrant,  stupid, 
oSstinate,  utterly  unable  to  compre- 
hend the  son's  kindly  genius,  or  the 
father's   gentle  spirit,    tallied   ov«r 


both,  using  the  intolerable  nndeniabk 
advantage  which  her  actual   wrongs 
gave  her  to  tyrannize  over  these  two 
wretched  men  !  He  had  never  heard  the 
last  of  that  money  which  they  had  sent 
to  Mrs.  Mason,  Clive  said.     When  the 
knowledge  of  the  fact  came  to  the 
Campaigner's  ears,  she  raised  such  a 
storm  as  almost  killed  the  poor  Colo- 
nel,  and   drove  his   son    half  mad. 
She  seized  the  howling  infant,  vowing 
that  its  unnatural  father  and  grand- 
father were  bent  upon  starving  it,  — 
she   consoled    and  sent    Eoscy  into 
hysterics,  —  she  took    the   outlawed 
parson  to  whose  church  they  went, 
and  the  choice  society  of  bankrupt 
captains,    captains'    ladies,    fugitive 
stock-brokers      wives,    and      dingy 
frequenters    of    billiard-rooms,   and 
refugees  from    the  Bench,  into  her 
councils ;     and    in  her  daily    visits 
amongst  these  personages,  and  her 
walks  on  the  pier,  whither  she  trudged 
with  poor  Rosey  in  her  train,  Mrs. 
Mackenzie   made    known    her   own 
wrongs  and  her  daughter's, — showed 
how  the  Colonel,  having  robbed  and 
cheated   them  previously,  was   now 
living  upon  them,  insomuch  that  Mrs. 
Bolter,    the   levanting     auctioneer's 
wife,  would  not  make  the  poor  old 
man   a  bow  when  she  met  him, — 
that  Mrs.  Captain  Kitely,  whose  hus- 
band had  lain  for  seven  years  past  in 
Boulogne  jail,   ordered  her   son   to 
cut  Clive ;  and  when,  the  child  being 
sick,  the  poor  old  Colonel  went  for 
arrowroot  to  the    chemist's,    young 
Snooks,   the  apothecary's    assistant, 
refused  to  allow  him  to  take  the  pow- 
der away  without  previously  deposit- 
ing the  money. 

He  had  no  money,  Thomas  New- 
come.  He  gave  up  every  farthing. 
After  having  impoverished  all  around 
him,  he  h^  no  right,  ho  said,  to 
touch  a  sixpence  of  the  wretched 
pittance  remaining  to  them,  —  he  had 
even  given  up  his  cigar,  the  poor  old 
man,  the  companion  and  comforter 
of  forty  years.  He  was  "not  fit  to 
be  trusted  with  money,"  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie   said,   and     the    good    map 
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owned,  as  he  ate  li'u  scanty  crust,  and 
bov/cd  liii  noblo  old  head  in  silence 
Tinder  that  cowardly  persecution. 

And  this,  at  the  end  of  threescore 
and  seven  or  ei^ht  years,  was  to  be 
the  cloie  of  a  lite  which  had  been 
spent  in  freedom  and  splendor,  and 
kindness  and  honor ;  this  tlie  reward 
of  a  noble  heart,  —  the  tomb  and  pris- 
on of  a  gallant  warrior  who  had 
ridden  in  twenty  battles,  —  whose 
course  through  life  had  been  a  boun- 
ty wherever  it  had  passed,  —  whose 
name  had  been  followed  by  blessings, 
and  whose  career  was  to  end  here  — 
here  —  in  a  mean  room,  in  a  mean 
alley  of  a  foreign  town,  —  a  low  furi- 
ous woman  standing  over  him  and 
stabbing  the  kind  defenceless  breast 
with  killing  insult  and  daily  outrage ! 

As  we  sat  toother  in  the  dark, 
Clive  told  me  this  wretched  story, 
which  was  wrung  from  him  with  a 

Eassionate  emotion  that  I  could  not 
ut  keenly  share.  He  wondered  the 
old  man  lived,  Clive  said.  Some  of 
the  women's  taunts  and  jibes,  as  he 
could  seb,  struck  his  father  so  that  he 
gasped  and  started  back  as  if  some 
one  had  lashed  him  with  a  whip. 
**  He  would  make  away  with  himself," 
said  poor  Clive,  "  but  he  deems  this 
is  his  punishment,  and  that  he  must 
bear  it  as  long  as  it  pleases  God.  He 
does  not  care  for  his  own  losses,  as 
far  as  they  concern  himself;  but 
these  reproaches  of  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
and  some  things  which  were  said  to 
him  in  the  Bankruptcy  Court,  by  one 
or  two  widows  of  old  friends,  who  were 
induced  through  his  representations 
to  take  shares  in  that  infernal  bank, 
have  affected  him  dreadfully.  I  hear 
him  lying  awake  and  groaning  at 
night,  God  bless  him.  Great  God! 
what  can  I  do,  —  what  can  I  do  ?  " 
burst  out  the  young  man  in  a  dread- 
ful paroxysm  of  grief.  I  have  tried 
to  got  lessons,  —  I  went  to  London 
on  the  deck  of  a  steamer,  and  took  a 
lot  of  drawings  with  me,  —  tried  pic- 
ture-dealers, —  prtwnbrokcrs,  — Jews, 
•^Moss,  whom  you  may  remember 
at  Gandish's,  and  who  gave  me,  for 


forty-two  drawings,  £  18.  I  bronght 
the  money  back  fo  Boulogne.  It 
was  enough  to  pay  the  doctor,  and  bury 
our  last  poor  little  dead  baby.  Tenez, 
Pen,  you  must  give  me  some  supper, 
I  have  had  nothing  all  day  but  a  pain 
de  deux  sous,  I  can't  stand  it  at  home. 
—  My  heart 's  almost  broken,  —  you 
must  give  me  some  money.  Pen,  old 
boy.  I  know  you  will.  I  thought 
of  writing  to  you,  but  I  wanted  to 
support  myself,  you  see.  When  I 
went  to  liondon  with  the  drawings 
I  tried  George's  chambers,  but  lie  was 
in  the  country.  I  saw  Crackthorpe 
on  the  street,  in  Oxford  Street,  but  I 
could  not  face  him,  and  bolted  down 
Hanway  Yard.  I  tried,  and  I  could 
not  ask  him,  and  I  got  the  £  18  from 
Moss  that  day,  and  came  home  with  it." 
Give  him  money  ?  of  course  I  will 
give  him  money,— my  dear  old  friend ! 
And  as  an  alternative  and  a  whole- 
some shock  to  check  that  burst  of 
passion  and  grief  in  which  the  poor 
fellow  indulged,  I  thought  fit  to  break 
into  a  very  fierce  and  angry  invective 
on  my  own  part,  which  served  to  dis- 
guise the  extreme  feeling  of  pain  and 
pity  that  I  did  not  somehow  choose 
to  exhibit.  I  rated  Clive  soundly, 
and  taxed  him  with  unfriendliness 
and  ingratitude  for  not  having  sooner 
applied  to  friends  who  would  think 
shame  of  themselves  whilst  he  was  in 
need.  Whatever  he  wanted  was  his 
as  much  as  mine.  I  could  not  under- 
stand how  the  necessity  of  the  family 
should,  in  truth,  bo  so  extreme  as  he 
described  it,  for  after  all  many  a  poor 
family  lived  upon  very  much  less;  but  I 
uttered  none  of  these  objections,  check- 
ing them  with  the  thought  that  Clive, 
on  his  first  arrival  at  Boulogne,  en- 
tirely ignorant  of  the  practice  of 
economy,  might  have  imprudently 
engaged  in  expenses  which  had  re- 
duced him  to  his  present  destitution.* 

*  I  did  not  know  at  the  time  that  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie had  taken  entire  superintendence  of 
the  family  treasury,  —  and  uiat  this  ex- 
emplary woman  was  putting  away,  as  she 
had  done  previously,  ■undry  little  imns  to 
meet  rainy  days. 
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I  took  the  liberty  of  asking  about 
debts,  and  of  these  Clive  gave  me  to 
understand  there  were  none, —  at  least 
none  of  his,  or  his  father's  contracting. 
"  If  we  were  too  proud  to  borrow,  and 
I  think  we  were  wrong,  Pen,  my  dear 
old  boy, —  I  think  we  were  wrong  now, 

—  at  least,  we  were  too  proud  to  owe. 
My  color-man  takes  his  bill  out  in 
drawings,  and  I  think  owes  me  a 
trifle.  He  got  me  some  lessons  at 
fifty  sous  a  ticket — a. pound  the  ten 

—  from  an  economical  swell  who  has 
taken  a  chateau  here,  and  has  two 
flunkeys  in  livery.  He  has  four 
daughters,  who  take  advantage  of  the 
lessons,  and  screws  ten  per  cent  upon 
the  poor  color-man's  pencils  and  draw- 
ing-paper. It 's  pleasant  work  to  give 
lessons  to  the  children;  and  to  be 
patronized  by  the  swell ;  and  not  ex- 
pensive to  him,  is  it,  Pen?  But  I 
don't  mind  that,  if  I  could  but  get 
lessons  enough  :  for  you  see,  besides 
our  expenses  here,  we  must  have  some 
more  money,  and  the  dear  old  governor 
would  die  outright  if  poor  old  Sarah 
Mason  did  not  get  her  £  50  a  year. 

And  now  there  arrived  a  plentiful 
supper,  and  a  bottle  of  good  wine,  of 
which  the  giver  was  not  sorry  to  par- 
take after  the  meagre  dinner  at  three 
o'clock,  to  which  I  had  been  invited 
by  the  Campaigner ;  and  it  was  mid- 
night when  I  walked  back  with  my 
friend  to  his  house  in  the  upper  town ; 
and  all  the  stars  of  heaven  were  shin- 
ing cheerily ;  and  my  dear  Clive's 
face  wore  an  expression  of  happiness, 
such  as  I  remembered  in  old  days,  as 
we  shook  hands  and  parted  with  a 
"  God  bless  you." 

To  Clive's  friend,  revolving  these 
things  in  his  mind,  as  he  lay  in  one 
of  those  most  snug  and  comfortable 
beds  at  the  excellent  "Hotel  des 
Bains,"  it  appeared  that  this  town  of 
Boulogne  was  a  very  bad  market  for 
the  artist's  talents  ;  and  that  he  had 
best  bring  them  to  London,  where  a 
score  of  old  friends  would  assuredly 
be  ready  to  help  him.  And  if  the 
Colonel,  too,  could  be  got  away  from 
the  domination  of  the  Campaigner,  I 


felt  certain  that  the  dear  old  gentie- 
man  could  but  profit  by  his  leave  of 
absence.  My  wife  and  I  at  this  time 
inhabited  a  spacious  old  house  in 
Queen's  Square,  Westminster,  where 
there  was  plenty  of  room  for  father  and 
son.  I  knew  that  Laura  w^ould  be  de- 
lighted to  welcome  these  guests, — 
may  the  wife  of  every  worthy  gentle- 
man who  reads  these  pages  be  as  ready 
to  receive  her  husband's  friends.  It 
was  the  state  of  Rosey's  health  and  the 
Campaigner's  authority  and  permis- 
sion, about  whirh  I  was  in  doubt,  and 
whether  this  lady's  two  slaves  would 
be  allowed  to  go  away. 

These  cogitations  kept  the  present 
biographer  long  awake,  and  he  did 
not  breakfast  next  day  until  an  hour 
before  noon.  I  had  the  coffee-room 
to  myself  by  chance,  and  my  meal 
was  not  yet  ended  when  the  waiter 
announced  a  lady  to  visit  Mr.  Pen* 
dennis,  and  Mrs.  Mackenzie  made  her 
appearance.  No  signs  of  care  or 
poverty  were  visible  in  the  attire  or 
countenance  of  the  buxom  widow.  A 
handsome  bonnet  decorated  within 
with  a  profusion  of  poppies,  bluebells, 
and  ears  of  corn  ;  a  jewel  on  her  fore- 
bead,  not  costly,  but  splendid  in  ap- 
pearance, and  glittering  artfully  over 
that  central  spot  from  which  her  wa\'y 
chestnut  hair  parted  to  cluster  in  ring- 
lets round  her  ample  cheeks ;  a  hand- 
some India  shawl,  smart  gloves,  a  rich 
silk  dress,  a  neat  parasol  of  blue  with 
pale  yellow  lining,  a  multiplicity  of 
^Jittering  rings,  and  a  very  splendid 
gold  watch  and  chain,  which  I  remem- 
bered in  former  days  as  hanging  round 
poor  Rosey's  white  neck  ;  —  all  these 
adornments  set  off" the  widow's  person, 
so  that  you  might  have  thought  her 
a  wealthy  capitalist's  lady,  and  never 
could  have  supposed  that  she  wus  a 
poor,  cheated,  ruined,  robbed,  unfor- 
tunate Campaigner. 

Nothing  could  be  more  gracious 
than  the  arcueil  of  this  lady.  She 
paid  me  many  handsome  compliments 
about  my  literary  works,  —  asked 
most  affectionately  for  dear  Mrs.  Pcn- 
dennis  and  the  dear  children,  —  and 
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then,  as  I  expected,  comini^  to  busi- 
ness, contrasted  the  happiness  and 
genteel  position  of  my  wife  and  family 
with  the  misery  and  wron^^s  of  her 
own  blessed  child  and  grandson.  Slie 
never  could  call  that  child  by  the  odi- 
ous name  which  he  received  at  his 
baptism.  /  knew  what  bitter  reasons 
she  had  to  dislike  the  name  of  Thom- 
as Newcome. 

She  again  rapidly  enumerated  the 
wrongs  she  had  received  at  the  hands 
of  that  gentleman;  mentioned  the 
vast  sums  of  money  out  of  which  she 
and  her  soul's  darling  had  been 
tricked  by  that  poor  muddle-headed 
creature,  to  say  no  worse  of  him ; 
and  described  finally  their  present 
pressing  need.  The  doctors,  the  buri- 
al, ^sey's  delicate  condition,  the  cost 
of  sweetbreads,  calfs-foot  jelly,  and 
ccd-liver  oil,  were  again  passed  in  a 
rapid  calculation  before  me ;  and  she 
ended  her  speech  by  expressing  her 
gratification  that  I  had  attended  to 
her  advice  of  the  previous  day,  and 
not  given  Clive  Newcome  a  direct 
loan ;  that  the  family  wanted  it,  the 
Campaigner  called  upon  Heaven  to 
witness;  that  Clive  and  his  absurd 
poor  father  would  fling  guineas  out 
of  the  window  was  a  fact  equally  cer- 
tain; the  rest  of  the  argument  was 
obvious,  namely,  that  Mr.  Pendennis 
should  administer  a  donation  to  herself. 

I  had  brought  but  a  small  sum  of 
monev  in  my  pocket-book,  though 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  intimate  with  bank- 
ers, and  having,  thank  Heaven,  in 
spite  of  all  her  misfortunes,  the  ut- 
most confidence  of  a//  her  tradesmen, 
hinted  a  perfect  willingness  on  her 
^art  to  at'cept  an  order  upon  her 
friends,  Hobson  Brothers  of  London. 

This  direct  thrust  I  gently  and 
smilingly  parried  by  asking  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  whether  she  supposed  a 
gentleman  who  had  just  paid  an 
electioneering  bill,  and  had,  at  the 
best  of  times,  but  a  very  small  income, 
might  sometimes  not  be  in  a  con- 
dition to  draw  satisfactorily  upon 
Messrs.  Hobson  or  any  other  banker  1 
Her  countenance  fell  at  this  remark, 


nor  was  her  cheerfulness  much  im- 
proved by  the  tender  of  one  of  the 
two  bank-notes  which  then  happened 
to  be  in  my  possession.  I  said  that  I 
had  a  use  for  the  remaining  note,  and 
that  it  would  not  be  more  than  suffi- 
cient to  pay  my  hotel  bill,  and  the  ex- 
penses of  my  party  back  to  London. 

My  party  ?  1  had  here  to  divulge, 
with  some  little  trepidation,  the  plan 
which  I  had  been  making  overnight ; 
to  explain  how  I  thought  that  Olive's 
great  talents  were  wasted  at  Bou- 
logne, and  could  only  fiud  a  proper 
market  in  London ;  how  I  was  pretty 
certain,  through  my  connection  with 
booksellers,  to  find  some  advanta- 
geous employment  for  him,  and  would 
have  done  so  months  ago  had  I 
known  the  state  of  the  case ;  but  I  had 
believed,  until  within  a  very  few  dajs 
since,  that  the  Colonel,  in  spite  of  his 
bankruptcy,  was  still  in  the  enjoyment 
of  considerable  military  pensions. 

This  statement,  of  course,  elicited 
from  the  widow  a  number  of  remarks 
not  complimentary  to  my  dear  old 
Colonel.      He  might  have  kept  his 

Eensions  had  he  not  been  a  fool, — 
e  was  a  baby  about  money  matters, 
—  misled  himself  and  everybody,— 
was  a  log  in  the  house,  &c.,  &c.,  &c. 

I  suggested  that  his  annuities  might 
possibly  be  put  into  some  more  satis- 
factory shape,  —  that  I  had  trust- 
worthy lav,ryers  with  whom  I  would 
Eut  him  in  communication,  —  that  he 
ad  best  come  to  London  to  see  to 
these  matters,  —  and  that  my  wife  had 
a  large  house  where  she  would  most 
gladly  entertain  the  two  gentlemen. 
.  This  I  said  with  some  reasonable 
dread,  —  fearing,  in  the  first  place,  her 
refusal ;  in  the  second,  her  acceptance 
of  the  invitation,  with  a  proposal,  as 
our  house  was  large,  to  come  herself 
and  inhabit  it  for  a  while.  Had  I 
not  seen  that  Campaigner  arrive  for 
a  month  at  poor  James  Binnie's 
house  in  Fitzroy  Square,  and  stay 
there  for  many  years  ?  Was  I  not 
aware  that  when  she  once  set  her 
foot  in  a  gentleman's  establishment, 
terrific  battles  must  ensue  before  shia 
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conld  be  dislodged?  Had  she  not 
once  been  roated  by  Clive  ?  and  was 
she  not  now  in  command  and  posses- 
sion ?  Do  I  not,  finally,  know  some- 
thing of  the  world ;  and  have  I  not  a 
weak,  easy  temper  ?  I  protest  it  was 
with  terror  that  I  awaited  the  widow's 
possible  answer  to  my  proposal. 

To  my  great  relief,  she  expressed 
the  utmost  approval  of  lx)th  my  plans. 
I  was  uncommonly  kind,  she  was 
sure,  to  interest  myself  about  the  two 
gentlemen,  and  for  her  blessed  Ro- 
sey's  sake,  a  fond  mother  thanked 
me.  It  was  most  advisable  that  Clive 
should  earn  some  money  by  that  hor- 
rid profession  which  he  had  chosen 
to  adopt  —  trade,  she  called  it.  She 
was  clearly  anxious  to  get  rid  both 
of  father  and  son,  and  agreed  that 
the  sooner  they  went  the  better. 

We  walked  back  arm-in-arm  to  the 
Coloners  quarters  in  the  Old  Town, 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,  in  the  course  of  our 
walk,  doing  me  the  honor  to  introduce 
me  by  name  to  several  dingy  acquaint- 
ances whom  we  met  sauntering  up 
the  street,  and  imparting  to  me,  as 
each  moved  away,  the  pecuniary  cause 
ofhis  temporary  residenceinBoulogne. 
Spite  of  Rosey's  delicate  state  of 
health,. Mrs.  Mackenzie  did  not  hesi- 
tate to  break  the  news  to  her  of  the 
gentlemen's  probable  departure,  ab- 
ruptly and  eagerly,  as  if  the  intelli- 
gence was  likdy  to  please  her  •  —  and 
It  did,  rather  than   otherwise.     The 

Jroung  woman,  being  in  the  habit  of 
etting  mamma  judge  for  her,  contin- 
ued it  in  this  instance ;  and  whether 
her  husband  stayed  or  went,  seemed 
to  be  equally  content  or  apathetic. 
"  And  is  it  not  most  kind  and  gene- 
rous of  dear  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pendennis 
to  propose  to  receive  Mr.  Newcome 
and  the  Colonel  ?  "  This  opportuni- 
ty for  gratitude  being  pointed  out  to 
Rosey,  she  acquiesced  in  it  straight- 
way, —  it  was  very  kind  of  me,  Rosey 
was  sure.  "  And  don't  you  ask  after 
dear  Mrs.  Pendennis  and  the  dear 
children,  —  you  poor  dear  suffering 
darling  child  ?  "  Rosey,  who  had 
tieglected  this  inquiry,  immediately 


hoped  Mrs.  Pendennis  and  the  chil- 
dren were  well.  The  overpowering 
mother  had  taken  utter  possession  of 
this  poor  little  thing.  Rosey's  eyes 
followed  the  Campaigner  about,  and 
appealed  to  her  at  all  moments.  She 
sat  under  !Mrs.  Mackenzie  as  a  bird 
before  a  boa-constrictor,  doomed,  — 
fluttering,  —  fascinated  ;  scared  and 
fawning  as  awhipt  spaniel  before  a 
keeper. 

The  Colonel  was  on  his  accus- 
tomed bench  on  the  rampart  at  this 
sunny  hour.  I  repaired  thither,  and 
found  the  old  gentleman  seated  by 
his  grandson,  who  lay,  as  yesterday, 
on  the  little  bonne's  lap,  one  of  his 
little  purple  hands  closed  round  the 
grandfather's  finger.  •"  Hush ! "  says 
the  good  man,  lifting  up  his  other  fin- 
ger to  his  mustachio,  as  I  approached, 
"  Boy  's  asleep.  II  est  Tbien  joli 
quand  il  dort,  —  le  Boy,  n*est-ce  pas, 
Marie  ?  "  This  maid  believed  Mon- 
sieur well,  —  the  boy  was  a  little 
angel.  *'  This  maid  is  a  most  trust- 
woi  thy,  valuable  person,  Pendennis," 
the  Colonel  said,  with  much  gravity. 

The  boa-constrictor  had  fascinated 
him  too,  —  the  lash  of  that  woman 
at  home  had  cowed  that  helpless, 
gentle,  noble  spirit.  As  I  looked  at  the 
head  so  uprignt  and  manly,  now  so 
beautiful  and  resigned,  —  the  year  of 
his  past  life  seemed  to  pass  before  me 
somehow  in  a  flash  of  thought.  I 
could  fancy  the  accursed  tyranny,  — 
the  dumb  acquiescence,  —  the  brutal 
jeer,  —  the  helpless  remorse,  —  the 
sleepless  nights  of  pain  and  recollec- 
tion, —  the  gentle  heart  lacerated 
with  deadly  stabs,  —  and  the  impo- 
tent hope.  I  own  I  burst  into  a  sob 
at  the  si^ht,  and  thought  of  the  noble 
suffering  creature,  and  hid  my  face 
and  turned  away. 

He  sprang  up,  releasing  his  hand 
from  the  child's,  and  placing  it,  the 
kind  shaking  hand,  on  my  shoulder. 
"  What  is  it,  Arthur,  —  my  dear 
boy  ? "  he  said,  looking  wistfully  in  my 
lace.  "  No.  bad  news  from,  home,  my 
dear  ?  Laura  and  the  children  well  ? 
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The  emotion  was  mastered  in  a 
moment,  I  put  his  arm  under  mine, 
an  J  as  we  slowly  sauntered  up  and 
doAvn  the  sunny  walk  ol'  the  old  ram- 
pirt,  I  told  liim  how  I  had  come 
with  special  commands  from  Laura 
to  bring  him  for  a  while  to  stay  with 
us,  and  to  settle  his  business,  which  I 
was  sure  had  been  wofuUy  misman- 
aged, and  to  see  whether  we  could 
not  find  the  means  of  getting  some 
little  out  of  the  wreck  of  the  property 
for  the  boy  yonder. 

At  first  Colonel  Newcome  would 
not  hear  of  quitting  Boulogne,  where 
Rosey  would  miss  him,  —  he  was 
sure  she  would  want  him,  —  but  be- 
fore the  ladies  of  his  family,  to  whom 
we  presently  returned,  Thomas  New- 
come's  resolution  was  quickly  re- 
called. Ho  agreed  to  go,  and  Clive 
•oming  HI  at  this  time  was  put  in 
possession  of  our  plan  and  gladly  ac- 
quiesced in  it.  On  that  very  evening 
I  came  with  a  carriage  to  conduct 
my  two  friends  to  the  steamboat. 
Their  little  packets  wero  made  and 
ready.  There  was  no  pretence  of 
grief  at  parting  on  the  women's  side, 
but  Marie,  the  little  maid,  with  Boy 
in  her  arms,  cried  sadly  ;  and  Clive 
heartily  embraced  the  child  ;  and  the 
Colonel,  going  back  to  give  it  one 
more  kiss,  drew  out  of  his  neckcloth  a 
little  gold  brooch  which  he  wore,  and 
which  trembling  he  put  into  Marie's 
hand,  bidding  her  take  good  care  of 
Boy  till  his  return. 

"  She  is  a  good  girl,  —  a  most 
faithful  attached  girl,  Arthur,  do 
you  seel"  the  kind  old  gentleman 
said;  "  and  I  had  no  money  to 'give 
her,  —  no,  not  one  single  rupee.** 


CHAPTER  LXXIV. 

IN      WHICH       CLIVE       BBOINS      THE 
WORLD. 

We  are  ending  our  history,  and 
yet  poor  Clive  is  but  beginning  the 


world.  He  has  to  earn  the  bread 
which  he  eats  henceforth ;  and,  as  I 
saw  his  labors,  his  trials,  dnd  his  dis- 
appointments, I  could  not  but  com- 
pare his  calling  with  my  own. 

The  drawbacks   and  penalties  at- 
tendant upon  our  profession  are  ti^fcen 
into  full  account,  as  we  well  know, 
by  literary  men  and.  their .  friends. 
Our  poverty,  hardships,   and  disap- 
pointments are  set  forth  with  great 
emphasis,  and  often  with  too  great 
truth  by  those  who  speak  of  us ;  but 
there  are  advantages  belonging  to  our 
trade  which  are  passed  over,  I  think, 
by  some  of  those  who  exercise  it  and 
describe  it,  and  for  which,  in  striking 
the  balance  of  our  accounts,  we  are 
not  always  duly  thankful.     We  have 
no  patron,  so  to  speak, — we  sit  in 
antechambers  no  more,  waiting  the 
present  of  a  few  guineas  from  my 
Lord,  in  return  for  a  fulsome  dedica- 
tion.    We  sell  our  wares  to  the  book- 
purveyor,  between  whom  and  us  there 
IS  no  greater  obligation  than  between 
him  and  his  paper-maker  or  printer. 
In  the  great  towns  in   our  country 
immense  stores  of  books  are  provided 
for  us,  with  librarians  to  class  them, 
kind  attendants  to  wait  upon  us,  and 
comfortable  appliances  for  study.    We 
require  scarce  any  capital  wherewith 
to  exercise  our  trade.      What  other 
so-called  learned  profession  is  equally 
fortunate?      A  doctor,  for  example, 
after  carefully  and  expensively  edu- 
cating himself,  must  invest  in  house 
and  furniture,  horses,  carriage,  and 
men-servants,  before  the  public  pa- 
tient will  think  of  calling  nim  in.    I 
am  told  that  such  gentlemen  have  to 
coax  and  wheedle  dowagers,  to  hu- 
mor hypochondriacs,   to   practise    a 
score  of  little  subsidiary  arts  in  order 
to  make  that  of  healing  profitable. 
How  many  many  hundreds  of  pounds 
has  a  barrister  to  sink  upon  his  stock 
in  trade  before  his  returns  are  availa- 
ble?   There  are  the  costly  charges 
of  University  education,  —  the  costly 
chambers  in  the  Inn  of  Court,  —  the 
clerk  and  his  maintenance,  —  the  in- 
evitable travels  on  circuit, —^  certain 
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expenses,  all  to  be  defrayed  before  the 
possible  client  makes  his  appearance, 
and  the  chance  of  fume  or  competen- 
cy arrives.  The  jirizes  are  great,  to 
be  sure,  in  the  law,  but  what  a  prodi- 
gious sum  the  lottery-ticket  costs ! 
If  a  man  of  letters  cannot  win,  neither 
docs  he  risk  so  much.  Let  us  speak 
of  our  trade  as  wc  find  it,  and  not  be 
too  eager  in  calling  out  for  public 
compassion. 

The  artists,  for  the  most  part,  do 
not  cry  out  their  woes  as  loudly  as 
some  gentlemen  of  the  literary  frater- 
nity, and  yet  I  think  the  life  of  many 
of  them  is  harder ;  their  chances  even 
more  precarious,  and  the   conditions 
of  their  profession   less  independent 
and    agreeable  than   ours.      I  have 
watched Smcc,  Esq.,  R.  A.,  flat- 
tering and  fawning,  and  at  the  same 
time  boasting  and  swaggering,  poor 
fellow,  in  order  to  secure  a  sitter.    I 
have  listened  to  a  Manchester  mag- 
nate talking  about  fine  arts  before  one 
of  J.  J.'s  pictures,  assuming  the  airs 
of  a  painter,  and  laying  down   the 
most  absurd  laws  respecting  the  art. 
I  have  seen  poor  Tomkins  bowing  a 
rich  amateur  through  a  private  view, 
and  noted  the  eager  smiles  on  Tom- 
kin's  face  at  the  amateur's  slightest 
joke,  the  sickly  twinkle  of  hope  in  his 
eyes  as  amateur  stopped   before  his 
own  picture.    1  have  been  ushered  by 
Chi  pss tone's    black   servant   through 
hall  after  hall  peopled  with  plaster 
gods    and  heroes,  into    Chipstone's 
own  magnificent  studio,  wliere  he  sat 
longing  vainly  for  an  order,  and  just- 
ly dreading  his  landlord's  call  for  the 
rent.    And,  seeing  how  severely  these 
gentlemen  were  taxed  in  their  profes- 
sion, I  have  been  grateful  for  my  own 
more  fortunate  one,  which  necessitates 
cringing  to  no  patron  ;  which  calls  for 
no  keeping  up  of  appearances ;  and 
which  requires  no  stock  in  trade  save 
the  workman's  industry,  his  best  abil- 
ity, and  a  dozen  sheets  of  paper. 

Having  to  turn  with  all  his  might 
to  his  new  profession,  Clive  New- 
come,  one  of  the  proudest  men  alive, 
chose  to  revolt  and  to  be  restive  at 


almost  every  stage  of  his  training^. 
He  had  a  natural  genius  for  his  art, 
and   had   acquired   in   his   desultory- 
way  a  very  considerable  skill.     His 
drawing  was  better  than  his  painting 
(an  opinion  which,  were  my  friend 
present,  he  of  course  would  utterly 
contradict) ;  his  designs  and  sketches 
were  far  superior  to  his  finished  com- 
positions.    His  friends,  presuming  to 
judge   of  this  artist's  qualifications, 
ventured  to  counsel  him  accordingly, 
and  were  thanked  for  their  pains  in 
the  usual  manner.     We  had  in  the 
first   place    to    bully  and   browbeat 
Clive  most  fiercely,  before  he  would 
take  fitting  lodgings  for  the  execution 
of   those  designs  wrhich  we   had   in 
view  for  him.     "  Why  should  1  take 
expensive    lodgings  ? "    says    Clive, 
slapping  his  fist  on  the  table.     "  I 
am  a  pauper,  and  can  scarcely  afford 
to  live  in  a  garret.    Why  should  you 
pay  me  for  drawing  your  portrait  and 
Laura's    and  the  children  ?    What 
the  deuce  does  Warrington  want  with 
the  effigy  of  his  grim  old  mug  ?    You 
don't  want  them  a  bit, — you  only 
want  to  give,  me  money.    It  would  be 
much  more  honest  of  me  to  lake  the 
money  at  once  and  own  that  I  am  a 
beggar;  and  I  tell  you  what.  Pen, 
the  only  money  which  I  feel  I  come 
honestly  by  is  that  which  is  paid  me 
by  a  little  printseller  in  Long  Acre 
who  buys  my  drawings,  one  with  an- 
other,  at  fourteen    shillings   apiece, 
and  out  of  whom  I  can  earn  |  retty 
nearly  two  hundred  a  year.     I  am 
doing  Mail  Coaches  for  him,  sir,  and 
Charges  of  Cavalry ;  the  public  like 
the  Mail  Coaches  best,  —  on  a  dark 
paper,  —  the  horses  and   milestones 
picked   out  wliite,  —  yellow  dust,  — 
cobalt  distance,  and  the  guard  and 
coachman   of    course    in   vermilion. 
That 's  what  a  gentleman  can  get  his 
bread     by  —  Portraits,    pooh !     it 's 
disguised  beggary.     Crackthorpe,  and 
a  half^lozen   men.  of  his   regiment, 
came,  like  good  fellows  as  they  are, 
and  sent  me  five  pounds  apiece  for 
their  heads,  but  1  tell  j'ou    I    am 
ashamed  to  take  their  money."   Such 
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iscd  to  be  the  tenor  of  Clive  New- 
comj'.s  conversation  as  he  strode  up 
and  down  our  room  after  dinner,  pull- 
ing his  mustachio,  and  dashing  his 
long  yellow  hair  off  his  gaunt  face. 

When  Clive  was  inducted  into  the 
new  lodgings  at  which  his  friends 
counselled  him  to  hang  up  his  en- 
sign, the  dear  old  Colonel  axjcom- 
panied  his  son,  parting  with  a  sincere 
regret  from  our  little  ones  at  home,  to 
whom  he  became  greatly  endeared 
during  his  visit  to  us,  and  who  al- 
ways hailed  him  when  he  came  to  see 
us  with  smiles  and  caresses  and  sweet 
infiintile  welcome.  On  that  day  when 
he  went  away,  Laura  went  up  and 
kissed  him  with  tears  in  her  eyes. 
"  You  know  how  long  I  have  been 
wanting  to  do  it,"  this  lady  said  to 
her  husband.  Indeed  I  cannot  de- 
scribe the  behavior  of  the  old  man  dur- 
ing his  stay  with  us,  his  gentle  grat- 
titude,  his  sweet  simplicity  and  kind- 
ness, his  thoughtful  courtesy.  There 
was  not  a  servant  in  bur  little  house- 
hold but  was  eager  to  wait  upon  him. 
Laura's  maid  was  as  tender-hearted 
at  his  departure  as  her  mistress.  He 
was  ailing  for  a  short  time,  when  our 
cook  performed  prodigies  of  puddings 
and  jellies  to  suit  his  palate.  The 
youth  who  held  the  offices  of  butler 
and  valet  in  our  establishment  —  a 
lazy  and  greedy  youth  whom  Martha 
scolded  in  vain  —  would  jump  up  and 
leave  his  supper  to  carry  a  message  to 
our  Colonel.  My  heart  is  full  as  I 
remember  the  kind  words  which  he 
said  to  me  at  parting,  and  as  I  think 
that  we  were  the  means  of  giving  a 
little  comfort  to  that  stricken  and 
gentle  soul. 

Whilst  the  Colonel  and  his  son 
stayed  with  us,  letters  of  course 
passed  between  Clive  and  his  family 
at  Boulogne,  but  my  wife  remarked 
that-  the  receipt  of  those  letters  ap- 
peared to  give  our  friend  but  little 
pleasure.  They  were  read  in  a  min- 
ute, and  he  would  toss  them  over  to 
his  father,  or  thrust  them  into  his 
pocket  with  a  gloomy  face.  "  Don't 
you  see,"  groans  out  Clive  to  me  one 
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evening,  "  that  Rosey  scarcely  writes 
the  letters,  or  if  she  does,  that  her 
mother  is  standing  over  her  1  That 
woman  is  the  Nemesis  of  our  life, 
Pen.  How  can  I  pay  her  off  1  Great 
God  !  how  can  I  pay  her  off  ?  "  And 
so  having  spoken,  his  head  fell  be- 
tween his  hands,  and  as  I  watched 
him  I  saw  a  ghastly  domestic  picture 
before  me  of  helpless  pain,  humiliat- 
ing discord,  stupid  tyranny. 

What,  I  say  again,  are  the  so-cal- 
led great  ills  of  life  compared  to  these 
small  ones  ? 

The  Colonel  accompanied  Clive  to 
the  lodgings  which  we  had  found  for 
the  young  artist,  in  a  quarter  not  far 
removed  from  the  old  house  in  Fitzroy 
Square,  where  some  happy  years  of 
his  youth  had  been  spent.  When 
sitters  came  to  Clive  —  as  at  first 
they  did  in  some  numbers,  many  of 
his  early  friends  being  anxious  to  do 
him  a  service  —  the  old  gentleman 
was  extraordinarily  cheered  and  com- 
forted. We  could  see  by  his  face 
that  affairs  were  going  on  well  at  the 
studio.  He  showed  us  the  rooms 
which  Rosey  and  the  boy  were  to  oc- 
cupy. He  prattled  to  our  children 
and  their  mother,  who  was  never 
tired  of  hearing  him,  about  his  grand- 
son. He  filled  up  the  future  nursery 
with  a  hundred  little  knick-knacks  of 
his  own  contriving;  and  with  won- 
derful cheap  bargains,  which  he 
bought  in  his  walks  about  Tottenham 
Court  Road.  He  pasted  a  most  elab- 
orate book  of  prints  and  sketches  for 
Boy.  It  was  astonishing  what  no- 
tice Boy  already  took  of  pictures. 
He  would  have  all  the  genius  of  his 
father.  Would  he  .had  had  a  better 
grandfather  than  the  foolish  old  man 
who  had  ruined  all  belonging  to  him ! 

However  much  they  like  each  other, 
men  in  the  London  world  see  their 
friends  but  seldom.  The  place  is  so 
vast  that  even  next  door  is  distant; 
the  calls  of  business,  society,  pleasure, 
so  multifarious  that  mere  friendship 
can  get  or  give  but  an  occasional 
shake  of  the  hand  in  the  hurried  mo 
ments  of   passage.     Mqn   must  live 
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their  liv^ ;  and  are  perforce  selfish, 
but  not  unfriendly.  At  a  great  need 
you  know  where  to  look  for  your 
friend,  and  he  that  he  is  secure  of  you. 
So  I  went  very  little  to  Howland 
Street,  where  Clive  now  lived:  very 
seldom  to  Lamb  Court,  where  my 
dear  old  fiiend  Warrington  still  sat 
in  his  old  chambers,  though  our  meet- 
ings were  none  the  less  cordial  when 
they  occurred,  and  our  trust  in  one 
another  always  the  same.  Some  folks 
say  the  world  is  heartless  :  he  who 
says  so  either  prates  commonplaces 
(the  most  likely  and  charitable  sug- 
gestion), or  is  heartless  himself,  or 
is  most  singular  and  unfortunate  in 
having  made  no  friends.  Many  such 
a  reasonable  mortal  cannot  have  :  our 
nature,  I  think,  not  sufficing  for  that 
sort  of  polygamy.  How  many  per- 
sons would  you  nave  to  deplore  your 
death;  or  whose  death  would  you 
wish  to  deplore?  Could  our  hearts 
let  in  such  a  harem  of  dear  friend- 
ships, the  mere  changes  and  recur- 
rences of  grief  and  mourning  would 
be  intolerable,  and  tax  our  lives  be- 
yond their  value.  In  a  word,  we 
carry  our  own  burden  in  the  world ; 
push  and  struggle  along  on  our  own 
affairs ;  are  pinched  by  our  own  shoes, 
—  though  Heaven  forbid  we  should 
Hot  stop  and  forget  ourselves  some- 
times when  a  friend  cries  out  in  his 
distress,  or  we  can  help  a  poor  strick- 
en wanderer  in  his  way.  As  for  good 
women,  —  these,  my  worthy  reader, 
are  different  from  us,  —  the  nature  of 
ihese  is  to  love,  and  to  do  kind  offices 
und  devise  untiring  charities :  —  so, 
1  would  have  you  to  know,  that 
though  Mr.  Fendennis  was  parous 
suorum  cuitor  et  infrequens,  Mrs.  Laura 
found  plenty  o\  time  to  go  from 
Westminster  to  Bloom sbury ;  and  to 
pay  visits  to  her  Colonel  and  her 
Clive,  both  of  whom  she  had  got  to 
love  with  all  her  heart  again,  now 
misfortune  was  on  them ;  and  both  of 
whom  returned  her  kindness  with  an 
affection  blessing  the  bestower  and 
the  receiver;  and  making  the  hus- 
band proud  and  thankful  whose  wife 


had  earned  such  a  Doble  regard. 
What  is  the  dearest  praise  of  all  to  a 
man  ?  his  own,  —  or  that  yon  should 
love  those  whom  he  loves?  I  see 
Laura  Fendennis  ever  constapt  and 
tender  and  pure ;  ever  ministcrirg  in 
her  sacred  office  of  kindness, — bcjtow- 
ing:  love  and  followed  by  blessings. 
Which  would  I  have,  think  you .  that 
priceless  crown  hymeneal,  or  the  glory 
of  a  Tenth  Edition  ? 

Clive  and  his  father  had  found  not 
only  a  model  iricnd  in  the  lady  above 
mentioned,  but  a  perfect  prize  land- 
lady in  their  happy  lodgings.  In  her 
house,  besides  those  apartments  which 
Mr.  Newcome  had  originally  engaged, 
were  rooms  just  sufficient  to  accom- 
modate his  wife,  child,  and  servant, 
when  they  should  come  to  him,  with 
a  very  snug  little  upper  chamber  for 
the  Colonel,  close  by  Boy's  nursery, 
where  he  liked  best  to  be.  **  And  if 
there  is  not  room  for  the  Campaigner, 
as  you  call  her,"  says  Mrs.  Lfiura, 
witn  a  shrug  of  her  shoulders,  "  why, 
I  am  very  sorry,  but  Clive  must  try 
and  bear  her  absence  as  well  as  pos- 
sible. After  all,  my  dear  Fen,  you 
know  he  is  married  lo  Hosey  and  not 
to  her  mamma;  and  so,  and  so  I 
think  it  will  be  quite  best  that  they 
shall  have  their  m^age  as  before." 

The  cheapness  of  the  lodgings 
which  the  prize  landlady  let,  the 
quantity  of  neat  new  ftirniture  which 
she  put  in,  the  consultations  which 
she  had  with  my  wife  regarding  these 
supplies,  were,  quite  singular  to  me. 
"  Have  you  pawned  your  diamonds,, 
you  reckless  little  person,  in  onler  to 
supplv  all  this  upholstery  ?  "  "  No, 
sir,  1  iiRve  not  pawned  my  diamonds," 
Mrs.  Laura  answers ;  and  I  was  left 
to  think  (if  I  thought  on  the  matter 
at  all)  that  the  landlady's  own  benev- 
olence had  provided  these  good  things 
for  Clive.  For  the  wife  of  Laura's 
husband  was  perforce  poor ;  and  she 
asked  me  for  no  more  money  at  this 
time  than  at  any  other. 

At  first,  in  spite  of  his  grumbling, 
Clive's  affairs  looked  so  prosperous, 
and  so  many  sitters  came  to   him 
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from  amongst  his  old  friends,  that  I 
vras  half  inclined  to  believe,  with  the 
Colonel  and  my  wife,  that  he  was  a 
prodigious  genius,  and  that  his  good 
fortune  would  go  on  increasing. 
Laura  was  for  having  Roscy  return 
to  her  husband.  Every  wife  onglit 
to  be  with  her  husband.  J._  J.  shook 
his  head  about  the  prosperity.  "Let 
us  see  whether  the  Academy  will  have 
his  pictures  this  year,  and  what  a 
place  they  will  give  him,"  said  Ridley. 
To  do  hfm  justice,  Clive  thought  far 
more  humbly  of  his  compositions  thnn 
Ridley  did.  Not  a  little  touching 
was  it  to  us,  who  had  known  the 
young  men  in  former  days,  to  see 
them  in  their  changed  positions.  It 
was  Ridley,  whose  genius  and  indus- 
try had  put  him  in  the  rank  of  a  pa- 
tron, —  Ridley,  the  good  industrious 
apprentice,  who  had  won  the  prize  of 
his  art,  —  and  not  one  of  his  many 
admirers  saluted  his  talent  and  suc- 
cess with  such  a  hearty  recognition  as 
Clive,  whose  generous*  soul  Knew  no 
envy,  and  who  always  fired  and  kin- 
dled at  the  success  of  his  friends. 

When  Mr.  Clive  used  to  go  over  to 
Boulogne  from  time  to  time  to  pay 
his  dutiful  visits  to  his  wife,  the  Colo- 
nel did  not  accompany  his  son,  but, 
during  the  latter's  absence,  would 
dine  with  Mrs.  Pendennis. 

Though  the  preparations  were  com- 

Slete  in  Howland  Street,  a'nd  Clive 
utifully  went  over  to  Boulogne,  Mrs. 
Pendennis  remarked  that  he  seemed 
still  to  hesitate  about  bringing  his 
wife  to  London. 

Upon  this  Mr.  Pendennis  observed 
that  some  gentlemen  were  not  par- 
ticularly anxious  about  the  society  of 
their  wives,  and  that  this  pair  were 
perhaps  better  apart.  Upon  which 
Mrs.  Pendennis,  drubbing  on  the 
ground  with  a  little  foot,  said,  "  Non- 
sense, for  shame,  Arthur !  How  can 
you  speak  so  flippantly  ?  Did  he  not 
swear  before  Heaven  to  love  and  cher- 
ish her,  never  to  leave  her,  sir  ?  Is 
not  his  dati/  his  datyj  sir  V  (a  most 
emphatic  stamp  of  the  foot. )  "  Is  she 
not  his  for  better  or  for  worse  1  '* 


"Including  the  Campaigner,  my 
dear  ?  "  says  Mr.  P. 

"  Don't  laugh,  sir !  She  must  come 
to  him.  There  is  no  room  in  How- 
land  Street  for  Mrs.  Mackenzie." 

"  You  artful  scheming  creature  I 
We  have  some  spare  rooms.  Suppose 
we  ask  Mrs.  Mackenzie  to  come-  and 
live  with  us,  my  dear ;  and  we  could 
then  have  the  benefit  of  the  garrison 
anecdotes  and  mess  jocularities  of 
your  favorite.  Captain  Goby  ?  " 

"I  could  never  bear  the  horrid 
man  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Pendennis.  And 
how  can  I  tell  why  she  disliked 
him  ? 

Everything  being  now  ready  for  the 
reception  of  Clive  s  little  family,  we 
counselled  our  friend  to  go  over  to 
Boulogne,  and  bring  back  his  wife 
and  child,  and  then  to  make  some 
final  stipulation  with  the  Campaigner. 

He  saw,  as  well  as  we,  that  the  pres- 
ence and  tyranny  of  that  fatal  woman 
destroyed  his  father's  health  and 
spirits,  —  that  the  old.  man  knew  no 
peace  or  comfort  in  her  neighborhood, 
and  was  actually  hastening  to  his 
grave  under  that  dreadful  and  unre- 
mitting persecution.  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
made  Clive  scarcely  less  wretched 
than  his  father,  —  she  governed  his 
household,  —  took  away  his  weak 
wife's  allegiance  and  anection  from 
him,  and  caused  the  wretchedness  of 
every  single  person  round  about  her. 
They  ought  to  live  apart.  If  she  was 
too  poor  to  subsist  upon  her  widow's 
pension,  which,  in  truth,  was  but 
a  very  small  pittance,  let  Clive  give 
up  to  her,  say,  the  half  of  his  wife's 
income  of  jCIOO  a  year.  His  pros- 
pects and  present  means  of  eaminjr 
money  were  such  that  he  might  afford 
to  do  without  that  portion  of  his  in- 
come :  at  any  rate,  tie  and  his  father 
would  be  cheaply  ransomed  at  that 
price,  from  their  imprisonment  to  this 
intolerable  person.  "  Go,  Clive,"  said 
bis  counsellors,  "  and  bring  back 
your  wife  and  child,  and  let  us  all  be 
happy  together."  For,  you  see,  those 
advisers  opined  that  if  we  had  ^\Tit- 
ten  over  to  Mrs.  Clive  New 
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"  Come,**  —  she  would  have  come 
with  the  Campaigner  in  her  suite. 

Vowing  that  he  would  behave  like 
a  man  of  courage,  —  and  we  know 
that  Clive  had  shown  himself  to  be 
such  in  two  or  three  previous  battles, 
—  Clive  crossed  the  water  to  bring 
back  his  little  Rosey.  Our  good  Colo- 
nel agreed  to  dine  at  our  house  dur- 
ing the  days  of  his  son's  absence.  I 
have  said  how  beloved  he  was  by 
young  and  old  there,  —  and  he  was 
kind  enough  to  say  afterwards,  that 
no  woman  had  made  him  so  happy 
as  Laura.  We  did  not  tell  him  —  I 
know  not  from  what  reticence — that 
we  had  advised  Clive  to  oflfer  a  bribe 
of  ;£  50  •  a  year  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie  ; 
until,  about  a  fortnight  after  Clive's 
abseiSce,  and  a  week  after  his  return, 
when  news  came  that  poor  old  Mrs. 
Mason  was  dead  at  Newcomc,  where- 
upon we  informed  the  Colonel  that  he 
had  another  pensioner  now  ip  the 
Campaigner. 

Colonel  Newcome  was  thankful 
that  his  dear  old  friend  had  gone  out 
of  the  world  in  comfort  and  without 
pain.  She  had  made  a  will  long 
since,  leaving  all  her  goods  and  chat- 
tels to  Thomas  Newcome,  —  but  hav- 
ing no  money  to  give,  the  Colonel 
handed  over  these  to  the  old  lady's 
faithful  attendant  Keziah. 

Although  many  of  the  Colonel's  old 
friends  had  parted  from  him  or  quar- 
relled with  him  in  consequence  of  the 
ill  success  of  the  B.  B.  C,  there  were 
two  old  ladies  who  yet  remained  faith- 
ful- to  him,  —  Miss  Cann,  namely, 
and  honest  little  Miss  Honeyman  of 
Brighton,  who,  when  she  heard  of  the 
return  to  London  of  her  nephew  and 
brother-in-law,  made  &  railway  jour- 
ney to  the  metropolis  (being  the  first 
time  she  ever  engaged  in  that  kind  of 
travelling),  rustled  into  Clive's  apart- 
ments in  Rowland  Street  in  her  neat- 
est silks,  and  looking  not  a  day  older 
than  on  that  when  we  last  beheld 
her;  and  after  briskly  scolding  the 
young  man  for  permitting  his  father 
-•ter  into  money  affairs, — of 
'le  poor  dear  Colonel  was  as 


ignorant  as  a  baby,  —  she  gave  them 
lx)th  to  understand  that  she  had  a 
little  sum  at  her  bankers  at  their  dis- 
posal, —  and  besought  the  Colonel  to 
remember  that  her  house  was  his,  and 
that  she  should  be  proud  and  happy 
to  receive  him  as  soon  and  as  often 
and  for  as  long  a  time  as  he  would 
honor  her  with  his  company.  "  Is  not 
m^  house  full  of  your  presents,  —  " 
cned  the  stout  old  lady.  "  Have  I 
not  reason  to  be  grateful  to  all  the 
Newcomes,  —  yes,  to  all  the  New- 
comes; — for  Miss  Ethel  and  her 
family  have  come  to  me  every  year 
for  months,  and  I  don't  quarrel  with 
them,  and  I  won't,  although  you  do, 
sir  ?  Is  not  this  shawl,  —  are  not 
these  jewels  that  I  wear,"  she  con- 
tinued, pointing  to  those  well-known 
ornaments,  "  my  dear  Colonel's  gift  ? 
Did  you  not  relieve  my  brother 
Charles  in  this  countrjr  and  procure 
for  him  his  place  in  India  ?  i  cs,  my 
dear  friend,  —  and  though  you  have 
been  imprudent  in  money  matters,  my 
obligations  towards  you,  and  my  grat- 
itude, and  my  affection  are  always 
the  same."  Thus  Miss  Honeyman 
spoke,  with  somewhat  of  a  quivering 
voice  at  the  end  of  her  little  oration, 
but  with  exceeding  state  and  dignity, 
—  for  she  believed  that  her  invest- 
ment of  two  hundred  pounds  in  that 
unlucky  B.  B.  C,  which  failed  for 
half  a  million,  was  a  sum  of  consider- 
able importance,  and  gave  her  a  right 
to  express  her  opinion  to  the  Man- 
agers. 

Clive  came  back  from  Boulogne  in 
a  week,  as  we  have  said,  —  but  ho 
came  back  without  his  wife,  much  to 
our  alarm,  and  looked  so  exceedingly 
fierce  an(l  glum  when  we  demanded 
the  reason  of  his  return  without  his 
family,  that  we  saw  wars  and  battles 
had  taken  place,  and  thought  that  in 
this  last  Continental  campaign,  the 
Campaigner  had  been  too  much  fbv 
her  friend. 

The  Colonel,  to  whom  Clive  com- 
municated, though  with  us  the  poor 
lad  held  his  tongue,  told  my  Avife 
what  had  happened  :  —  not  all  the 
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battles  which  no  donbt  raged  at  break- 
fast, dinner,  supper,  during  the  week 
of  Clive's  visit  to  Boulo<^ne,  —  but  the 
upshot  of  these  engagements.  Rosey, 
not  unwilling  in  her  first  private  talk 
with  her  husband  to  come  to  England 
with' him  and  the  boy,  showed  herself 
irresolute  on  the  second  day  at  break- 
fast when  the  fire  was  opened  on  both 
sides  ;  cried  at  dinner  when  fierce  as- 
saults took  place,  in  which  Clive  had 
the  advantage ;  slept  soundly,  but  be- 
sought him  to  1k5  very  firm,  and  met 
the  enemy  at  breakfast  with  a  quaking 
heart ;  cned  all  that  day,  during  which, 
pretty  well  without  cease,  the  engage- 
ment lasted;  and  when  Clive  might 
have  conquered  and  brought  her  off, 
the  weather  was  windy  and  the  sea  was 
rough,  and  he  was  pronounced  a  brute 
to  venture  on  it  with  a  wife  in  Rosey's 
situation.  » 

Behind  that "  situation  "  the  widow 
shielded  herself.  She  clung  to  her 
adored  child,  and  from  that  bulwark 
discharged  abuse  and  satire  at  Clive 
and  his  father,  lie  could  not  rout  her 
out  of  her  position.  Having  had  the 
advantage  on  the  first  two  or  three 
days,  on  the  four  last  he  was  beaten, 
and  lost  ground  in  each  action.  Rosey 
found  that  in  her  situation  she  could 
not  part  from  her  darling  mamma. 
The  Campaigner  for  her  part  averred 
that  she  might  be  reduced  to  beggary ; 
that  she  might  be  robbed  of  her  last 
farrhing  and  swindled  and  cheated ; 
that  she  might  see  her  daughter's 
'fortune  flung  away  by  unprincipled 
adventurers,  and  her  blessed  child  left 
without  even  the  comforts  of  life ;  but 
desert  her  in  such  a  situation,  she  never 
would,  —  no,  never  I  Was  not  dear 
Rosey's  health  already  impaired  by  the 
Yarious  shocks  which  she  had  under- 
gone 1  Did  she  not  require  every  com- 
fort, every  attendance?  Monster! 
ask  the  doctor  !  She  would  stay  with 
her  darling  child  in  spite  of  insult  and 
rudeness  and  vulgarity.  (Rosey's 
fither  was  a  King's  officer,  not  a 
Com-vAMy's  officer,  thank  God!)  She 
w-^'iKl  stHv  as  long  at  lea-^t  as  Rosey's 
bicaation  continued,  at  Boulogne,  if 


not  in  London,  but  Avith  her  child. 
They  might  refuse  to  send  her  money, 
having  robbed  Ikt  of  all  her  own,  but 
she  would  pawn  her  gown  off  her  back 
for  her  child.  Whimpers  from  Rosey, 
—  cries  of  "  Mamma,  mamma,  com- 
pose yourself,"  —  convulsive  sobs  — 
clenched  knuckles  —  flashing  eyes  — 
embraces  rapidly  clutched  —  laughs  — 
stamps  —  snorts  —  from  the  disliev- 
elled  Campaigner ;  grinding  teeth  — 
livid  fury  and  repeated  breakages  of 
the  third  commandment  by  Clive,  —  I 
can  fancy  the  whole  scene.  He  re- 
turned to  London  without  his  wife, 
and  when  she  came  she  brought 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  with  her. 


CHAPTER  LXXV. 

founder's  DAT  AT  OREVFRIARS. 

RosET  came,  bringing  discord  and 
wretchedness  with  her,  to  her  hus- 
band, and  the^  sentence  of  death  or 
exile  to  his  dear  old  father,  all  of 
which  we  foresaw,  —  all  of  which 
Clive's  friends  would  have  longed  to 
prevent,  —  all  of  which  were  inevitable 
under  the  circumstances.  Clive's  do- 
mestic affairs  were  often  talked  over 
by  our  little  set.  Warrington  and 
F.  B.  knew  of  his  unhappiness.  Wo 
three  had  strongly  opined  that  the 
women,  being  together  at  Boulogne, 
should  stay  there  and  live  there,  Clive 
sending  them  over  pecuniary  aid  as 
•his  means  permitted.  "  They  must 
hate  each  other  pretty  well  by  this 
time,"  growls  George  Warrington. 
"  Why    on   earth  should    they    not 

Sart  ?  "  "  What  a  woman  that  Mrs. 
fackenzie  is,"  cries  F.  B.  "  What 
an  infernal  tartar  and  catamaran ! 
She  who  was  so  uncommonly  smiling 
and  soft-spoken,  and  such  a  fine 
woman,  by  jingo !  What  puzzles  all 
Avomen  are."  F.  B.  sighed  and 
drowned  further  reflection  in  beer. 

On  the  other  side,  and  most  strong- 
ly advocating  Rosey's  return  to  Clive, 
was  Mrs.  Laura  Pendennis  : "  '"" 
tain  arguments  for  which  f' 
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ter  and  verse,  and  against  which  we 
of  the  separatist  paity  had  no  appeal. 
"Did  he  marry  her  only  for  the 
d&js  of  her  prosperity  1 "  asked  Laura. 
"  Is  it  right,  is  it  manly, '  that  he 
should  leave  her  now  she  is  unhappy, 
—  poor  little  creature,  —  no  woman 
had  ever  more  need  of  protection; 
and  who  should  he  her  natural  guar- 
dian save  her  husband?  Surely, 
Arthur,  you  forget  —  have  you  for- 
gotten tnem  yourself,  sir  1  —  the 
solemn  vows  which  Clive  made  at  the 
altar.  Is  he  not  bound  to  his  wife  to 
keep  only  unto  her  so  long  as  they 
both  shall  live,  to  love  her,  comfort 
her,  honor  her,  and  keep  her  in  sick- 
ness and  health  ?  " 

"  To  keep  her,  yes,  —  but  not  to 
keep  the  Campaigner,"  cries  Mr. 
Pendennis.  "  It  is  a  moral  bigamy, 
Laura,  which  you  advocate,  you 
wicked,  immoral  young  woman  !  " 

But  Laura,  though  she  smiled  at 
this  notion,  would  not  be  put  off 
from  her  first  proposition.  Turning 
to  Clive,  who  was  with  us,  talking 
over  his  doleful  family  circumstances, 
she  took  his  hand  and  pleaded  the 
cause  of  right  and  religion  witli 
sweet  artless  fervor.  She  agreed  with 
us  that  it  was  a  hard  lot  for  Clive  to 
bear.  So  much  the  nobler  the  task, 
and  the  fulfilment  of  duty  in  endur- 
ing it.  A  few  months  too  would  put 
an  end  to  his  trials.  When  his  child 
was  bom  Mrs.  Mackenzie  would  take 
her  departure.  It  would  even  be 
Clivers  duty  to  separate  from  her 
then,  as  it  now  was  to  humor  his 
wife  in  her  delicate  condition,  and  to 
soothe  the  poor  soul  who  had  had  a 
great  deal  of  ill  health,  of  misfortune, 
and  of  domestic  calamity  to  wear  and 
shatter  her.  Clive  acquiesced  with  a 
groan,  but  with  a  touching  and  gen- 
erous resignation  as  we  both  thought. 
"She  is  right,  Pen,"  he  said.  "I 
think  your  wife  is  always  right.  I 
will  try,  Laura,  and  bear  my  part, 
God  help  me!  I  will  do  mv  duty 
and  strive  my  best  to  soothe  and 
-itify  my*  poor  dear  little  woman. 
'  will  be  making  caps  and  things, 


and  will  not  interrupt  me  in  vaj 
studio.  Of  nights  I  can  go  to  Clip- 
stone  Street  and  work  at  the  Life. 
There  *s  nothing  like  the  Life,  Pen. 
So  you  see  I  sha'  n't  be  much  at  home 
except  at  meal-times,  when  by  nature 
I  shall  have  my  mouth  full,  and  no 
opportunity  of  quarrelling  with  poor 
Mrs.  Mack.  So  he  went  home,  fol- 
lowed and  cheered  by  the  love  and 
pity  of  my  dear  wife,  and  determined 
stoutly  to  bear  this  heavy  yoke  which 
fate  had  put  on  him. 

To  do  Mrs.  Mackenzie  justice,  that 
lady  backed  up  with,  all  her  might 
the  statement  which  my  wife  had  put 
forward,  with  a  view  of  soothing 
poor  Clive,  viz.  that  the  residence  of 
his  mother-in-law  in  his  house  was 
only  to  be  temporary.  "  Tempo- 
rary ! "  cries  Mrs.  Mack  (who  was  kind 
enough  to  make  a  call  on  Mrs.  Penden- 
nis, and  treat  that  lady  to  a  piece  of 
her  mind).  "  Do  you  suppose,  mad- 
am, that  it  could  be  otherwise  ?  Do 
you  suppose  that  worlds  would  in- 
duce me  to  stay  in  a  house  where  I 
have  received  such  treatment ,  —  where, 
after  I  and  my  daughter  had  been 
robbed  of  every  shilling  of  our  fortune, 
we  are  daily  insulted  by  Colonel  New- 
come  and  his  son  ?  Do«you  suppose, 
ma'am,  that  I  do  not  know  that 
Clive's  friends  hate  me,  and  gi"\e 
themselves  airs  and  look  down  upon 
my  darling  child,  and  try  and  make 
differences  between  my  sweet  Roscy 
and  me,  —  Roscy  who  might  have 
•been  dead,  or  might  have  been  star\-- 
ing,  but  that  her  dear  mother  came  to 
her  rescue  1  No,  I  would  never  Ftay. 
I  loathe  every  day  that  I  remain  in 
the  house, —  I  would  rather  beg  my 
bread,  —  I  would  rather  sweep  the 
streets  and  starve,  —  though,  thank 
God,  I  have  my  pension  as  th.e  witlov,' 
of  an  officer  in  her  Majesty's  Service, 
and  I  can  live  upon  that,  —  and  of 
that  Colonel  Ncwcomc  cannot  rob  nic ; 
and  when  my  darling  love  needs  a 
mother's  care  no  lonj^cr,  I  will  leave 
her.  I  will  shake  the  dust  olF  my 
feet  and  leave  that  house,  I  will  — 
And    Mr.   Kcwcome's   friends    may 
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then  sneer  at  mc  and  abuse  me,  and 
blacken  my  darling  child's  heart 
towards  mc  if  they  choose.  And  I 
thank  you,  Mrs.  tendcnnis,  for  all 
your  kindness  towards  ray  daughter's 
family,  and  for  the  furniture  which 
you  have  sent  into  the  house,  and  for 
the  trouble  you  have  taken  about  our 
family  arrangements.  It  was  for 
this  I  took  the  liberty  of  calling  upon 
you,  and  I  wish  you  a  very  good 
morning."  So  speaking,  the  Cam- 
paiixner  left  my  Avife ;  and  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis  ci\acted  the  pleasing  scene 
with  great  spirit  to  her  husband 
afterwards,  concluding  the  whole  with 
a  splendid  courtesy  and  toss  of  the 
head,  such  as  Mrs.  Mackenzie  per- 
foi;p[ied  as  her  parting  salute. 

Our  dear  Cfolonel  had  fled  before 
her.  He  had  acquiesced  humbly  with 
the  decree  of  fate ;  and,  lonely,  old, 
and  beaten,  marched  honestly  on  the 
path  of  duty.  It  was  a  great  bless- 
mg,  he  wrote  to  us,  to  him  to  think 
that  in  happier  days  and  during  many 
years  he  had  been  enabled  to  benefit 
his  tind  and  excellent  relative.  Miss 
Honeyman.  He  could  thankfully  re- 
ceive her  hospitality  now,  and  claim 
the  kindness  and  shelter  which  this 
old  friend  gave  him.  No  one  could 
be  more  anxious  to  make  him  com- 
fortable. The  air  of  Brighton  did 
him  the  greatest  good  ;  he  had  found 
some  old  friends,  some  old  Bengalees 
there,  with  whom  he  enjoyed  himself 
jH'eatly,  &c.  How  much  did  we,  who 
knew  his  noble  spirit,  believe  of  this 
story  1  To  us  Heaven  had  awarded 
health,  happiness,  competence,  loving 
children,  united  hearts,  and  modest 
prosperity.  To  yonder  good  man, 
whose  long  life  shone  with  benefac- 
tions, and  whose  career  was  but  kind- 
ness and  honor,  fate  decreed  poverty, 
disappointment,  separation,  a  lonely 
old  age.  We  bowed  our  heads,  hu- 
miliated at  the  contrast  of  his  lot  and 
ours ;  and  prayed  Heaven  to  enable  us 
to  bear  our  present  good  fortune 
msekly,  and  our  evil  days,  if  they 
should  come,  with  such  a  resignation 
as  this  good  Christian  showed. 


I  forgot  to  say  that  our  attempts  to 
better  Thomas  Newcome's  money 
affairs  were  quite  in  vain,  the  Colonel 
insisting  upon  paying  over  every 
shilling  of  his  military  allowances 
and  retiring  pension  to  the  parties 
from  whom  he  had  borrowed  money 
previous  to  his  bankruptcv.  **  Ah  ! 
what  a  good  man  that  is,^'  says  Mr. 
Sherrick  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  **  what 
a  noble  fellow,  sir.  He  would  die 
rather  than  not  pay  every  farthing 
over.  He  'd  starve,  sir,  that  he  would. 
The  money  ain't  mine,  sir,  or,  if  it 
was,  do  you  think  I  'd  take  it  from  the 
poor  old  boy?  No,  sir;  by  iTove  I 
nonor  and  reverence  him  more  now 
he  ain't  got  a  shilling  in  his  pocket, 
than  ever  I  did  when  we  thought  he 
was  a  rolling  in  money." 

My  wife  made  one  or  two  efforts  at 
Samaritan  visits  in  Howland  Street, 
but  was  received  by  Mrs.  Clive  with 
such  a  faint  welcome,  and  by  the  Cam- 
paigner with  so  grim  a  countenance, 
so  many  sneers,  innuendoes,  insults 
almost,  that  Laura's  charity  was 
beaten  back,  and  she  ceased  to  press 
good  offices  thus  thanklessly  received. 
If  Clive  came  to  visit  us,  as  he  very 
rarely  did,  after  an  official  question 
or  two  regarding  the  health  of  his 
wife  and  child,  no  further  mention 
was  made  of  his  family  affairs.  His 
painting,  he  said,  was  getting  on  toler- 
ably well ;  he  had  work,  scantily  paid 
it  is  true,  but  work  sufficient.  He  was 
reserved,  uncommunicative,  unlike  the 
frank  Clive  of  former  times,  and  op- 
pressed by  his  circumstances,  as  it  was 
easy  to  see.  I  did  not  press  the  con- 
fidence which  he  was  unwilling  to 
offer,  and  thought  best  to  respect  his 
silence.  I  had  a  thousand  affairs  of 
my  own ;  who  has  not  in  London  ? 
If  you  die  to-morrow,  your  dearest 
friend  will  feel  for  you  a  hearty  pang 
of  sorrow,  and  go  to  his  business  as 
usual.  I  could  divine,  but  would  not 
care  to  describe,  the  life  which  my 
poor  Clive  was  now  leading;  the 
vul;rar  misery,  the  sordid  home,  the 
cheerless  toil,  and  lack  of  friendly 
companionship  which  darkened  his 
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kind  soul.  I  was  glad  Clive's  father 
was  away.  The  Colonel  wrote  to  us 
twice  or  thrice;  could  it  be  three 
months  ago  ?  bless  me,  how  time  flies  ! 
He  was  happy,  he  wrote,  with  Miss 
Honeyman,  who  took  the  best  care  of 
him. 

Mention  has  been  made  once  or 
twice  in  the  course  of  this  history  of 
the  Greyfriars  school,  —  where  the 
Colonel  and  Clive  and  I  had  been 
brought  up,  —  an  ancient  foundation 
of  the  time  of  James  I.,  still  subsist- 
ing in  the  heart  of  London  City. 
The  death-day  of  the  founder  of  the 
place  is  still  kept  solemnly  by  Cister- 
cians. In  their  chapel,  where  assemble 
the  boys  of  the  school,  and  the  four- 
score old  men  of  the  Hospital,  the 
founder's  tomb  stands,  a  huge  edifice, 
emblazoned  with  heraldic  decorations 
and  clumsy,  carved  allegories.  There 
is  an  old  Hall,  a  beautiful  specimen 
of  the  architecture  of  James  s  time ; 
an  old  Hall  ?  many  old  halls ;  old 
staircases,  old  passages,  old  chambers 
decorated  with  old  portraits,  walking 
in  the  midst  of  which,  we  walk  as  it 
were  in  the  early  seventeenth  century. 
To  others  than  Cistercians,  Grey- 
friars is  a  dreary  place  possibly. 
Nevertheless,'  the  pupils  educated 
there  love  to  revisit  it ;  and  the  oldest 
of  us  grow  young  again  for  an  hour 
or  two  as  wc  come  back  into  those 
scenes  of  childhood. 

The  custom  of  the  school  is,  that 
on  the  12th  of  December,  the  Found- 
er's Day,  the  head  gown-hoj  shall 
recite  a  Latin  oration,  in  praise 
Fundatoris  Nostri,  and  upon  other 
subjects;  and  a  goodly  company  of 
old  Cistercians  is  generally  brought 
together  to  attend  this  oration  :  after 
which  we  go  to  chapel  and  hear  a 
sermon ;  after  which  we  adjourn  to  a 
great  dinner,  where  old  condisciples 
meet,  old  toasts  arc  given,  and 
speeches  are  made.  Before  marching 
from  the  oration-hall  to  chapel,  the 

"vards  of  the  day's  dinner,  accord- 

1  old-fashioned  rite,  have  wands 

to  their  hands,  walk  to  church 


at  the  head  of  the  procession,  and  sit 
there  ip  places  of  honor.  The  boys 
are  already  in  their  seats,  with  smug 
fresh  faces,  and  shining  white  collars ; 
the  old  black-gowned  pensioners  are 
on  their  benches ;  the  chapel  is 
lighted,  and  Founder's  Tomb,  with 
its  grotesque  carvings,  monsters, 
heraldries,  darkles  and  shines  with 
the  most  wonderful  shadows  and 
lights.  There  he  lies,  Fundator 
Nostcr,  in  his  ruif  and  gown,  await- 
ing the  great  Examination  Day. 
We  oldsters,  be  we  ever  so  old, 
become  boys  again  as  we  look  at  that 
familiar  old  tomb,  and  think  how  the 
seats  are  altered  since  we  were  here, 
and  how  the  doctor  —  not  the  present 
doctor,  the  doctor  of  our  time  —  used 
to  sit  yonder,  and  his  awfiil  eye  used 
to  frighten  us  shuddering  boys,  on 
whom  it  lighted ;  and  how  the  boy 
next  us  womd  kick  our  shins  during 
service  time,  and  how  the  monitor 
would  cane  us  afterwards  because  our 
shins  were  kicked.  Yonder  sit  forty 
cherry-cheeked  boys,  tliinking  about 
home  and  holidays  to-morrow.  Yon- 
der sit  some  threescore  old  gentlemen 
pensioners  of  the  hospital,  listening 
to  the  prayers  and  the  psalms.  You 
hear  them  coughing  feebly  in  the 
twilight,  —  the  old  reverend  black- 
gowns.  Is  Codd  Ajax  alive,  you 
wonder  ?  —  the  Cistercian  lads  called 
these  old  gentlemen  Codds,  I  know 
not  wherefore  —  I  know  not  wherefore, 
—  but  is  old  Codd  Ajax  alive  I 
wonder  1  or  Codd  Soldier?  or  kind 
old  Codd  Gentleman,  or  has  the 
grave  closed  over  them  ?  A  plenty 
of  candles  lights  up  this  chapel,  and 
this  scene  of  age  and  youth,  and 
early  memories,  and  pompous  death. 
How  solemn  the  welL-remembered 
prayers  are,  here  uttered  again  in  the 

Elace  where  in  childhood  we  used  to 
ear  them  !  How  beautiful  and  de- 
corous the  rite ;  how  noble  the  ancient 
words  of  the  supplications  which  the 
priest  utters,  and  to  which  generations 
of  fresh  children  and  troops  of  bygone 
seniors  have  cried  Amen !  under 
those  arches !    The  service  for  Found- 
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er*  Day  is  a  special  one  ;  one  of  the 
psalms  selected  being  the  thirty- 
Feventh,  and  we  hear,  — 

23.  The  tteps  of  a  good  man  are  ordered 
hy  the  Lord,  and  he  delighteth  in  his  w^uy. 

21.  Though  tie  fall,  he  ehall  not  be  utterly 
ca8C  du«irD,  for  the  Lord  upholdeth  him  with 
his  haad. 

25.  I  have  been  young,  and  now  am  old, 
yet  have  I  not  seen  the  righteous  foraaken, 
uor  hid  seed  begging  their  bread. 

As  we  came  to  this  verse,  T  changed 
to  look  up  from  my  book  towards  the 
swarm  of  black-coated  pensioners : 
and  amongst  them  —  amongst  them 
—  sat  Thomas  Newcome. 

His  dear  old  head  was  bent  down 
over  his  praver-book ;  there  was  no 
mistaking'  him.  He  wore  the  black 
gown  of  '^he  pensioners  of  the  Hospi- 
tal of  Greyfnars.  His  order  of  the 
Bath  was  on  his  breast.  He  stood 
there  amongst  the  poor  brethren, 
uttering  the  responses  to  the  psalm. 
The  steps  of  this  good  man  had  been 
ordered  hither  by  Heaven's  decree: 
to  this  almshouse !  Here  it  was 
ordained  that  a  life  all  love,  and 
kindness,  and  honor,  should  end! 
I  heard  no  more  of  prayers,  and 
psalms,  and  sermon,  after  that.  How 
dared  I  to  be  in  a  place  of  mark,  and 
he,  he  yonder  among  the  poor  ?  O, 
pardon,  you  noble  soul  !  I  ask 
forgiveness  of  you  for  being  of  a 
world  that  has  so  treated  you,  —  you 
my  better,  you  the  honest,  and  gentle, 
and  good !  I  thought  the  service 
would  never  end,  or  the  organist's 
voluntaries,  or  the  preacher's  homily. 

The  organ  played  us  out  of  chapel 
at  length,  and  I  waited  in  the  ante- 
chapel  until  the  pensioners  took  their 
turn  to  quit  it.  My  dear,  dear  old 
friend  !  I  ran  to  him  with  a  warmth 
and  eagerness  of  recognition  which 
no  doubt  showed  themselves  in  my 
face  and  accents  as  my  heart  was 
moved  at  the  sight  of  him.  His  own 
wan  face  flushed  up  when  he  saw  me, 
and  his  hand  shook  in  mine.  "  I 
have  found  a  home,  Arthur,"  said 
he.  "  Don't  you  remember,  before  I 
went  to  India,  when  wc  came  to  see 
the    old     Greyfriars,     and     visited 


Captain  Scarsdale  in  his  room  1  —  a 
poor  brother  like  me  — an  old  Penin- 
sular man.  Scarsdale  is  gone  now, 
sir,  and  is  where  *  the  wicked  cease 
from  troubling  and  the  weary  are  at 
rest ' ;  and  I  thought  then,  when  we 
saw  him  —  here  would  be  a  place  for 
an  old  fellow  when  his  career  was 
over,  to  hang  his  sword  up ;  to  humble 
his  soul,  and  to  wait  thankfully  for 
the  end,  Arthur.  My  good  friend. 
Lord  H.,  who  is  a  Cistercian  like 
ourselves,  and  has  just  been  appointed 
a  governor,  gave  me  his  first  nomi- 
nation. Don't  be  agitated,  Arthur, 
my  boy,  I  am  very  happy.  I  have 
good  quarters,  good  food,  good  light 
and  fire,  and  good  friends ;  blessed 
be  God !  my  dear  kind  young  friend, 
—  my  boy's  friend ;  you  have  always 
been  so,  sir ;  and  I  take  it  uncom- 
monly kind  of  you,  and  I  thank  Ciod 
for  you,  sir.  Why,  sir,  I  am  as 
happy  as  the  day  is  long."  He 
uttered  words  to  this  effect  as  we 
walked  through  the  courts  of  the 
building  towards  his  room,  which  in 
truth  I  found  neat  and  comfortable, 
with  a  brisk  fire  crackling  on  the 
hearth ;  a  little  tea-table  laid  out,  a 
Bible  and  spectacles  by  the  side  of  it, 
and  over  the  mantel-piece  a  drawing 
of  his  grandson  by  Clive. 

"  You  may  come  and  see  me  here^ 
sir,  whenever  you  like,  and  so  may 
your  dear  wife  and  little  ones,  tell 
Laura,  with  my  love ;  —  but  you  must 
not  stay  now.  You  must  go  back  to 
your  dinner."  In  vain  I  pleaded  that 
1  had  no  stomach  for  it.  He  gave  me  a 
look,  which  seemed  to  say  he  d6sired 
to  be  alone,  and  I  had  to  respect  that 
order  and  leave  him. 

Of  course  I  came  to  him  on  the  very 
next  day ;  though  not  with  my  wife 
and  children,  who  were  in  truth  ab- 
sent in  the  country  at  Rosebuiy, 
where  they  were  to  pass  the  Christ- 
mas holidays ;  and  where,  this  school- 
dinner  over,  I  was  to  join  them.  On 
my  second  visit  to  Greyfriars  my 
good  friend  entered  more  at  length 
into  the  reasons  why  he  had  assumed 
the    Poor  Brothers  gown;    and   I 
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cannot  say  bnt  that  I  acquiesced  in 
his  reason,  and  admired  that  noble 
humility  and  contentedness  of  which 
he  gave  me  an  example. 

"  That  which  had  caused  him  most 
grief  and  pain,"  he  said,  "  in  the  issue 
of  that  unfortunate  bank,  was  the 
thought  that  poor  friends  of  his  had 
been  induced  by  his  representations 
to  invest  their  little  capital  in  that 
speculation.  Good  Miss  Honeyman, 
for  instance,  meaning  no  harm,  and 
in  all  respects  a  most  honest  and 
kindly  disposed  old  lady,  had  never- 
theless alluded  more  than  once  to  the 
fact  that  her  monev  had  been  thrown 
away ;  and  these  allusions,  sir,  made 
her  hospitality  somewhat  hard  to 
bear,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  At  home, 
—  at  poor  Clivy's,  I  mean,  —  it  was 
even  worse,"  he  continued.  "Mrs. 
Mackenzie  for  months  past,  by  her 
complaints,  and  —  and  her  conduct, 
lias  made  my  son  and  me  so  miser- 
able —  that  flight  before  her,  and 
into  any  refuge,  was  the  best  course. 
She,  too,  docs  not  mean  ill,  Pen.  Do 
not  waste  any  of  your  oaths  upon  that 

Eoor  woman,"  he  added,  holding  up 
is  finjrer,  and  smiling  sadly.  **  She 
thinks  I  deceived  her,  though  Heaven 
knows  it  was  myself  I  deceived.  She 
has  great  influence  over  Rosey.  Very 
•few  persons  can  resist  that  violent  and 
headstrong  woman,  sir.  I  could  not 
bear  her  reproaches,  or  my  poor  sick 
daughter,  whom  her  mother  leads  al- 
most entirely  now,  and  it  was  with 
all  this  grief  on  my  mind,  that,  as  I 
was  walking  one  day  upon  Brighton 
cliff,  I  met  my  schoolfellow,  my  Lord 
n., —  who  has  ever  been  a  good  friend 
of  mine,  — and  who  told  me  how  he 
had  just  been  appointed  a  governor  of 
Greyfriars.  He  asked  me  to  dine 
with  him  on  the  next  day,  and  would 
take  no  refusal.  He  knew  of  my 
pecuniary  misfortunes,  of  course, — 
and  showed  himself  most  noble  and 
liberal  in  his  offers  of  help.  I  was 
very  much  touched  by  his  goodne^^s, 
Pen,  —  and  made  a  clean  breast  of  it 
to  his  Lordship ;  who  at  first  would 
^t  hear  of  my  coming  to  this  place, 


—  and  offered  me  out  of  the  purse  of 
an  old  brother  school-fellow  and  an 
old  brother  soldier  as  much  —  as 
much  as  should  last  me  my  time. 
Was  n't  it  noble  of  him,  Arthur  ?  God 
bless  him !  There  are  good  men  in 
the  world,  sir,  there  are  true  friends, 
as  I  have  found  in  these  later  days. 
Do  you  know,  sir,"  —  here  the  old 
man's  eyes  twinkled,  —  "  that  Fred 
Bayham  fixed  up  that  bookcase 
yonder,  —  and  brought  me  my  little 
boy's  picture  to  hang  up  ?  Boy  and 
Clive  will  come  and  see  me  soon." 

"  Do  you  mean  they  do  not  come  ?  " 
I  cried. 

"  They  don't  know  I  am  here,  sir," 
said  the  Colonel,  with  a  sweet,  kind 
smile.  "  They  think  I  am  visiting 
his  Lordship  in  Scotland.  Ah !  they 
are  good  people  !  When  we  had  had 
our  talk  down  stairs  over  our  bottle  of 
claret, —  where  my  old  commander-in- 
chief  would  not  hear  of  my  plan,  — 
we  went  up  stairs  to  her  Ladyship,  who 
saw  that  her  husband  was  disturbed, 
and  asked  the  reason.  I  dare  say  it 
was  the  good  claret  that  made  me 
speak,  sir ;  for  I  told  her  that  I  and 
her  husband  had  had  a  dispute,  and 
that  I  would  take  her  Ladyship  for 
umpire.  And  then  I  told*  her  the 
story  over,  that  I  had  paid  away  every 
rupee  to  the  creditors,  and  mortgaged 
my  pensions  and  retiring  allowances 
for  the  same  end,  that  I  was  a  burden 
upon  Clivy,  who  had  work  enough, 

Eoor  boy,  to  keep  his  own  family  and 
is  wife's  mother,  whom  my  impru- 
dence had  impoverished,  —  that  hero 
was  an  honorable  asylum  which  my 
friend  could  procure  for  me,  and  was 
not  that  better  than  to  drain  his 
purse  ?  She  was  very  much  moved, 
sir,  — she  is  a  very  kind  lady,  though 
she  passed  for  being  very  proud  and 
haughty  in  India,  —  so  wrongly  are 
people  judged.  And  Lord  H.  said,  in 
his  rough  way, '  that,  by  Jove,  if  Tom 
Newcome  took  a  thing  into  his  ob- 
stinate old  head  no  one  could  drive  it 
out.'  And  so,"  said  the  Colonel,  with 
his  sad  smile,  "  I  had  my  own  way. 
Lady  H.  was  good  enough  to  como 
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and  see  me  the  very  next  day,  —  and 
do  you  know,  Pen,  she  invited  me  to 
go  and  live  with  them  for  the  rest  of 
my  life,  —  made  me  the  most  gene- 
rous, the  most  delicate  ofFew  ?  But  I 
knew  I  was  right,  and  held  my  own. 
I  am  too  old  to  work,  Arthur ;  and 
better  here,  whilst  I  am  to  stay,  than 
elsewhere.  Look!  all  this  furniture 
came  from  H.  House, — and  that  ward- 
robe is  full  of  linen,  which  she  sent  me. 
She  has  been  twice  to  see  me,  and  every 
officer  in  this  hospital  is  as  courteous 
to  me  as  if  I  had  my  fine  house." 

I  thought  of  the  psalm  we  had  heard 
on  the  previous  evening,  and  turned  to 
it  in  the  opened  Bible,  and  pointed  to 
the  verse,  "  Thou<rh  he  fall,  he  shall 
not  be  utterly  cast  down,  for  the  Lord 
upholdeth  him."  Thomas  Newcorae, 
seeing  my  occupation,  laid  a  kind, 
trembling  hand  on  my  shoulder;  and 
then,  putting  on  his  glasses,  with  a 
smile  bent  over  the  volume.  And  who 
that  saw  him  then,  and  knew  him  and 
loved  him  as  I  did,  —  who  would  not 
have  humbled  his  own  heart,  and 
breathed  his  inward  prayer,  confess- 
ing and  adoring  the  Divine  Will, 
which  ordains  these  trials,  these  tri- 
umphs, these  humiliations,  these 
blessed  griefs,  this  crowniuy:  Love? 

1  had  the  happiness  of  bringing 
Clive  and  his  little  boy  to  Thomas 
Newcome  that  evening;  and  heard 
the  child's  crv  of  recognition  and 
surprise,  and  the  old  man  calling  the 
boy's  name,  as  I  closed  the  door  upon 
that  meeting ;  and  by  the  night's  mail 
I  went  down  to  Newcome,  to  the 
friends  with  whom  my  own  family 
was  already  staying. 

Of  course,  my  conscience-keeper  at 
Rosebury  was  anxious  to  know  about 
the  school -dinner,  and  all  the  speeches 
made,  and  the  guests  assemblea  there ; 
but  she  soon  ceased  to  inquire  about 
these  when  I  came  to  give  her  the 
news  of  the  discover^'  of  our  dear  old 
friend  in  the  habit  of  a  Poor  Brother 
of  Grey  friars.  She  was  very  glad 
t  >  hoar  th.it  Clive  and  his  little  son 
had  been  reunited  to  the  Colonel; 


and  appeared  to  imagine  at  first,  that 
there  was  some  wonderful  merit  upon 
my  part  in  bringing  the  three  to- 
gether. 

"  Well,  —  no  great  merit,  Pen,  as 
you  will  put  it,"  says  the  Confessor ; 
"  but  it  was  kindly  thought,  sir, —  and 
I  like  my  husband  when  he  is  kind 
best;  and  don't  wonder  at  your 
having  made  a  stupid  speech  at  the 
dinner,  as  you  say  you  did,  when  you 
had  this  other  subject  to  think*  of. 
That  is  a  beautiful  psalm,  Pen,  and 
those  verses  which  you  were  reading 
when  you  saw  him  especially  beauti- 
ful."  ^  ^       ^ 

"  But^in  the  presence  of  eighty  old 
gentlemen,  who  have  all  come  lo  de- 
cay, and  have  all  had  to  beg  their 
bread  in  a  manner,  don't  you  think 
the  clergyman  might  choose  some 
other  psalm  ?  "  asks  Mr.  Pendennis. 

"  They  were  not  forsaken  utterly, 
Arthur,"  says  Mrs.  Laura,  gravely : 
but  rather  declines  to  argue  the  point 
raised  by  me ;  namely,  that  the  selec- 
tion of  that  especial  tliirty-seventh 
psalm  was  not  complimerftary  to 
those  decayed  old  gentlemen. 

**  All  the  psalms  are  good,  sir,"  she 
says,  **  and  this  one,  of  course,  is 
included/'  and  thus  the  discussion 
closed. 

I  then  fell  to  a  description  of  How- 
land  Street,  and  poor  Clive,  whom  I 
had  found  there  over  his  work.  A 
dubious  maid  scanned  my  appearance 
rather  eagerly  when  I  asked  to  see  him. 
I  found  a  picture-dealerchaffering  with 
him  over  a  bundle  of  sketches,  and  his 
little  boy,  already  pencil  in  hand,  ly- 
ing in  one  corner  of  the  room,  the  sun 
playing  about  his  yellow  hair.  The 
child  looked  languid  and  pale,  the 
father  worn  and  ill.  When  the  dealer 
at  length  took  his  bargains  away,  I 
gradually  broke  my  errand  to  Clive, 
and  told  him  from  whence  I  had  just 
come. 

He  had  thought  his  father  in  Scot- 
land with  Lord  H. ;  and  was  immense- 
ly moved  with  the  news  which  I. 
brought. 

"  I  have  n't  written  to  him  for  ft 
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month.  It's  not  pleasant  letters  I 
have  to  write,  Pen,  and  I  can't 
make  them  pleasant  Up,  Tommy- 
kin  ,  and  put  on  your  cap."  Tommy- 
kin  jumps  up.  "Put  on  your  cap, 
and  tell  them  to  take  off  your  pina- 
fore, and  tell  grandmamma  —  " 

At  that  name  Tommykin  begins 
to  crv. 

"  Ijook  at  that !  "  says  Clive,  com- 
mencing to  speak  in  the  French  lan- 
guage, which  the  child  inteiTupts  bv 
calling  out  in  that  tongue,  "  I  speak 
also  French,  papa." 

"  Well,  my  child  !  You  will  like 
to  come  out  with  papa,  and  Betsy 
can  dress  you."  He  flings  off  his 
own  paint  stained  shooting-jacket  as 
he  talks,  takes  a  frock-coat  out  of  a 
carved  wardrobe,  and  a  hat  from  a 
helmet  on  the  shelf.  He  is  no  longer 
the  handsome  splendid  boy  of  old 
times.  Can  that  be  Clive,  with  that 
haggard  face  and  slouched  handker- 
chief ?  "I  am  not  the  dandy  I  was, 
Pen,"  he  says  bitterly. 

A  little  voice  is  heard  crying  over- 
head, and  giving  a  kind  of  gasp,  the 
wTctched  father  stops  in  some  indiffer- 
ent speech  he  was  trving  to  make. 
"  I  can't  help  myself,  he  groans  out ; 
"  my  poor  wife  is  so  ill  she  can't  at- 
tend to  the  child.  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
manages  the  house  for  me,  —  and  — 
here !  Tommy,  Tommy  1  papa 's  com- 
ing ! "  Tommy  has  been  crying 
again,  and  flinging  open  the  studio 
door,  Clive  calls  out,  and  dashes  up 
stairs. 

I  hear  scuffling,  stamping,  loud 
voices,  poor  Tommy's  scared  little 
pipe,  —  Clive's  fierce  objurgations,  and 
the  Campaigner's  voice  barking  out, 
*'  Do,  sir,  do  !  with  my  child  suffer- 
ing in  the  next  room.  Behave  like  a 
brute  to  me,  do.  He  shall  not  go 
ou».  He  shall  not  have  the  hat" 
—  "  He  shall  "  —  "  Ah,  —  ah  1 "  A 
scream  is  heard.  It  is  Clive  tearing  a 
child's  hat  out  of  the  Campaigner's 
hands,  with  which,  and  a  flushed 
face,  he  presently  rushes  down  stairs, 
- — y^nf^  little  Tommy  on  his  shoulder, 
-^u  see  what   I  am   come    to. 


Pen,"  he  says,  with  a  heart-broken 
voice,  trying,  with  hands  all  of  a 
tremble,  to  tie  the  hat  on  the  boy's 
head.  He  laughs  bitterly  at  theill 
sut'cess  of  his  endeavors.  "  0,  you 
silly  papa ! "  laughs  Tommy,  too. 

The  door  is  flung  open,  and  the 
red-faced  Campaigner  appears.  Her 
face  is  mottled  with  wrath,  her  ban- 
deaux of  hair  are  disarranged  upon 
her  forehead,  the  ornaments  of  her 
cap,  cheap,  and  dirty,  and  numerous, 
only  give  her  a  wilder  appearance. 
She  is  in  a  large  and  dingy  wrapper, 
very  different  from  the  lafly  who  nad' 
presented  herself  a  few  months  back 
to  my  wife,  —  how  different  from  the 
smiling  Mrs.  Mackenzie  of  old  days  ! 

"  He  shall  not  go  out  of  a  winter 
day,  sir,"  she  breaks  out.  "  I  have 
his  mother's  orders,  whom  you  are 
hilling.  Mr.  Pendennis  ! "  She  starts, 

Ecrceiving  me  for  the  first  time,  and 
cr  breast  heaves,  and  she  prepares 
for  combat,  and  looks  at  me  over  her 
shoulder. 

"  You  and  his  father  are  the  best 
judges  upon  this  point,  ma'am,"  says 
Mr.  Pendennis,  with  a  bow. 

"The  child  is  delicate,  sir,"  cries 
Mrs.  Mackenzie ;  "  and  this  win- 
ter —  " 

"Enough  of  this,"  says  Clive,  with 
a  stamp,  and  passes  through  her 
guard  with  Tommy,  and  we  descend 
the  stairs,  and  at  length  are  in  the 
free  street.  W*8  i*  ^^^t  best  not  to 
describe  at  full  length  this  portion  of 
poor  Clive's  history  ? 


CHAPTER  LXXVI. 

CHRISTMAS  AT  R08EBURY. 

We  have  known  our  friend  Florae 
under  two  aristocratic  names,  and 
might  now  salute  him  by  a  third,  to 
which  he  was  entitled,  although  nei< 
ther  he  nor  his  wife  ever  chose  to  as- 
sume it.  His  father  was  lately  dead, 
and  M.  Paul  de  Florae  might  sign  him- 
self Due  d'lvry  if  he  chose,  but  he  was 
indifferent  as  to  the  matter,  and  his 
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wife's  friends  indicant  at  the  idea 
that  their  kinswoman,  after  having 
been  a  Princess,  should  descend  to 
the  rank  of  a  mere  Duchess.  So 
Prince  and  Princess  these  good  folks 
remained,  being  exceptions  to  that 
order,  inasmuch  as  their  friends  could 
certainly  put  their  trust  in  them. 

On  his  father's  death  Florae  went 
to  Paris  to  settle  the  affairs  of  the 
paternal  succession  ;  and,  having 
been  for  some  time  absent  in  his 
native  country,  returned  to  Rose- 
bury  for  the  winter,  to  resume  that 
sport  of  which  he  was  a  distinguished 
amateur.  He  hunted  in  black  dur- 
ing the  ensuing  season  ;  and,  indeed, 
henceforth  laid  aside  his  splendid  at- 
tire and  his  allures  as  a  young  man. 
His  waist  expanded,  or  was  no  longer 
confined  by  the  cestus  which  had 
given  it  a  shape.  When  he  laid  aside 
nis  black,  his  whiskers,  too,  went 
into  a  sort  of  half  mourning,  and 
appofired  in  gray.  "  I  make  myself 
old,  my  friend,"  he  said,  pathetically ; 
"  I  have  no  more  neither  twenty 
years  nor  forty."  He  went  to  Rose- 
bury  Church  no  more ;  but,  with 
great  order  and  sobriety,  drove  every 
Sunday  to  the  neighboring  Catholic 

chapel  at  C Castle.     We  had  an 

ecclesiastic  or  two  to  dine  with  us  at 
Rosebury,  one  of  whom  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  was  Florae's  director. 

A  reason,  perhaps,  for  Paul's  al- 
tered demeanor  was  the  presence  of 
his  mother  at  Rosebury.  No  polito- 
hess  or  respect  could  be  greater  than 
Paul's  towards  the  Countess.  Had 
she  been  a  sovereign  princess,  Ma- 
dame de  Florae  could  not  have  been 
treated  with  more  profound  courtesy 
than  she  now  received  from  her  son. 
I  think  the  humble-minded  lady  could 
have  dispensed  with  some  of  his  at- 
tentions ;  but  Paul  was  a  personage 
who  demonstrated  all  his  sentiments, 
and  performed  his  various  parts  in 
life  with  the  greatest  vigor.  As  a 
m.in  of  pleasure,  for  instance,  what 
more  active  rou^  than  he  ?  As  a 
j'inr.e.  homme,  who  could  be  younger, 
and  for  a  longer  time  1    As  a  coun- 


try gentleman,  or  an  homme  d'af- 
faires, he  insisted  upon  dressing  each 
character  with  the  most  rigiJ  accu- 
racy, and  an  exactitude  tha?  remind- 
ed one  somewhat  of  Bouffe  or  Fer- 
ville,  at  the  play.  I  wonder  whether, 
when  he  is  quite  old,  he  will  think 
proper  to  wear  a  pigtail,  like  his  old 
father  ?  At  anv  rate,  tliat  w.is  a 
good  part  which  the  kind  fellow  was 
now  acting,  of  reverence  towards  his 
widowed  mother,  and  affectionate  re- 
spect for  her  declining  days.  He  not 
only  felt  these  amiable  sentiments, 
but  he  imparted  them  to  his  friends 
freely,  as  his  wont  was.  He  used  to 
weep  freely,  —  quite  unrestrained  by 
the  presence  of  the  domestics,  as 
English  sentiment  would  be  ;  —  and 
when  Madame  de  Florae  quitted  the 
room  after  dinner,  would  squeeze  my 
hand,  and "  tell  me,  with  streaming 
eyes,  that  his  mother  was  an  angel. 
"  Her  life  has  been  but  a  long  trial, 
my  friend,"  he  would  say.  '*  Shall 
not  I,  who  have  caused  her  to  shed  so 
many  tears,  endeavor  to  dry  some  ?  " 
Of  course,  all  the  friends  who  liked 
him  best  encouraged  him  in  an  in- 
tention so  pious. 

The  reader  has  already  been  made 
acquainted  with  this  lady  by  letters 
of  hers,  which  came  into  my  posses- 
sion some  time  after  the  events  whicli 
I  am  at  present  nan'ating  :  my  wife, 
through  our  kind  friend,  Colonel 
Newcome,  had  also  had  the  honor 
of  an  introduction  to  Madame  de 
Florae  at  Paris ;  and,  on  coming 
to  Rosebury  for  the  Christmas  holi- 
days, I  found  Laura  and  the  children 
greatly  in  favor  with  the  good  Count- 
ess. She  treated  her  son's  wife  with 
a  perfect  though  distant  courtesy. 
She  was  thankful  to  Madame  do 
Montcontour  for  the  hitter's  great 
goodness  to  her  son.  Familiar  with 
but  very  few  persons,  she  could 
scarcely  be  intimate  with  her  homely 
daughter-in-law.  Madame  de  Mont- 
contour stood  in  the  greatest  awe  of 
her ;  and,  to  do  that  good  lady  jus- 
tice, admired  and  reverenced  Paul's 
mother  with  all  her  simple  hearts   la 
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truth,  I  think  almost  evei'v  one  had 
a  certain  awe  of  Madame  de  Florae, 
except  children,  who  came  to  her 
trustingly,  and  as  it  were  by  instinct. 
The  habitual  melancholy  of  her  eyes 
vanished  as  they  lighted  upon  young 
faces  and  infantile  smiles.  A  sweet 
love  beamed  out  of  her  countenance : 
an  angelic  smile  shone  over  her  face, 
as  she  bent  towards  them  and  ca- 
ressed them.  Her  demeanor  then, 
nay,  her  looks  and  ways  at  other 
times  ;  —  a  certain  gracious  sadness, 
a  sympathy  with  all  grief,  and  pity 
for  all  pain ;  a  gentle  heart,  yearning 
towards  all  children  ;  and,  for  her 
own  especially,  feeling  a  love  that 
was  almost  an  anguish ;  in  the  af- 
fairs of  the  common  world  only  a  dig- 
nified acquiescence,  as  if  her  place 
was  not  in  it,  and  her  thoughts  were 
in  her  Home  elsewhere ;  —  these 
qualities,  which  we  had  seen  exem- 
plified in  another  life,  Ijaura  and  her 
husband  watched  in  Madame  de  Flo- 
rae, and  we  loved  her  because  she 
was  like  our  mother.  I  see  in  such 
women,  —  the  good  and  pure,  the 
patient  and  faithful,  the  tried  and 
meek,  —  the  followers  of  Him  whose 
earthly  life  was  divinely  sad  and  ten- 
der. 

But,  good  as  she  was  to  us  and  to 
all,  Ethel  Newcome  was  the  French 
lady's  greatest  favorite.  A  bond  of 
extreme  tenderness  and  affection 
united  these  two.  The  elder  friend 
made  constaot  visits  to  the  younger 
at  Newcome ;  and  when  Miss  New- 
come,  as  she  frequently  did,  came  to 
Rosebury,  we  used  to  see  that  they 
preferred  to  be  alone,  divining  and  re- 
specting the  sympathy  which  brought 
those  two  faithful  hearts  together. 
I  can  imagine  now  the  two  tall  forms 
slowly  pacing  the  garden  walks,  or 
turning,  as  they  lighted  on  the  young 
ones  in  their -play.  What  was  their 
talk?  I  never  asked  it.  Perhaps 
Ethel  never  said  what  was  in  her 
heart,  though,  be  sure,  the  other 
knew  it.  Though  the  grief  of  those 
they  love  is  untold,  women  hear  it ; 
'ey  soothe  it  with  unspoken  con- 


solations. To  see  the  elder  ladj 
embrace  her  friend  as  they  parted 
was  something  holy,  —  a  sort  of 
saint-like  salutation. 

Consulting  the  person  from  whom 
I  had  no    secrets,  we  had  thought 
best  at  first  not  to  mention   to  our 
friends  the    place    and    position   in 
which  w^  had  found  our  dear  Colonel ; 
at  least  to  wait  for  a  fitting  oppor- 
tunity on  which  we  might  break  the 
news  to  those  who  held  him  in  such 
affection.      I    told    how^    Clive    was 
bard  at  work,  and  hoped  the  best  for 
him.      Good-natured     Madame    de 
Montcontonr  was  easily  satisfied  with 
my  replies  to  her  questions  concern- 
ing our  friend.    Ethel  only  asked  if 
he  and  her  uncle  were  well,  and  once 
or  twice  made  inquiries  respecting 
Rosey  and  her  child.    And  now  it 
was  that  my  wife  told  me,  what  I 
need  no  longer  keep  secret,  of  Ethers 
extreme  anxiety  to  serve  her  distr^^ssed 
relatives,  and  how  she,  Laura,  had 
already    acted    as   Miss    Newcome's 
almoner    in    furnishing  and    hiring 
those    apartments    which  Ethel    be- 
lieved were  occupied  by  Clive  and  his 
father,  and  wife  and  child.    And  my 
wife  further  informed  me  with  what 
deep  grief  Ethel  had   heard  of  her 
uncle's  misfortune  and  how^,  but  that 
she  feared   to  offend  his  pride,  she 
longed  to  give  him  assistance.     She 
had  even  ventured  to  offer  to  send 
him  pecuniary  help  ;  but  the  Colonel 
(who   never  mentioned  the  circum- 
stance  to  me  or    any  other  of  his 
friends),  in  a  kind  but  very  cold  let- 
ter, had  declined  to  be  beholden  to 
his  niece  for  help. 

So  I  may  have  remained  some  days 
at  Rosebury,  and  the  real  position  of 
the  two  Newcomes  was  unknown  to 
our  friends  there.  Christmas  Eve 
was  come,  and  according  to  a  long- 
standing promise,  Ethel  Newcome 
and  her  two  children  had  arrived 
from, the  Park,  which  drearv  man- 
sion,  since  his  double  defeat,  Sir 
Barnes  scarcely  ever  visited.  Christ- 
mas was  come,  and  Bosebaxy  hall 
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was  decorated  with  holly.  Florae 
did  his  best  to  welcome  his  friends 
and  strove  to  make  the  meeting 
gay,  though  in  truth  it  was  rather 
melancholy.  The  children,  however, 
were  happy  :  they  had  pleasure 
enough,  in  the  school  festival,  in  the 
distribution  of  cloaks  and  blankets  to 
the  poor,  and  in  Madame  de  Mont- 
contour's  gardens,  delightful  and 
beautiful,  though  winter  was  there. 

It  was  only  a  family  meeting,  Ma- 
dame ^de  Florae's  widowhood  not 
permitting  her  presence  in  large  com- 
panies. Paul  sat  at  his  table  be- 
tween his  mother  and  Mrs.  Penden- 
nis ;  Mr.  Pendennis  opposite  to  him 
with  Ethel  and  Madame  de  Mont- 
contour  on  each  side.  The  four  chil- 
dren were  placed  between  these  per- 
sonages, on  whom  Madame  de  Florae 
looked  with  her  tender  glances,  and 
to  whose  little  wants  the  kindest  of 
hosts  ministered  with  uncommon 
good-nature  and  affection.  He  was 
very  soft  -  hearted  about  children. 
**  Pourquoi  n'en  avons  -  nous  pas, 
Jeanne  ?  He !  pourquoi  n'en  avons- 
nous  pas  ?  "  he  said,  addressing  his 
wife  by  her  Christian  name.  The 
poor  little  lady  looked  kindly  at  her 
husband,  and  then  gave  a  sigh,  and 
turned  and  heaped  cake  upon  the 
plate  of  the  child  next  to  her.  No 
mamma  or  Aunt  Ethel  could  inter- 
pose. It  was  a  very  light  wholesome 
cake.  Brown  made  it  on  purpose 
for  the  children,  "  thelittle  darlings !  " 
cries  the  Princess. 

The  children  were  very  happy  at 
being  allowed  to  sit  up  so  late  to  din- 
ner, at  all  the  kindly  amusements  of 
the  day,  at  the  holly  and  mistletoe 
clustering  round  the  lamps,  —  the 
mistletoe,  under  which  the  gallant 
Florae,  skilled  in  all  British  usages, 
vowed  he  would  have  his  privil^e. 
But  the  mistletoe  was  clustered 
round  the  lamp,  the  lamp  was  over 
the  centre  of  the  great  round  table,  — 
the   innocent  gratification   which  he 

Kroposed   to  himself  was  denied   to 
[.  Paul. 
In   the  greatest    excitement    and 


good-humor,  our  host  at  the  dessert 
made  us  des  speech.  He  carried  a 
toast  to  the  charming  Ethel,  another 
to  the  charming  Mistriss  Laura,  an- 
other to  his  good  fren',  his  brave 
frren',  his  'appy  fren',  Pendennis  — 
'appy  as  possessor  of  such  a  wife, 
'appy  as  writer  of  works  destined  to 
the  immortality,  &c.,  &c.  The  little 
children  round  about  clapped  their 
happy  little  hands,  and'  laughed  and 
crowed  in  chorus.  And  now  the 
nursery  and  its  guardians  were  about 
to  retreat,  when  Florae  said  he  had 
yet  a  speech,  yet  a  toast,  —  and  he 
bade  the  butler  pour  wine  into  every 
one's  glass,  — yet  a  toast,  —  and  he 
carried  it  to  the  health  of  our  dear 
friends,  of  Clive  and  his  father, — 
the  good,  the  brave  Colonel !  "  We 
who  ard  happy,"  says  he,  "  shall  wo 
not  think  of  those  who  are  good  ? 
We  who  love  each  other,  shall  we 
not  remember  those  whom  we  all 
love?"  He  spoke  with  very  great 
tenderness  and  feeling.  "  Ma  bonne 
m^re,  thou  too  shalt  drink  this  toast ! " 
he  said,  taking  his  mother's  hand, 
and  kissing  it.  She  returned  his 
caress  gently,  and  tasted  the  wine 
with  her  pale  lips.  Ethel's  head  bent 
in  silence  over  her  glass ;  and,  as  for 
Laura,  need  I  say  what  happened  to 
her?  When  the  ladies  went  awav 
my  heart  was  opened  to  my  friend 
Florae,  and  I  told  him  where  and 
how  I  had  left  my  dear  Clive's 
father. 

The  Frenchman's  emotion  on  hear- 
ing this  tale  was  such  that  I  have 
loved  him  ever  since.  Clive  in  want ! 
Why  had  he  not  sent  to  his  friend  ? 
Grands  Dieux !  Clive  who  had 
helped  him  in  his  greatest  distress. 
Clive's  father,  ce  preux  chevalier^  ce 
par/ait  gentUhomme!  In  a  hundred 
rapid  exclamations  Florae  exhibited 
his  sympathy,  asking  of  Fate,  why 
such  men  as  he  and  I  were  sitting 
surrounded  by  splendors  —  before 
golden  vases  —  crowned  with  flowers, 
— with  valets  to  kiss  our  feet  —  (these 
were  merely  figures  of  speech  in 
which  Paul  expressed  his  prosperity, 
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—  whilst  our  friend  the  Colonel,  so 
much  better  than  we,  spent  his  last 
days  in  poverty,  and  alone. 

I  liked  my  host  none  the  less,  I 
own,  because  that  one  of  the  condi- 
tions of  the  Colonel's  present  life,- 
whicli  appeared  the  hardest  to  most 
people,  aftecied  Florae  but  little.  To 
be  a  Pensioner  of  an  Ancient  Insti- 
tution ?  Why  not  ?  Might  not  any 
officer  retire  without  shame  to  the  In- 
valides  at  the  close  of  his  campaigns, 
and  had  not  Fortune  conquered  our 
old  friend,  and  age  and  disaster  over- 
come him  ?  It  never  once  entered 
Thomas  Newcomers  head,  nor  Clive's, 
nor  Florae's,  nor  his  mother's,  that 
the  Colorful  demeaned  himself  at  all 
by  accepting  that  bounty ;  and  I  rec- 
ollect Warrington  sharing  our  senti- 
ment and  trolling  out  those  noble 
lines  of  the  old  poet :  — 

"His  golden   locks  Time   hath    to  silver 
turned  ; 
0  Time,  too  swift,  0  swiftness  never  ceas- 
ing ! 

Bis  youth  'gainst  time  and  age  hath  ever 
spumed, 
But  spumed  in  vain ;  youth  waneth  by 
increasing. 

Beauty,  strength,  youth,  are  flowers  but  fad- 
ing seen. 

Puty,  faith,  love,  are  roots,  and  ever  green. 

His  helmet  now  shall  make  a  hive  fbr  bees, 

And    lovers'    songs   be   turned   to   holy 

psalms ', 

A  man  at  arms  must  now  serve  on  his  knees. 

And  feed  on  prayers,  which  are  old  age's 

alms." 


These,  I  say,  respected  our  friend, 
whatever  was  the  coat  he  wore; 
"vUiereas,  among  the  Colonel's  own 
kinsfolk,  dire  was  the  dismay,  and 
indignation  even,  which  they  ex- 
pressed when  they  came  to  hear  of 
this  what  they  were  pleased  to  call 
degradation  to  their  family.  Mrs. 
Hobson  Newcome,  in  subsequent  con- 
fidentinl  communication  with  the 
writer  of  these  memoirs,  improved 
the  occasion  religiously  as  her  wont 
was;  referred  the  matter  to  Heaven 
'"'  and  thought  fit  to  assume  that 
lestial  powers  had  decreed  this 


hiimiliatwn^  this  dreadful  trial  for  the 
Newcome  family,  as  a  warning  to 
them  all  that  they  should  not  bo  too 
much  puffed  up  with  prosperity,  nor 
set  their  affections  too  much  upon 
things  of  this  earth.  Had  they  not 
already  received  otie  chastisement  in 
Barnes's  punishment,  and  Lady 
Clara's  awful  falling  awayl  They 
had  taught  her  a  lesson,  which  the 
Colonel's  lamentable  en'ors  had  con- 
Jii-med,  —  the  vanity  of  trusting  in  all 
earthly  grandeurs  !  Thus  it  was  this 
worthy  woman  plumed  herself,  as  it 
were,  on  her  relatives'  misfortunes ; 
and  was  pleased  to  think  the  latter 
were  designed  for  the  special  wamin^i; 
and  advantage  of  her  private  familv. 
But  Mrs.  Hobson's  philosophy  is  only 
mentioned  by  the  way.  Our  story, 
which  is  drawing  to  its  close,  has  to 
busy  itself  with  other  members  of 
the  house  of  The  Newcomes. 

My  talk  with  Florae  lasted  for  som  ^ 
time ;  at  its  close,  when  we  went  to 
join  the  ladies  in  the  drawing-?c4»n . 
we  found  Ethel  cloaked  and  shawled, 
and  prepared  for  her  departirre  with 
her  young  ones,  who  were  already 
asleep.  The  little  festival  was  over 
and  had  ended  in  melancholy,  —  evei. 
in  weeping.  Our  hostess  sat  in  her 
accustomed  seat  by  her  lamp  and  hei 
work-table;  but  neglecting  her  needle, 
she  was  having  perpetual  recourse  to 
her  pocket-handkercnief,  and  uttering 
ejaculations  of  pity  between  the  inter- 
vals of  her  guslies  of  tears.  ^Madame/ 
de  Florae  was  in  her  usual  place,  her 
head  cast  downwards,  and  her  hands 
folded.  My  wife  was  at  her  side,  a 
grave  commiseration  showing  itself 
in  Laura's  countenance,  whilst  I  read 
a  yet  deeper  sadness  in  Ethel's  pale 
face.  Miss  Newcome's  carriage  had 
been  announced ;  the  attendants  had 
already  carried  the  young  ones  asleep 
to  the  vehicle ;  and  she  was  in  the 
act  of  taking  leave.  We  looked 
round  at  this  disturbed  party,  guess- 
ing very  likely  what  the  subject  of 
their  talk  had  been,  to  which,  how- 
ever. Miss  Ethel  did  not  allude ;  but, 
announcing  that  she  bad  intended  to 


it 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


529 


depart  without  disturbing  the  two 
gentlemen,  she  bade  us  farewell  and 
good  niirht.  "I  wish  I  could  say 
merry  Christmas,"  she  added  gravely, 
"  hut  none  of  us,  I  fear,  can  hope  for 
that."  *  It  was  evident  that  Laura 
had  told  the  last  chapter  of  the 
Coloners  story. 

Madame  de  Florae  rose  upk  and 
embraced  Mis3  Newcome:  and,  that 
farewell  over,  she  sank  back  on  the 
sofa  exhausted,  and  with  such  an  ex- 
pression of  affliction  in  her  counte- 
nance that  my  wife  ran  eagerly  to- 
wards her.  "  It  is  nothing,  mv  dear," 
she  said,  giving  a  cold  hand  to  the 
younger  lady,  and  sat  silent  for  a 
few  moments,  daring  which  we 
heard  Florae's  voice  without,  crving 
"  Adieu  I "  and  the  wheels  of  Miss 
Newcome's  carriage  as  it  drove  away. 

Our  host  entereid  a  moment  after- 
wards ;  and  remarking,  as  Laura 
had  done,  his  mother's  pallor  and 
look  of  anguish,  went  up  and  spoke 
to  he.  tvith  the  utmost  tenderness  and 
anxiety. 

She  eave  her  hand  to  her  son,  and 
a  faint  blush  rose  up  out  of  the  past 
as  it  were,  and  trembled  upon  her 
wan  cheek.  "  He  was  the  first  friend 
I  ever  had  in  the  world,.  Paul,"  she 
said;  "the  first  and  the  best.  He 
shall  not  want,  shall  he,  my  son  ?  " 

No  signs  of  that  emotion  in  which 
her  daughter-in-law  had  been  indulg- 
ing were  as  yet  visible  in  Madame  de 
Florae's  eyes ;  but  as  she  spoke,  hold- 
ing her  son's  hand  in  hers,  the  tears 
at  length  overflowed;  and,  with  a 
sob,  her  head  fell  forwards.  The 
impetuous  Frenchman  flung  himself 
on  his  knees  before  his  mother,  uttered 
a  hundred  words  of  love  and  respect 
for  her,  and  with  tears  and  sobs  of 
his  own  called  Grod  to  witness  that 
their  friend  should  never  want.  And 
so  this  mother  and  son  embraced  each 
other,  and  clung  together  in  a  sacred 
union  of  love ;  before  which  we  who 
had  been  admitted  as  spectators  of  that 
scene  stood  hushed  and  respectful. 

That  night  Laura  told  me  how, 
when  the  ladies  left  us,  their  talk  had 
23 


been  entirely  about  the  Colonel  and 
Clive.  Madame  de  Florae  had  spoken 
especially,  and  much  more  freely  than 
was  her  wont.  She  had  told  many 
reminiscences  of  Thomas  Newcome 
and  his  early  days ;  how  her  father 
taught  him  mathematics  when  they 
were  quite  poor,  and  living  in  their 
dear  little  cottage  at  Blackheath; 
how  handsome  he  was  then,  with 
bright  eyes,  and  long  black  hair  flow- 
ing over  his  shoulders ;  how  military 
glory  was  his  boyish  passion,  and  he 
was  forever  talking  of  India,  and  the 
famous  deeds  of  Clive  and  Lawrence. 
His  favorite  book  was  a  history  of 
India, — the  "History"  of  Orme. 
"  He  read  it,  and  I  read  it  also,  my 
daughter,"  the  French  lady  said,  turn- 
ing to  Ethel ;  "  ah !  I  may  say  so 
after  so  many  years." 

Ethel  remembered  the  Dook  as  be- 
longing to  her  grandmother,  and  now 
in  the  library  at  Newcome.  Doubt- 
less the  same  sympathy  which  caused 
me  to  speak  about  Thomas  Newcome 
that  evening  impelled  my  wife  like- 
wise. She  told  her  friends,  as  I  had 
told  Florae,  all  the  Colonel's  story; 
and  it  was  while  these  good  women 
were  under  the .  impression  of  the 
melancholy  history,  that  Florae  aM 
his  guest  found  them. 

I&tired  to  our  rooms,  Laura  and  I 
talked  on  the  same  subject'  until  the 
clock  tolled  Christmas,  and  the  neigh- 
boring church  bells  rang  out  a  jubi- 
lation. And,  looking  out  into  the 
quiet  night,  where  the  stars  were 
keenly  shining,  we  committed  our- 
selves to  rest  with  humbled  hearts; 
praying  for  all  those  we  loved  a  bless- 
ing of  peace  and  good-will. 


CHAPTER  LXXVII. 

THE     BHOBTE3T    AND    HAPPIEST    IN 
THE    WHOLE  HISTOBT. 

On  the  ensuing  Christmas  morning 
I  chanced  to  rise  betimes,  and  enter- 
ing my  dressing-room,  opened  the 
windows,  and  looked  out  on  the  soft 
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landscape,  over  which  mists  were  still 
lying;  whilst  the  serene  sky  above, 
and  the  lawns  and  leafless  woods  in 
the  foreground  near,  were  still  pink 
with  sunrise.  The  gray  had  not  even 
left  the  west  yet,  and  I  could  see  a  star 
or  two  twinlcling  there,  to  vanish  with 
that  twilight. 

As  I  looked  out,  I  saw  the  not  very 
distant  lodge-ffate  open  after  a  brief 

J)arley,  and  a  lady  on  horseback,  fol- 
owcd  by  a  servant,  rode  rapidly  up 
to  the  house. 

This  early  visitor  was  no  other 
than  Miss  Ethel  Newcome.  The 
young  lady  espied  me  immediately. 
**  Come  down ;  come  down  to  me  this 
moment,  Mr.  Pendennis,"  she  cried 
out.  I  hastened  down  to  her,  suppos- 
ing rightly  that  news  of  importance 
had  brought  her  to  Rosebury  so 
early. 

The  news  were  of  importance 
indeed.  "  Look  here !  she  said,  "  read 
this '';  and  she  took  a  paper  from  the 
pocket  of  her  habit.  "  When  I  went 
home  last  night,  after  Madame  de 
Florae  had  b^n  talking  to  us  about 
Omie's  '  India,'  I  took  the  volumes 
from  the  bookcase,  and  found  this 
paper.  It  is  in  my  grandmother's  — 
MSrs.  Newcome's  —  handwriting  ;  I 
know  it  quite  well ;  it  is  dated  on  the 
very  day  of  her  death.  She  had  been 
writing  and  reading  In  her  study  on 
that  very  night;  I  have  often  heard 
papa  speak  of  the  circumstance.  Look 
and  read.  You  are  a  lawyer,  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis ;  tell  me  about  this  paper." 

I  seized  it  eagerly,  and  cast  my  eyes 
over  it ;  bat  having  read  it  my  coun- 
tenance fell. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Newcome,  it  is  not 
worth  a  penny,"  I  was  obliged  to 
own. 

"  Yes,  it  is,  sir,  to  honest  people ! " 
she  cried  out.  "  My  brother  and  uncle 
will  respect  it  as  Mrs.  Newcome's  dy- 
ing wish.     They  must  respect  it." 

The  paper  in  question  was  a  letter 
in  ink  that  had  grown  yellow  from 
time,  and  was  addressed  by  the  late 
Mrs.  Newcome   to  "  my   dear   Mr. 


"  That  was  her  solicitor,  my  solici 
tor  still,"  interposes  Miss  Ethel. 

"  Ths  Hebmitagb,  March  14, 182-. 

"My  dear  Mr.  Luce"  (the  de- 
funct lady  wrote), — "My  Idte  hus- 
band's grandson  has  been  staying 
with  me  lately,  and  is  a  most  pleas- 
ing, handsome,  and  engaging  littl^ 
boy.  He  bears  a  strong  likeness  to 
his  grandfather,  I  think ;  and  though 
he  has  no  claims  upon-  me,  and  1  know 
is  sufficiently  provided  for  by  his 
father,  Lieutenant-Colonel  Newcome, 
C.  B.,  of  the  East  India  Company's 
Service,  I  am  sure  my  late  dear  hus- 
band will  be  pleased  that  I  should 
leave  his  grandson,  Clive  Newcome, 
a  token  of  peace  and  good-wilt;  and 
I  can  do  so  with  the  more  readiness, 
as  it  hath  pleased  Heaven  greatly  to 
increase  my  means  since  my  husband 
was  called  away  hence. 

**  I  desire  to  bequeath  a  sum  equal 
to  that  which  Mr.  Newcome  willed  to 
my  eldest  son,  Brian  Newcome,  Esq.; 
to  Mr.  Newcome's  grandson,  Clive 
Newcome ;  and  furthermore,  that  a 
token  of  my  esteem  and  aiiection,  a 
ring,  or  a  piece  of  plate,  of  the  value 
of  £  100,  lie  given  to  Lieutenant-Colo- 
nel Thomas  Newcome,  my  step-^n, 
whose  excellent  conduct  for  many 
years,  and  whose  repeated  acts  of  ^aT- 
Ian  try  in  t^^e  service  of  his  sovereign, 
have  long  obliterated  the  just  feelings 
of  displeasure  with  which  I  could  not 
but  view  his  early  disobedience  and  mis" 
behavior  J  before  he  quitted  England 
against  my  will,  and  entered  the  mili- 
tary service. 

"I  beg  you  to  prepare  imme- 
diately a  codicil  to  my  will,  provid- 
ing for  the  above  bequests;  and  do- 
sire  that  the  amount  of  these  lega- 
cies should  be  taken  from  the  property 
bequeathed  to  my  eldest  son.  You 
will  be  so  good  as  to  prepare  the 
necessary  document,  and  bring  it 
with  you  when  you  come,  on  Satur- 
day, to 

"  Yours  very  truly, 

"  Sophia  Alethea  Newcome^ 
**  Tuesday  nightJ* 
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I  gave  back  the  paper  with  a  sigh 
to  the  finder.  "  It  is  but  a  wish  of 
Mrs.  Newcome,  my  dear  Miss  Ethel," 
I  said.  "  Piirdon  me,  if  I  say,  I  think 
I  know  your  elder  brother  too  well  to 
suppose  that  he  will  fulfil  it." 

"  He  will  fulfil  it,  sir,  I  am  sure  he 
will,"  Miss  Newcome  said,  in  a 
haughty  manner.  "  He  would  do  as 
mucn  without  being  asked,  I  am  cer- 
tain he  would,  did  he  know  the  depth 
of  my  dear  uncle's  misfortune.  Barnes 
is  in  London  now,  and  —  " 

"  And  you  will  write  to  him  ?  I 
know  what  the  answer  will  be." 

"  I  will  go  to  him  this  very  day, 
Mr.  Pendennis !  I  will  go  to  my  dear, 
dear  uncle.  I  cannot  bear  to  think 
of  him  in  that  place,"  cried  the  young 
lady,  the  tears  starting  into  her  eyes. 
"  It  was  the  will  of  Heaven.  O,  God 
be  thanked  for  it !  Had  we  found  my 
grandmamma^s  letter  earlier,  Barnes 
would  have  paid  the  legacy  immedi- 
ately, and  tne  money  would  have 
gone  in  that  dreadful  bankruptcy.  I 
will  go  to  Barnes  to-day.  Will  you 
come  with  me  ?  Won't  you  come  to 
your  old  friends  ?  We  may  be  at  his 
—  at  Olive's  house  this  evening;  and 
O,  praise  be  to  God !  there  need  be 
no  more  want  in  his  family." 

"  My  dear  friend,  I  will  go  with  you 
round  the  world  on  such  an  errand," 
I  said,  kissing  her  hand.  How  beau- 
tifiU  she  looked  !  the  generous  color 
rose  in  her  face,  her  voice  thrilled 
with  happiness.  The  music  of  Christ- 
mas church  bells  leaped  up  at  this 
moment  with  joyful  gratulations  ;  the 
face  of  the  old  house,  before  which  we 
stood  talking,  shone  out  in  the  morn- 


ing sun. 


"  You  will  come?  thank  you!  I 
must  run  and  tell  Madame  de  Florae," 
cried  the  happy  young  lady,  and  we 
entered  the  house  together.  "How 
came  you  to  be  kissing  Ethel's  hand, 
sir  ;  and  what  is  the  meaning  of  this 
early  visit  ?  "  asks  Mrs.  Laura,  as  soon 
as  I  had  returned  to  my  own  apart- 
ments. 

"  Martha,  get  me .  a  carpet-bag !  I 
am  going  to  London  in  an  hour^' 


cries  Mr.  Pendennis.  If  I  had  kissed 
Ethel's  hand  just  now,  delighted  at 
the  news  which  she  brought  to  me, 
was  not  one  a  thousand  times  dearer 
to  me  as  happy  as  her  friend  ?  I 
know  who  prayed  with  a  thankful 
heart  that  day  as  we  sped,  in  the  al- 
most solitary  train,  towards  London. 


y> 


CHAPTER  LXXVIII. 

IN  WHICH   THE   AUTHOR  GOES   ON 
A  PLEASANT  ERRAND. 

Before  I  parted  with  Miss  New- 
come  at  the  station,  she  made  me 
promise  to  see  her  on  the  morrow  at 
an  early  hour  at  her  brother's  house ; 
and  having  bidden  her  farewell  and 
repaired  to  my  own  solitary  residence, 
which  presented  but  a  dreary  aspect 
on  that  festive  day,  I  thought  I  would 
pay  Howland  Street  a  visit ;  and,  if 
invited,  eat  my  Christmas  dinner  with 
Clive. 

I  found  my  friend  at  home,  and  at 
work  still,  in  spite  of  the  day.  He 
had  promised  a  pair  of  pictures  to  a 
dealer  for  the  morrow.  **  He  pays  me 
pretty  well,  and  I  want  all  the  money 
he  will  give  me.  Pen,"  the  pain%r 
said,  rubbing  on  at  his  canvas.  "I 
am  pretty  easy  in  my  mind  since  I 
have  become  acquainted  with  a  virtu- 
ous dealer.  I  sell  myself  to  him,  body 
and  soul,  for  some  half-dozen  pounds 
a  week.  I  know  I  can  get  my  money, 
and  he  is  regularly  supplied  with  his 
pictures.  But  for  Rosey's  illness  we 
might  carry  on  well  enough." 

Rosey's  illness  ?  I  was  sorry  to 
hear  of  that :  and  poor  Clive,  entering 
into  particulars,  told  me  how  he  had 
spent  upon  doctors  rather  more  than 
a  fourth  of  his  year's  earnings. 
"  There  is  a  solemn  fellow,  to  whom 
the  women  have  taken  a  fancy,  who 
lives  but  a  few  doors  off  in  Gower 
Street :  and  who,  for  his  last  sixteen 
visits,  has  taken  sixteen  pounds  six- 
teen shilUnjrs  out  of  my  pocket  with 
the  most  admirable  gravity,  and  as  if 
guineas  grew  there.     He  talks  the 
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fashions  to  my  mother-in-law.    My 

goor  wife  han^  on  every  word  he 
e  says  —  Look  !  There  is  his  car- 
riage coming  up  now  !  and  there  is 
his  fee,  confound  him ! "  says  Clive, 
casting  a  rueful  look  towards  a  little 
packet  lying  upon  the  mantel-piece, 
Dv  the  side  of  that  skinned  figure  in 
plaster  of  Paris  which  we  have  seen 
m  most  studios. 

I  looked  out  of  window  and  saw  a 
certain  Fashionable  Doctor  tripping 
out  of  his  chariot ;  that  Ladies'  De- 
light, who  has  subsequently  migrated 
from  Bloomsbury  to  Belgravia ;  and 
who  has  his  polite  foot  now  in  a  thou- 
sand nurseries  and  boudoirs.  What 
Confessors  were  in  old  times,  Quack- 
enboss  and  his  like  are  in  our  Protes- 
tant country.  What  secrets  they 
know  !  into  what  mystic  chambers  do 
they  not  enter !  I  suppose  the  Cam- 
paigner made  a  special  toilet  to  re- 
ceive her  fashionable  friend,  for  that 
lady,  attired  in  considerable  splendor, 
and  with  the  precious  jewel  on  her 
head,  wliich  I  remembered  atBoulogne, 
came  into  the  studio  two  minutes  after 
the  Doctor's  visit  was  announced; 
and  made  him  a  low  courtesy.  I  can- 
not describe  the  overpowering  civilities 
o^hat  woman. 

^live  was  very  gracious  and  humble 
to  her.  He  adopted  a  lively  air  in 
addressing  her.  "Must  work,  you 
know,  Christmas  Day  and  all, — for 
the  owner  of  the  pictures  will  call  for 
them  in  the  morning.  Bring  me  a 
good  report  about  Rosey,  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie, please,  —  and  if  you  will  have 
the  kindness  to  look  by  the  €corch€ 
there,  you  will  see  that  little  packet 
which  I  have  left  for  you."  Mrs. 
Mack,  advancing,  took  the  money.  I 
thought  that  plaster-of-Paris  figure 
was  not  the  only  ^carch€  in  the  room. 
"I  want  you  to  stay  to  dinner. 
You  must  stay.  Pen,  please,"  cried 
Clive ;  "  and  be  civil  to  her,  will  you  ? 
My  dear  old  father  is  coming  to  dine 
here.  They  fancy  that  he  has  lodg- 
ings at  the  other  end  of  the  town, 
'  that  his  brothers  do  something  for 
Not  a  word  about  Greyfriars. 


It  might  agitate  Rosey,  yon  know. 
Ah !  is  n't  he  noble,  the  dear  old  boy  I 
■and  isn't  it  fine  to  see  him  in  that 
place?"  Clive  worked  on  as  he 
talked,  using  up  the  last  remnant  of 
the  light  of  Christmas  Day,  and 
was  cleaning  his  palette  and  brushes, 
when  Mrs.  Mackenzie  returned  to  us. 

Darling  Rosey  was  very  delicate, 
but  Doctor  Quackenboss  was  going 
to  give  her  the  very  same  medicine 
which  had  done  the  charming  young 
Duchess  of  Clackmannanshire  so 
much  good,  and  he  was  not  in  the 
least  disquiet. 

On  this  I  cut  into  the  conversation 
with  anecdotes  concerning  the  family 
of  the  Duchess  of  Clackmannanshire, 
remembering  early  days,  when  it  used 
to  be  my  sport  to  entertain  the  Cam- 
paigner with  anecdotes  of  the  aris- 
tocracy, about  whose  proceedings  she 
still  maintained  a  laudable  curiosity. 
Indeed,  one  of  the  few  books  escaped 
out  of  the  wreck  of  Tyburn  Gardens 
was  a  "Peerage,"  now  a  well-worn 
volume,  much  read  by  Rosey  and  her 
mother. 

The  anecdotes  were  very  politely 
received,  —  perhaps  it  was  the  season 
which  made  Mrs.  Mack  and  her  son- 
in-law  on  more  than  ordinarily  good 
terms.  When,  turning  to  the  Cam- 
paigner, Clive  said  he  wished  that  she 
could  persuade  me  to  stay  to  dinner, 
she  acquiesced  graciously  and  at  once 
in  that  proposal,  and  vowed  that  her 
daughter  would  be  delighted  if  I  could 
condescend  to  eat  their  hundjle  fare. 
"  It  is  not  such  a  dinner  as  you  have 
seen  at  her  house,  with  six  side-dishes, 
two  flanks,  that  splendid  ^pergne,  and 
the  silver  dishes  top  and  bottom ;  hut 
such  as  my  Rosey  nas  she  offers  with 
a  willing  Acart,"  cries  the  Campaigner. 

"  And  Tom  may  sit  to  dinner,  may 
n't  he,  grandmamma  1 "  asks  Clive  in 
a  humble  voice. 

O,  if  you  wish  it,  sir." 
His  grandfather  will  like  to  sit 
by  him,"  said  Clive.  "  I  will  go  out 
and  meet  him;  he  comes  through 
Guilford  Street  and  Russell  Square," 
says  Clive.    "  Will  you  walk.  Pen  1 " 
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"  0,  pray  don't  let  ta  detain  you," 
8ays  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  with  a  toss  of 
her  head :  and  when  she  retreated 
Clive  whispered  that  she  would  not 
want  me ;  for  she  looked  to  the  roast- 
ing of  the  beef  and  the  making  of  the 
pudding  and  the  mince-pie. 

"  I  thought  she  might  have  a  finger 
in  it/'  I  said;  and  we  set  forth  to 
meet  the  dear  old  father,  who  presently 
came,  walking  very  slowly,  along  the 
line  by  which  we  expected  him.  His 
stick  trembled  as  it  fel^  on  the  pave- 
ment ;  so  did  his  voice,  as  he  called 
out  Olive's  name :  so  did  his  hand,  as 
he  stretched  it  to  me.  His  body  was 
bent,  and  feeble.  Twenty  years  had 
not  weakened  him  so  much  as  the 
last  score  of  months.  I  walked  by 
the  side  of  my  two  friends  as  they 
went  onwards,  linked  lovingly  to- 
gether. How  I  longed  for  the  morrow, 
and  hoped  they  might  be  united  once 
more!  Thomas  Newcome's  voice, 
once  so  grave,  went  up  to  a  treble, 
and  became  almost  childish,  as  he 
asked  after  Boy.  His  white  hair 
hung  over  his  collar.  I  could  see  it 
by  the  gas  under  which  he  walked,  — 
and  Olive's  great  back  and  arm,  as 
his  father  leaned  on  it,  and  his  brave 
face  turned  towards  the  old  man.  O 
Barnes  Newcome,  Barnes  Newcome ! 
Be  an  honest  man  for  once,  and  help 
yonr  kinsfolk !  thought  I. 

The  Ohristmas  meal  went  off  in  a 
friendly  manner  enough.  The  0am- 
paigner's  eyes  were  everywhere:  it 
was  evident  that  the  little  maid  who 
served  the  dinner,  and  had  cooked 
a  portion  of  it  under  their  keen  su- 
pervision, cowered  under  them,  as 
well  as  other  folks.  Mrs.  Mack  did 
not  make  more  than  ten  allusions  to 
former  splendors  during  the  enter- 
tainment, or  half  as  many  apologies 
to  me  for  sitting  down  to  a  table 
very  different  from  that  to  which 
I  was  accustomed.  Good,  faithful  F. 
Bayham  was  the  only  other  guest. 
He  complimented  the  mince-pies,  so 
that  Mrs.  Mackenzie  owned  she  had 
made  them.  The  Oolonel  was  very 
silent,  but  he  tried  to  feed  Boy,  and 


was  only  once  or  twice  sternly  cor- 
rected by  the  Campaigner.  Boy,  in 
the  best  little  words  he  could  master, 
asked  why  grandpapa  wore  a  black 
cloak?  Olive  nudged  my  foot  under 
the  table.  The  secret  of  the  Poor 
Brothership  was  very  nearlv  out. 
The  Oolonel  blushed,  and  wltn  great 
presence  of  mind  said  he  wore  a  cloak 
to  keep  him  warm  in  winter. 

Rosey  did  not  say  much.  She  had 
grown  lean  and  languid:  the  lie;ht 
of  her  eyes  had  gone  out:  all  her 
pretty  freshness  had  faded.  She  ate 
scarce  anything,  though  her  mother 

f)ressed  her  eagerly,  and  whispered 
oudly  that  a  woman  in  her  situation 
ought  to  strengthen  herself  Poor 
Itosey  was  always  in  a  situation. 

When  the  cloth  was  withdrawn, 
the  Oolonel  bending  his  *head  said 
"  Thank  God  for  what  we  have  re- 
ceived," so  reverently,  and  with  an 
accent  so  touching,  that  Fred.  Bay- 
ham's  big  eyes  as  he  turned  towards 
the  old  man  filled  up  with  tears. 
When  his  mother  and  grandmother 
rose  to  go  away,  poor  little  Boy  cried 
to  stay  longer,  and  the  Oolonel 
would  have  meekly  interposed,  but 
the  domineering  Campaigner  cried, 
"  Nonsense,  let  him  go  to  bed  ! "  and 
flounced  him  out  of  the  room :  and 
nobody  appealed  against  that  sen- 
tence. Then  we  four  remained,  and 
strove  to  talk  as  cheerfully  as  we 
might,  speaking  now  of  old  times, 
and  presently  of  new.  Without  the 
slightest  affectation,  Thomas  New- 
come  told  us  that  his  life  was  com- 
fortable, and  that  he  was  happy  in  it. 
He  wished  that  many  others  of  the 
old  gentlemen,  he  said,  were  as  con- 
tented as  himself,  but  some  of  them 
grumbled  sadly,  he  owned,  and  quar- 
relled with  their  bread  and  butter. 
He,  for  his  part,  had  everything  he 
could  desire :  all  the  officers  of  the 
establishment  were  most  kind  to  him ; 
an  excellent  physician  came  to  him 
when  wanted;  a  most  attentive 
woman  waited  on  him.  "  And  if  I 
wear  a  black  gown,"  said  he,  "  is  not 
that   uniform  as  good  as   another? 
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and  if  we  hare  to  go  to  cbnrch  every 
daj,  at  which  some  of  the  Poor 
Brothers  grumble,  I  think  an  old 
fellow  can't  do  better ;  and  I  can  say 
my  prayers  with  a  thankful  heart, 
Clivy  my  boy,  and  should  be  quite 
happy  but  for  my  —  for  my  past  im- 
prudence, God  forgive  mc.  Think 
of  Bayham  here  coming  to  our 
chapel  to-day !  —  he  often  comes,  — 
that  was  very  right,  sir,  —  very 
right." 

Clive,  filling  a  glass  of  wine,  looked 
at  F.  B.  with  eyes  that  said  God  bless 
you.  F.  B.  gulped  down  another 
bumper.  "  It  is  almost  a  merry 
Christmas,"  said  I ;  "  and  O,  I  hope  it 
will  be  a  happy  New  Year !  " 

Shortly  after  nine  o'clock  the  Colo- 
nel rose  to  depart,  saying  he  must  be 
"  in  barracks "  by  ten ;  and  Clive 
and  F.  B.  went  a  part  of  the  way 
with  him.  I  would  have  followed 
them,  but  Clive  whispered  me  to 
stay,  and  talk  to  Mrs  Mack,  for 
Heaven's  sake,  and  that  he  would  be 
back  erelong.  So  I  went  and  took 
tea  with  the  two  ladies ;  and  as  we 
drank  it,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  took  occar 
sion  to  tell  me  she  did  not  know  what 
amount  of  income  the  Colonel  had 
from  his  wealthy  brother ,  but  that  they 
never  received  any  benefit  from  it; 
and  again  she  computed  to  me  all 
the  sums  principal  and  interest,  which 
ought  at  that  moment  to  belong  to 
her  darling  Rosey.  Rosey  now  and 
again  made  a  feeble  remark.  She 
did  not  seem  pleased  or  sorry  when 
her  husband  came  in ;  and  presently, 
dropping  me  a  little  courtesy,  went  to 
bed  under  charge  of  the  Campaigner. 
So  Bayham  and  I  and  Clive  retired 
to  the  studio,  where  smoking  was 
allowed,  and  where  we  brought  that 
Christmas  day  to  an  end. 

At  the  appointed  time  on  the  next 
forenoon  1  called  upon  Miss  New- 
come  at  her  brother's  house.  Sir 
Barnes  Newcome  was  quitting  his 
own  door  as  I  entered  it,  and  he 
eyed  me  with  such  a  severe  counte- 
nance as  made  me  augur  but  ill  of 
the   business    upon  wMch    I   came. 


The  expression  of  Ethel's  face  was 
scarcely  more  cheering :  she  was 
standing  at  the  window,  sternly  look- 
ing at  Sir  Barnes,  who  yet  lingered 
at  his  own  threshold,  having  some 
altercation  with  his  cab-boy  ere  he 
mounted  his  yehicle  to  drive  into 
the  City. 

Miss  Newcome  was  very  pale  when 
she  advanced  and  gave  me  her  hand. 
I  looked  with  some  alarm  into  her 
fieice,  and  inquired  what  news  ? 

"  It  is  as  you  expected,  Mr.  Penden- 
nis,"  she  said,  —  **  not  as  I  did.  My 
brother  is  averse  to  making  restitution. 
He  just  now  parted  from  me  in  some 
anger.  But  it  does  not  matter ;  the 
restitution  roust  be  made,  if  not  by 
Barnes,  by  one  of  our  family,  — must 
it  not  ?  " 

"  God  bless  you  for  a  noble  creature, 
my  dear,  dear  Miss  Newcome !  "  was 
all  I  could  say. 

"  For  doing  what  is  right  ?  Ought 
I  not  to  do  it?  I  am  the  eldest  of  our 
family  after  Barnes :  I  am  the  richest 
after  him.  Our  father  left  all  his 
younger  children  the  very  sum  of 
money  which  Mrs.  Newcome  here 
devises  to  Clive ;  and  you  know,  be- 
sides, I  have  all  my  grandmother's. 
Lady  Kew's,  property.  Why,  I  don't 
think  I  could  sleep  if  this  act  of  justice 
were  not  done.  Will  you  come  with 
me  to  mv  lawyer's?  He  and  my 
brother  Barnes  are  trustees  of  my 
property ;  and  I  have  been  thinking, 
dear  Mr.  Pendennis,  —  and  yoa  are 
very  good  to  be  so  kind,  and  to  ex- 
press so  kind  an  opinion  of  me,  and 
you  and  Laura  have  always,  always 
been  the  best  fHends  to  me  "  —  (she 
says  this,  taking  one  of  my  hands  and 
placing  her  other  hand  over  it),  —  "I 
nave  been  thinking,  you  know,  that 
this  transfer  had  better  be  made 
through  Mr.  Luce,  you  understand, 
and  as  coming  from  the  family ,  and 
then  I  need  not  appear  in  it  at  all, 
you  see ;  and  —  and  my  dear  good 
uncle's  pride  need  not  be  wounded." 
She  fairly  gave  way  to  tears  as  she 
spoke,  —  and  for  me,  I  longed  to  kiss 
the  hem  of  her  robe,  or.  anything  elso 
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8h3  would  let  mo  embrace,  I  was  so 
happy,  and  so  touched  by  the  simple 
demeanor  and  affection  of  the  noble 
young  lady. 

"  Dear  Ethel,"  I  said,  "  did  I  not 
say  I  would  go  to  the  end  of  the 
world  with  you,  —  and  won't  I  go 
to  Lincoln's  Inn  ?  " 

A  cab  was  straightway  sent  for, 
and  in  another  half-hour  we  were 
in  the  presence  of  the  courtly  little 
old  Mr.  Luce,  in  his  chambers  in 
Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 

He  knew  the  late  Mrs.  Newcome's 
handwriting  at  once.  He  remembered 
having  seen  the  little  boy  at  the  Her- 
mitage, had  talked  with  Mr.  Newcome 
regarding  his  son  in  India,  and  had 
even  encouraged  Mrs.  Newcome  in 
her  idea  of  leaving  some  token  of 
good-will  to  the  latter.  "  I  was  to 
have  dined  with  your  grandmamma 
on  the  Saturday,  with  my  poor  wife. 
Why,  bless  my  soul !  I  remember  the 
circumstance  perfectly  well,  my  dear 
young  lady.  There  can't  be  a  doubt 
about  the  letter,  but  of  course  the  be- 
quest is  no  bequest  at  all,  and  Colonel 
Newcome  has  behaved  so  ill  to  your 
brother  that  I  suppose  Sir  Barnes  will 
not  go  out  of  his  way  to  benefit  the 
Colonel." 

"  What  would  you  do,  Mr.  Luce  ?  " 
asks  the  young  lady. 

"  Hm !  And  pray  why  should  I 
tell  you  what  I  should  do  under  the 
circumstances?  "  replied  the  little  law- 
yer. "  Upon  my  word,  Miss  Newcome, 
I  think  I  should  leave  matters  as 
they  stand.  Sir  Barnes  and  I,  you 
are  aware,  are  not  the  very  best 
of  friends,  —  as  your  father's,  your 
grandmother's  old  friend  and  ad- 
viser, and  your  own  too,  my  dear 
young  lady,  I  and  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come  remain  on  civil  terms.  But 
neither  is  overmuch  pleased  with  the 
other,  to  say  the  truth ;  and,  at  any 
rate,  I  cannot  be  accused  —  nor  can 
any  one  else  that  I  know  of — of  being 
a  very  warm  partisan  of  your  broth- 
er's. But  candidly,  were  his  case 
mine,  —  had  I  a  relation  who  had 
called    me    unpleasant   names,  and 


threatened  me  I  don't  know  with 
what,  with  sword  and  pistol, — who 
had  put  me  to.  five  or  six  thousand 
pounds'  expense  in  contesting  an 
election  which  I  had  lost,  — I  should 
give  him,  I  think,  no  more  than  the 
law  obliged  me  to  give  him ;  and  that, 
my  dear  Miss  Newcome,  is  not  one 
fiirthing." 

"  I  am  very  glad  you  say  so,"  said 
Miss  Newcome,  rather  to  my  astonish- 
ment. 

'  "  Of  course,  my  dear  young  lady ; 
and  so  you  need  not  be  alarmed  at 
shoYiring  your  brother  this  document. 
Is  not  that  the  point  about  which  you 
came  to  consult  me  ?  You  wished  that 
I  should  prepare  him  for  the  awful  dis- 
closure, did  you  not  ?  You  know,  per- 
haps, that  he  does  not  like  to  part  with 
his  money,  and  thought  the  appear- 
ance of  this  note  might  agitate  him  ? 
It  has  been  a  long  time  coming  to  its 
address,  but  nothing  can  be  done,  don't 
you  see  ?  and  be  sure  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come  will  not  be  the  least  agitated 
when  I  tell  him  its  contents." 

"  I  mean  I  am  very  glad  yon  think 
my  brother  is  not  called  upon  to  obey 
Mrs.  Newcome's  wishes,  because  I 
need  not  think  so  hardly  of  him  as  I 
was  disposed  to  do,"  Miss  Newcome 
said.  **  I  showed  him  the  paper  this 
morning,  and  he  repelled  it  with  scorn ; 
and  not  kind  words  passed  between  us, 
Mr.  Luce,  and  nnkind  thoughts  re- 
mained in  my  mind.  But  if  he,  you 
think,  is  justified,  it  is  I  who  have 
been  in  the  wrong  for  saying  that  he 
was  self —  for  upbraiding  him  as  I 
own  I  did." 

"  You  called  -him  selfish !  —  You 
had  words  with  him !  Such  things 
have  happened  before,  my  dear  Miss 
Newcome,  in  the  best-regulated  fam- 
ilies." 

"  But  if  he  is  not  wrong,  sir,  holding 
his  opinions,  surely  I  should  be  wrong, 
sir,  with  mine,  not  to  do  as  my  con- 
science tells  me;  and  having  found  this 
paper  only  yesterday  at  Newcome,  in 
the  library  there,  in  one  of  my  grand- 
mother's books,  I  consulted  with  this 
gentleman,  the  husband  of  my  dea^ 
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est  friend,  Mrs.  Pendennis,  —  the 
most  intimate  friend  of  my  uncle  and 
cousin  Clive ;  and  I  wish,  and  I  de- 
sire and  insist,  that  my  share  of 
what  my  poor  father  left  us  girls 
should  DC  given  to  my  cousin,  Mr. 
Clive  Newcoine,  in  accordance  with 
my  grandmother's'dying  wishes." 

"  My  dear,  you  gave  away  your 
portion  to  your  brothers  and  sisters 
ever  so  long  ago  !  "  cried  the  lawyer. 

"  I  desire,  sir,  that  six  thousand 
pounds  may  be  given  to  my  cousin," 
Miss  Newcome  said,  blushing  deep- 
ly. "  My  dear  uncle,  the  best  man 
in  the  world,  whom  I  love  with  all 
my  heart,  sir,  is  in  the  most  dreadful 
poverty.  Do  you  know  where  he 
IS,  sir?  My  dear,  kind,  generous 
uncle  !  "  —  and,  kindling  as  she 
spoke,  and  with  eyes  beaming  a 
bright  kindness,  and  flushing  cheeks, 
and  a  voice  that  thrilled  to  the  heart 
of  those  two  who  heard  her,  Miss 
Newcome  went  on  to  tell  of  her  uncle's 
and  cousin's  misfortunes,  and  of  her 
wish,  under  God,  to  relieve  them.  I 
see  before  me  now  the  figure  of  the 
noble  girl  as  she  speaks ;  the  pleased 
little  old  lawyer,  hobbing  his  white 
head,  looking  up  at  her  with  his 
twinkling  eyes,  —  patting  his  knees, 
patting  his  snuff-box,  —  as  he  sits  be- 
fore his  tapes  and  his  deeds,  sur- 
rounded hy  a  great  background  of 
tin  hoxes. 

"  And  I  understand  you  want  this 
money  paid  as  coming  from  the 
family,  and  not  from  Miss  Newcome?  " 
says  Mr.  Luce. 

"  Coming  from  the  family  —  ex- 
actly," —  answers  Miss  Newcome. 

Mr.  Luce  rose  up  from  his  old 
chair,  —  his  worn-out  old  horse-hair 
chair,  —  where  he  had  sat  for  half  a 
century  and  listened  to  many  a  speak- 
er very  different  from  this  one.  "  Mr. 
Pendennis,"  he  said,  "I  envy  you 
your  journey  along  with  this  young 
lady.  I  envy  you  the  gooa  news  you 
are  going  to  carry  to  your  friends,  — 
and,  Miss  Newcome,  as  I  am  an  old 
—  old  gentleman  who  have  known 
%mily  these  sixty  years,  and  saw 


your  father  in  his  long-clothes,  may  I 
tell  you  how  heartily  and  sincerely  I 
—  I  love  and  respect  you,  my  dear  ? 
When  should  you  wish  Mr.  Clivo 
Newcome  to  have  his  legacy  1  " 

"  I  think  I  should  like  Mr.  Penden* 
nis  to  have  it  this  instant,  Mr.  Luce, 

E lease,"  said  the  young  lady,  —  and 
er  veil  dropped  over  her  face  as  she 
bent  her  head  down,  and  clasped  her 
hands  together  for  a  moment,  as  if 
she  were  praying. 

Mr.  Luce  laughed  at  her  impetuosi- 
ty;  but  said  that  if  she  was  bent  upon 
having  the  money,  it  was  at  her  in- 
stant service ;  and,  before  we  left  the 
room,  Mr.  Luce  prepared  a  letter,  ad- 
dressed to  Clive  Newcome,  Esquire,  in 
which  he  stated,  that  amongst  the 
books  of  the  late  Mrs.  Newcome  a 
paper  had  only  just  been  found,  of 
which  a  copy  was  enclosed,  and  that 
the  family  of  the  late  Sir  Brian  New- 
come,  desirous  to  do  honor  to  the 
wishes  of  the  late  Mrs.  Newcome,  had 
placed  the  sum  of  .£  6,000  at  the  bank 

of  Messrs.  H.  W ,  at  the  disposal 

of  Mr.  Clive  Newcome,  of  whom  Mr. 
Luce  had  the  honor  to  sign  himself 
the  most  obedient  servant,  &c  And, 
the  letter  approved  and  copied,  Mr. 
Luce  said  Mr.  Pendennis  might  be 
the  postman  thereof,  if  Miss  New- 
come  so  willed  it :  and,  with  this 
document  in  my  pocket,  I  quitted  the 
lawyer's  chambers,  with  my  good 
and  beautiful  young  companion. 

Our  cab  had  been  waiting  several 
hours  in  Lincoln's  Lin  Fields,  and  I 
asked  Miss  Ethel  whither  I  now 
should  conduct  her  ? 

"  Where  is  Greyfriars  ?  "  she  said. 
"  May  n't  I  go  to  see  my  unde  ?  " 


it 


CHAPTER  LXTOX. ' 

IN    WHICH    OLD    FRIENDS    COHfi 
TOGETHER. 

We  made  the  ascent  of  SnowhiU, 
we  passed  by  the  miry  pens  of  Smith- 
field  ;  we  travel  througn  the  street  of 
St.  John,  and  presently  reach  tho 
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ancient  gateway,  in  Cistercian  Sqaare, 
where  lies  the  old  Hospital  of  Grey- 
friars.  I  passed  through  the  gate, 
my  fair  young  companion  on  my  arm, 
and  made  my  way  to  the  rooms  occu- 
pied by  Brother  Newcome. 

As  we  traversed  the  coart  the  Poor 
Brothers  were  coming  from  dinner.  A 
couple  of  score,  or  more,  of  old  gentle- 
men in  black  gowns  issued  from  the 
door  of  their  refectory,  and  separated 
over  the  court,  betaking  themselves 
to  their  chambers.  Ethel's  arm 
trembled  under  mine  as  she  looked  at 
one  and  another,  expecting  to  behold 
her  dear  uncle's  familiar  features. 
But  he  was  not  among  the  brethren. 
We  went  to  his  chamber,  of  which  the 
door  was  open :  a  female  attendant 
was  arranging  the  room ;  she  told  us 
Colonel  Newcome  was  out  for  the  day, 
and  thus  our  journey  had  been  made 
in  vain. 

Ethel  went  round  the  apartment 
and  surveyed  its  simple  decorations ; 
she  looked  at  the  pictures  of  Clive  and 
his  boy ;  the  two  sabres  crossed  over 
the  mantel-piece,  the  Bible  laid  on  the 
table,  bv  the  old  latticed  window. 
She  walked  slowly  up  to- the  humble 
bed,  and  sat  down  on  a  chair  near  it. 
No  doubt  her  heart  prayed  for  him 
who  slept  there;  she  turned  round 
where  his  black  Pensioner's  cloak  was 
hanging  on  the  wall,  and  lifted  up  the 
homely  garment  and  kissed  it.  The 
servant  looked  on,  admiring,  I  should 
think,  her  melancholy  and  her  gra- 
cious beauty.  I  whispered  to  the 
woman  that  the  young  lady  was  the 
Colonel's  niece.  **  He  has  a  son  who 
comes  here,  and  is  very  handsome, 
too,"  said  the  attendant. 

The  two  women  spoke  together  for 
a  while.  "  O  miss  !  "  cried  the  elder 
and  humbler,  evidently  astonished  at 
some  gratuity  which  Miss  Newcome 
bestowed  upon  her,  "  I  did  n't  want 
this  to  be  good  to  him.  Everybodv 
here  loves  him  for  himself;  and  \ 
would  sit  up  for  him  for  weeks  —  that 
I  would." 

My  companion  took  a  pencil  fiom 
her  bag  and  wrote  "Ethel"  on  a 

23* 


piece  of  paper,  and  laid  the  paper  on 
the  Bible.  Darkness  had  again  fallen 
by  this  time ;  feeble  lights  were  twin- 
kling in  the  chamber  windows  of  the 
Poor  Brethren,  as  we  issued  into  the 
courts;  feeble  lights  illumining  a 
dim,  gray,  melancholy  old  scene. 
Many  a  career,  once  bright,  was 
flickering  out  here  in  the  darkness; 
many  a  night  was  closing  in.  We 
went  away  silently  from  that  quiet 
place ;  and  in  another  minute  were 
in  the  flare  and  din  and  tumidt  of 
London. 

"  The  Colonel  is  most  likely  gone 
to  Clive's,"  I  said.  Would  not  Miss 
Newcome  follow  him  thither  ?  We 
consulted  whether  she  should  go.  She 
took  heart  and  said  "  yes."  "  Drive, 
cabman,  to  Howland  Street !  "  The 
horse  was,  no  doubt,  tired,  for  the 
journey  seemed  extraordinarily  long : 
I  think  neither  of  us  spoke  a  word  on 
the  way. 

I  ran  up  stairs  to  prepare  our  friends 
for  the  visit.  Clive,  his  wife,  his 
father,  and  his  mother-in-law  wcro 
seated  by  a  dim  light  in  Mrs.  Clive's 
sitting-room.  Rosey  on  the  sofa,  as 
usual;  the  little  boy  on  his  grand- 
father's knees. 

I  hardly  made  a  bow  to  the  ladies, 
so  eager  was  I  to  communicate  with 
Colonel  Newcome.  **  I  have  j  ust  been 
to  your  quarters  at  Greyfriars,  sir," 
said  I.    "That  is  —  " 

"You  have  been  to  the  Hospital, 
sir!  You  need  not  be  ashamed  to 
mention  it,  as  Colonel  Newcome  is 
not  ashamed  to  go  there"  cried  out  the 
Campaigner.  "  Pray,  speak  in  your 
own  language,  Clive,  unless  there  is 
something  not  Jit  for  ladies  to  hear." 
Clive  was  growling  out  to  me  in 
German  that  there  had  just  been  a 
terrible  scene,  his  father  having,  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  previously,  let  slip 
the  secret  about  Greyfriars. 

"  Say  at  once,  Clive ! "  the  Cam- 
paigner cried,  rising  in  her  might, 
and  extending  a  great  strong  arm 
over  her  helpless  child,  "  that  Colonel 
Newcome  owns  that  he  has  gone  to 
live  as  a  pauper  in  a  hospit^ !    He 
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who  has  squandered  his  own  money 
—  he  who  has  squandered  my  money, 
he  who  has  squandered  the  money  of 
that  darling  helpless  child,  —  compose 
yourself,  Rosey  my  love !  —  has  com- 

Sleted  the  disgrace  of  the  family,  by 
is  present  mean  and  unworthy  — 
yes,  1  say  mean  and  unworthv  and  de- 
araded  conduct.  O  my  child,  my 
blessed  child !  to  think  that  your 
husband's  father  should  have  come  to 
a  workhouse  !  "  Whilst  this  maternal 
agony  bursts  over  her,  Rosey,  on  the 
sofa,  bleats  and  whimpers  amongst  the 
faded  chintz  cushions. 

I  took  Clive's  hand,  which  was  cast 
up  to  his  head  striking  his  forehead, 
with  mad  impotent  rage,  whilst  this 
fiend  of  a  woman  lashed  his  good 
father.  The  veins  of  his  great  fist 
were  swollen,  his  whole  Iwdy  was 
throbbing  and  trembling  with  the 
helpless  pain  under  which  he  writhed. 
"Colonel Newcomers  friends, ma'am," 
I  said,  "think  very  dififerently  from 
you ;  and  that  he  is  a  better  judge 
than  you,  or  any  one  else,  of  his  own 
honor.  We  all,  who  loved  him  in  his 
prosperity,  love  and  respect  him  more 
than  ever  for  the  manner  in  which  he 
•bears  his  misfortune.  Do  you  sap- 
pose  that  his  noble  friend,  the  Earl  of 

H f   would  have  counselled   him 

to  a  step  unworthy  of  a  gentleman  ; 
that  the  Prince  de  Montcontour  would 
applaud  his  conduct  as  he  does  if  he 
did  not  think  it  admirable?"  I  can 
hardly  say  with  what  scorn  I  used 
this  argument,  or  what  depth  of  con- 
tempt I  felt  for  the  woman  whom  I 
knew  it  would  influence.  "  And  at 
this  minute,"  I  added,  "  I  have  come 
from  visiting  the  Greyfriars  with 
one  of  the  Colonel's  relatives,  whose 
love  and  respect  for  him  is  boundless ; 
who  longs  to  be  reconciled  to  him, 
and  who  is  waiting  below  eager  to 
shake  his  hand,  and  embrace  Clivc's 
wife." 

"  Who  is  that?  "  says  the  Colonel, 
looking  gently  up,  as  he  pats  Boy's 
head. 

"  Who  is  it.  Pen  ?  "  says  CTive.    I 


"^     "^d  in  a  low  voice  "Ethel 


and 


starting  up  and  crying  "Ethel  1  Eth* 
el !  "  he  ran  from  the  room. 

Little  Mrs.  Rosey  started  up  too  on 
her  sofa,  clutching  hold  of  the  table- 
cover  with  her  lean  hand,  and  the 
two  red  spots  on  her  cheeks  burning 
more  fiercely  than  ever.  I  could  see 
what  pas&ion  was  beating  in  that  poor 
little  heart.  Heaven  help  us !  what 
a  resting-place  had  friends  and  parents 
prepared  for  it ! 

"Miss  Newcome,  is  it?  My  dar- 
ling Rosey,  get  on  your  f  hawl !  '* 
cried  the  Campaigner,  a  grim  smile 
lighting  her  face. 

"  It  is  Ethel ;  Ethel  is  my  niece. 
I  used  to  love  her  when  she  was  quite 
a  little  girl,"  says  the  Colonel,  pat- 
ting Boy  on  the  head  ;  "  and  she  is  a 
very  good,  beautiful  little  child,  —  a 
very  good  child."  The  torture  had 
been  too  much  for  that  kind  old 
heart :  there  were  times  when  Thom- 
as NewcomCpassed  beyond  it.  What 
still  maddened  Clive  excited  his  fa- 
ther no  more ;  the  pain  yonder  woman 
inflicted  only  felled  and  stupefied 
him. 

As  the  door  opened,  the  little  white- 
headed  chikl  trotted  forward  towards 
the  visitor,  and  Ethel  entered  on 
Clive's  arm,  who  was  as  haggard  and 
pale  as  death.  Little  Boy,  looking 
up  at  the  stately  lady,  still  followed 
beside  her,  as  she  approached  her 
uncle,  who  remained  sitting,  his  head 
bent  to  the  ground.  His  thoughts 
were  elsewhere.  Indeed,  he  was  fol- 
lowing the  child,  and  about  to  caress 


It  agam. 


"Here  is  a  friend,  father,"  says  Clive, 
laying  a  hand  on  the  old  man  s  shoul- 
der. "It  is  I,  Ethel,  uncle!"  the 
young  lady  said,  taking  his  hand  ; 
and  kneeling  down  between  his  knees, 
she  flung  her  arms  round  him,  and 
kissed  him,  and  wept  on  his  shoulder. 
His  consciousness  had  quite  returned 
ere  an  instant  was  over.  He  embraced 
her  with  the  warmth  of  his  old  aflec- 
tion,  uttering  many  brief  words  of 
love.,  kindness,  and  tenderness,  such 
as  men  speak  when  strongly  moved. 

The  little  boy  had  come  wondering 
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Tip  to  the  chair  Whildt  this  embrace 
took  place,  and  Clive's  tall  figure 
bent  over  the  three.  Rosey's  eyes 
were  not  good  to  look  at,  as  she  stared 
at  the  group  with  a  ghastly  smile. 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  survey^  the  scene  in 
haughty  state,  jfrom  behind  the  sofa 
cushions.  She  tried  to  take  one  of 
Bosey's  lean  hot  hands.  The  poor 
child  tore  it  away,  leaving  her  ring 
behind  her;  lifted  her  hands  to 
her  face:  and  cried — cried  as  if  her 
little  heart  would  break.  Ah  mo ! 
what  a  story  was  tliere ;  what  an  out- 
burst of  pent-up  fe-'ling  !  what  a  pas- 
sion of  pain !  The  ring  had  fallen  to 
the  ground ;  the  little  boy  crept  to- 
wards it,  and  picked  it  up,  and  camo 
towards  his  mother,  fixing  on  her  his 
large  wondering  eyes.  "  Mamma 
crying.  Mamma's  ring!"  he  said, 
holding  up  the  circle  of  gold.  With 
more  feeling  than  I  had  ever  seen  her 
exhibit,  she  clasped  the  boy  in  her 
wasted  arms.  Great  Heaven !  what 
passion,  jealousy,  grief,  despair,  were 
tearing  and  trying  all  these  hearts, 
that  but  for  fate  might  have  been 
happ^  1 

Clive  went  round,  and  with  the  ut- 
most sweetness  and  tenderness  hang- 
ing ronnd^  his  child  and  wife,  soothed 
her  with  words  of  consolation,  that  in 
truth  I  scarce  heard,  being  ashamed 
almost  of  being  present  at  this  sudden 
scene.  No  one,  however,  took  notice 
of  the  witnesses ;  and  even  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie's voice  was  silent  for  the  mo- 
ment. I  dare  say  Olive's  words  were 
incoherent;  but  women  have  more 
presence  of  mind;  and  now  Ethel, 
with  a  noble  grace  which  I  cannot 
attempt  to  describe,  going  up  to  Ro- 
sey,  seated  herself  by  her,  spoke  of  her 
long  grief  at  the  differences  between 
her  dearest  uncle  and  herself;  of  her 
early  days,  when  he  had  been  as  a 
father  to  her;  of  her  wish,  her  hope 
that  Rosey  should  love  her  as  a  sister ; 
and  of  her  belief  that  better  days  and 
happiness  were  in  store  for  them  all. 
And  she  spoke  to  the  mother  about 
her  boy  so  beautiful  and  intelligent, 
and  told  her  how  bhe  had  brought  up 


her  brother's  children,  and  hoped  that 
this  one  too  would  call  her  Aunt 
Ethel.  She  would  not  stay  now, 
might  she  coliie  again  ?  Would  Ro- 
sey come  to  her  with  her  little  bov  ? 
Would  he  kiss  her  ?  He  did  so  with 
a  very  good  grace;  but  when  Ethel 
at  parting  embraced  the  child's  moth- 
er, Kosey's  face  wore  a  smile  ghastly 
to  look  at,  and  the  lips  that  touched 
Ethel's  cheeks  were  quite  pale. 

"I  shall  come  and  see  you  again 
to-morrow,  uncle,  may  I  not  ?  I  saw 
your  room  to-day,  sir,  and  your  house- 
keeper; such  a  nice  old  lady,  and 
your  black  gown.  And  you  shall  put 
it  on  to-morrow,  and  walk  with  me, 
and  show  me  the  beautiful  old  build- 
ings of  the  old  hospital.  And  I  shall 
come  and  make  tea  for  you,  the  house- 
keeper says  I  may.  Will  you  come 
down  with  me  to  my  carriage?  No, 
Mr.  Pcndennis  must  come" ;  and  she 
quitted  the  room,  beckoning  me  after 
her.  "  You  will  speak  to  Clive  now, 
won't  you  ?  "  she  said,  "  and  come  to 
me  this  evening,  and  tell  me  all  before 
you  go  to  bed  ?  "  I  went  back,  anx- 
ious in  truth  to  be  the  messenger  of 
good  tidings  to  my  dear  old  Mends.    . 

Brief  as  my  absence  had  been,  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  liad  taken  advantage  of 
that  moment  again  to  outrage  Clive 
and  his  father,  and  to  announce  that 
Rosey  might  go  to  see  this  Miss  New- 
come,  whom  people  respected  because 
she  was  rich,  but  whom  she  would 
never  visit;  no,  never!  "An  inso- 
lent, proud,  impertinent  thing !  Does 
she  take  me  for  a  housemaid  ? "  Mrs. 
Mackenzie  had  inquired.  "Am  I 
dust  to  be  trampled  beneath  her  feet  ? 
Am  I  a  dog  that  she  can't  throw  me  a 
word  1 "  •  Her  arms  were  stretched 
out>  and  she  was  making  this  inquiry 
as  to  her  own  canine  qualities  as  I  re- 
entered the  room,  and  remembered 
that  Ethel  had  never  once  addressed  a 
single  word  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie  in  the 
course  of  her  visit. 

I  affected  not  to  perceive  the  inci- 
dent, and  presently  said  that  I  wanted 
to  speak  to  Clive  in  his  studio.  Know- 
ing that  I  had  brought  my  friend  one 
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or  two  commissions  for  drawings, 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  was  civil  to  me,  and 
did  not  object  to  our  colloquies. 

"  Will  you  come  too,  and  smoke  a 
pipe,  father  1  **  says  Clive. 

"Of  course  your  father  intends  to 
stay  to  dinner  f  "  says  the  Campaign- 
er, with  a  scornful  toss  of  her  head. 
Clive  groaned  out  as  we  were  on  the 
st:iir,  "that  he  could  not  bear  this 
mucli  longer,  by  Heavens  he  could 
not." 

•*  Give  the  Colonel  his  pipe,  Clive,'* 
said  I.  "  Now,  sir,  down  with  you  in 
the  sitters*  chair,  and  smoke  the  sweet- 
est cheroot  you  ever  smoked  in  your 
life  !  My  dear,  dear  old  Clive !  you 
need  not  bear  with  the  Campaigner 
any  longer ;  you  may  go  to  bed  with- 
o>it  this  nightmare  to-night  if  you 
Hke;  you  may  have  ;^our  fother 
back  under  your  roof  ^ain." 

** My  dear  Arthur !  Imust  be  back 
at  ten,  sir,  back  at  ten,  military  time ; 
drum  beats ;  no,  —  bell  tcdls  at  ten, 
and  gates  close " ;  apd  he  laughed 
and  snook  his  old  head.  "  Besides,  I 
am  to  see  a  young  lady,  sir;  and  she 
is  coming  to  make  tea  for  me,  and  I 
must  speak  to  Mrs.  Jones  to  have  all 
things  ready  —  all  things  ready  " ; 
and  again  the  old  man  laughed  as  he 
spoke. 

His  son  looked  at  him  and  then  at 
me  with  eyes  fall  of  sad  meaning. 
"  How  do  you  mean,  Arthur,"  Clive 
said,  "  that  he  can  come  and  stay  with 
mc,  and  that  that  woman  can  go  ?  " 

Then  feeling  in  my  pocket  for  Mr. 
Luce's  letter,  I  grasped  my  dear  Clive 
by  the  hand  and  bade  him  prepare  for 
good  news.  I  told  him  how  providen- 
tially, two  days  since,  Ethel,  in  the 
library  at  Newcome,  looking  into 
Orme's  "  History  of  India,"  a  book 
which  old  Mrs.  Newcome  had  been 
reading:  on  the  night  of  her  death,  had 
discovered  a  paper,  of  which  the  ac- 
companying letter  enclosed  a  copy, 
and  I  gave  my  friend  the  letter. 

lie  opened  it,  and  read  it  through. 

I  cannot  say  that  I  saw  any  particu- 

^'^^  expression  of  wonder  in  his  coim- 

ice,  for  somehow,  all  the  while 


Clive  perused  this  doenment,  I  was 
looking  at  the  Colonel's  sweet  kind 
face.  "It  — it  is  Ethel's  doing," 
said  Clive,  in  a  hurried  voice.  "  There 
was  no  such  letter." 

"Upon  my  honor,"  I  answered, 
"  there  was.  We  came  up  to  London 
with  it  last  night,  a  few  hours  after 
she  had  found  it.  We  showed  it  to 
Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  who  —  who 
could  not  disown  it.  We  took  it  to 
Mr.  Luce,  who  recognized  it  at  once, 
who  was  old  Mrs.  Newcome's  man  of 
business,  and  continues  to  be  the 
family  lawyer :  and  the  family  recog- 
nizes the  legacy  and  has  paid  it,  and 
you  may  draw  for  it  to-morrow,  as 
you  see.  What  a  piece  of  good  luck 
It  is  that  it  did  not  come  before  the 
B.  B.  C.  time.  That  confounded 
Bundlecund  Bank  would  have  swal- 
lowed up  this,  like  all  the  rest." 

"Father!  father!  do  you  remem- 
ber Orme's  'History  of  India?'" 
cries  Clive. 

"  Orme's  *  History ! '  of  course  1 
do ;  I  could  repeat  whole  pages  of  it 
when  I  was  a  boy,"  says  tne  old  man, 
and  began  forthwith.  *'  *  The  two 
battalions  advanced  against  each  oth- 
er cannonading,  until  the  French, 
coming  to  a  hollow  way,  imagined 
that  the  English  would  not  venture 
to  pass  it  But  Major  Lawrence 
ordered  the  sepoys  and  artillery  —  the 
sepoys  and  artillery  to  halt  and  de- 
fend the  convoy  against  the  Morat- 
toes,'  —  Morattoes  Orme  calls  'em. 
Ho  !  ho !  I  could  repeat  whole  pages. 


» 


sir. 

"  It  is  the  best  book  that  ever  was 
written,"  calls  out  Clive.  The  Colo- 
nel said  he  had  not  read  it,  but  he 
was  informed  Mr.  Mill's  was  a  very- 
learned  history  ;  he  intended  to  read 
it  "  Eh !  there  is  plenty  of  time 
now,"  said  the  good  Colonel.  "  I 
have  all  day  long  at  Greyfriare, — 
after  chapel,  you  know.  Do  you 
know,  sir,  when  I  was  a  boy  I  used 
what  they  call  to  tib  out  and  run 
down  to  a  public-house  in  Cistercian 
Lane,  —  the  *  Red  Cow,'  sir,  —  and 
buy  rum  there  ?  I  was  a  terrible  wild 
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boy,  Cliry.  You  were  n*t  so,  sir, 
thank  Heaven !  A  terrible  wild  boy, 
and  my  poor  father  flogced  mc, 
though  I  think  it  was  very  liard  on 
me.  It  was  n't  the  pain,  you  know : 
it  was  n't  the  pain,  but  ..."  Here 
tears  came  into  his  eyes  and  he 
dropped  his  head  on  his  hand,  and 
the  cigar  fell  from  it  on  to  the  floor, 
burnt  almost  out,  and  scattering 
white  ashes. 

Clive  looked  sadly  at  me.  "  He 
was  often  so  at  Boulogne,  Arthur," 
he  whispered ;  "  after  a  scene  with 
that  —  that  woman  yonder,  his  head 
would  go :  he  never  replied  to  her 
taunts:  he  bore  her  infernal  cruelty 
without  an  unkind  word.  Oh !  lean 
pay  her  back,  thank  God,  I  can  pay 
ner  I  But  who  shall  pay  her,"  he 
said,  trembling  in  every  limb,  "  for 
what  she  has  made  that  good  man 
suffer  ?  " 

He  turned  to  his  father,  who  still 
sat  Jost  in  his  meditations.  ''You 
need  never  go  back  to  Greyfriars, 
father !  "  he  cried  out. 

"  Not  go  back,  Clivy  1  Must  go 
back,  to  say  Adsum  when  my  name 
is  called.  *  Newcome  ! '  '  Adsum ! ' 
Hey !  that  is  what  we  used  to  say,  — 
we  used  to  say ! " 

"  You  need  not  go  back,  except  to 
pack  your  things,  and  return  and  live 
with  me  and  BSy,"  Clive  continued, 
and  he  told  Colonel  Newcome  rapid- 
ly the  story  of  the  legacy.  The  old 
man  seemed  hardly  to  comprehend  it. 
When  he  did,  the  news  scarcely  elated 
him ;  when  Clive  said  "  they  could 
now  pay  Mrs.  Mackenzie,"  the  Colo- 
nel replied,  "  Quite  right,  quite  right," 
and  added  up  the  sum,  principal  and 
interest,  in  which  they  were  indebted 
to  her,  —  he  knew  it  well  enough,  the 
good  old  man.  "  Of  course  we  shall 
pay  her,  Clivy,  when  we  can  ! "  But 
in  spite  of  what  Clive  had  said  he  did 
not  appear  to  understand  the  fact, 
that  tne  debt  to  Mrs.  Mackenzie  was 
now  actually  to  be  paid. 

As  we  were  talking,  a  knock  came 
to  the  studio-door,  and  that  summons 
was  followed  by  the  entrance  of  the 


maid,  who  said  to  Clive, 
please,  sir,  Mrs.  Mackenzie  says, 
long  are  you  a  going  to  keep  ika  din 
ner  waiting  ?  " 

"  Come,  father,  come  to  dinner ! 
cries  Clive ;  "  and.  Pen,  you  will 
come  too,  won't  you  1 "  he  added ; 
''  it  may  be  the  last  tiipe  you  dine  in 
such  pleasant  company.  Come  along," 
He  whispered  humedly.  ''I  should  like 
you  to  be  there,  it  will  keep  her  tongue 
quiet."  As  we  proceeded  to  the  dining* 
room,  I  gave  the  Colonel  my  arm;  and 
the  good  man  prattled  tome  something 
about  Mrs.  Mackenzie  having  tak- 
en shares  in  the  Bundl'ecund  Banking 
Company,  and  about  her  not  being  a 
woman  of  business,  and  fancying  we 
had  spent  her  money.  **  And  I  have 
always  felt  a  wish  that  Clivy  should 

Eay  ner,  and  he  will  pay  her,  I  know 
e  will,"  says  the  Colonel ;  "  and 
then  we  shall  lead  a  quiet  life,  Ar- 
thur; for,  between  ourselves,  some 
women  are  the  deuce  when  they  are 
angry,  sir."  And  again  he.  laughed, 
as  he  told  me  this  sly  news,  and  he 
bowed  meekly  his  gentle  old  head  as 
we  entered  the  dining-room. 

That  apartment  was  occupied  by 
little  Boy  already  seated  in  his  high- 
chair,  and  by  the  Campaigner  only, 
who  stood  at  the  mantel-piece  in  a 
majestic  attitude.  On  parting  with 
her,  before  we  adjourned  to  Clive's 
studio,  I  had  made  my  bow  and  taken 
my  leave  in  form,  not  supposing  that  I 
was  about  to  enjoy  her  hospitality 
yet  once  again.  My  return  did  not 
seem  to  please  her.  "  Does  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis  favor  us  with  his  company  to 
dinner  again,  Clive  ?  "  she  said,  turn- 
ing to  her  son-in-law.  Clive  curtly 
said,  "  Yes ;  he  had  asked  Mr  Pen- 
dennis  to  stay." 

"  You  might  at  least  have  been  so 
kind  as  to  give  me  notice,"  says  the 
Campaigner,  still  majestic,  but  ironi- 
cal. "  You  will  have  but  a  poor  meal, 
Mr.  Pendennis ;  and  one  such  as 
I  am  not  Accustomed  to  give  my 
guests." 

'*  Cold  beef!  what  the  deuce  does  it 
matter  ? "  says  Clive,  beginning  f^ 
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carre  the  joint,  which,  liot,  had  served 
our  yesterday's  Christmas  table. 

"  It  does  matter,  sir !  I  am  not  ac- 
cnstomed  to  treat  my  guests  in  this 
way.  Maria !  who  has  been  cutting 
that  beef?  Three  poands  of  that 
beef  have  been  cut  away  since  one 
o'clock  to-day".;  and  with  flashing 
eyes,  and  a  finger  twinkling  ail  over 
with  rings,  she  pointed  towards  the 
guilty  joint 

Whether  Maria  had  been  dispens- 
ing secret  charities,  or  kept  company 
with  an  occult  policeman  partial  to 
roast  beef,  I  do  not*  know;  but  she 
looked  very  much  alarmed,  and  said, 
**  Indeed,  and  indeed,  Mum,  she  had 
not  touched  a  morsel  of  it! — noc 
she." 

"  Confoand  the  beef !  "  says  Clive, 
earring  on. 

"  She  has  been  eutting  it !  "  cries 
the  Campaigner,  bringing  her  fist 
down  with  a  thump  upon  the  table. 
"  Mr.  Pendennis !  you  saw  the  beef 
yesterday ;  eighteen  pounds  it  weighed, 
and  this  is  what  comes  up  of  it !  As 
if  there  was  not  already  ruin  enough 
in  the  house !  " 

"  D ^n    the    beef ! "  cries    out 

Clive. 

"No!  no!  Thank  God  for  our 
good  dinner!  Benedicti  benedica- 
mus,  Clivy  my  boy,"  says  the  Colo- 
nel, in  a  tremulous  voice. 

"  Swear  on,  sir !  let  the  child  hear 
your  oaths !  Let  my  blessed  child, 
who  is  too  ill  to  sit  at  table  and  picks 
her  bit  of  sweetbread  on  her  sofa,  — 
which  her  poor  mother  prepares  for 
her,  Mr.  Pendennis, — which  I  cooked 
it,  and  gave  it  to  her  with  these  hands, 
—  lather  hear  your  curses  and  blas- 

{>hemies,  Clive  Newcome !    They  are 
oud  enough." 

"  Do  let  us  have  a  quiet  life,"  groans 
out  Clive;  and  for  me,  I  confess,  I 
kept  my  eyes  steadily  down  upon  my 
plate,  nor  dared  to  lift  them,  until 
my  portion  of  cold  beef  had  vanished. 
No  further  outbreak  fook  place, 
until  the  appearance  of  the  second 
course ;  which  consisted,  as  the  inge- 
nious   reader  may  suppose,  of   3ie 


plum-padding,  now  in  a  grilled  state, 
and  the  remanent  mince-pies  fix)m 
yesterday's  meal.  Maria,  I  thought, 
looked  particularly  guilty,  as  these 
delicacies  were  placed  on  the  table ; 
she  set  them  down  hastily,  and  was 
for  operating  an  instant  retreat. 

But  the  Campaigner  shrieked  after 
her,  **  Who  has  eaten  that  pudding  ? 
I  insist  npon  knowing  who  nas  eaten 
it.  I  saw  it  at  two  o'clock  when  I 
went  down  to  the  kitchen  and  fiicd  a 
bit  for  my  darling  child,  and  there 's 
pounds  of  it  gone  since  then !  There 
vrere  five  mince-pies !  Mr.  Penden- 
nis !  you  saw  yourself  there  were  five 
went  away  from  table  yesterday, — 
where 's  the  other  two,  Maria  ?  You 
leave  the  house  this  night,  you  thiev- 
ing, wicked  wretch, —  and  1  '11  thank 
you  to  roine  back  to  me  afterwards 
for  a  character.  Thirteen  sen'anta 
have  we  had  in  nine  months,  Mr. 
Pendennis,  and  this  girl  is  the  wocst 
of  them  all,  and  the  greatest  liar  and 
the  greatest  thief" 

At  this  charge  the  outraged  Maria 
stood  up  in  arms,  and  as  the  phrase 
is,  gave  the  Campaigner  as  good  as 
she  got.  Go !  would  n't  she  go  ?  Pay 
her  her  wages,  and  let  her  go  out  of 
that  'ell  upon  hearth,  was  Maria's 
prayer.  "It  is  n't  you,  sir,"  she  said, 
turning  to  Clive.  "  You  are  pood 
enough,  and  works  hard  enough  to 
git  the  guineas  which  you  give  out 
to  pay  that  Doctor;  and  she  don't 
pay  him, —  and  I  Fee  five  of  them  in 
ner  purse  wrapped  up  in  paper,  my- 
self I  did,  and  she  abuses  you  to  him, 
—  and  I  heard  her,  an<l  Jane  Black, 
who  was  here  before,  told  me  she 
heard  her.  Go!  won't  I  just  go,  I 
despises  your  puddens  and  pies  1  " 
and  with  a  laugh  of  scorn  this  rude 
Maria  snapped  her  black  fingers  in 
the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  Cam- 
paigner's nose. 

"  I  will  pay  her  her  wages,  and 
she  shall  go  this  instant ! "  says  Mrs. 
Mackenzie,  taking  her  purse  out. 

"  Pay  me  with  them  suvverings  that 
yon  have  got  in  it,  wrapped  up  in 
paper.    See  if  she  have  n  t,  Mr.  New- 
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come,"  the  refractory  waiting-woman 
cried  out,  and  again  she  laughed  a 
strident  laugh. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  briskly  shut  her 
porte-moiinaic,  and  rose  up  from 
table,  quivering  with  indignant  vir- 
tue. "  Go  !  "  she  exclaimed,  "  go 
and  pack  your  trunks  this  instant ! 
you  quit  the  house  this  night,  and  a 

goliceman  shall  see  to  your  boxes 
cfore  you  leave  it ! " 
Whilst  uttering  this  sentence 
against  the  guilty  Maria,  the  Cam- 
paigner had  intended,  no  doubt,  to 
replace  her  purse  in  her  pocket,  —  a 
handsome  filigree  gimcrack  of  poor 
Rosey's,  one  of  the  relics  of  former 
splendors,  —  but,  agitated  by  Maria's 
insolence,  the  trembling  hand  missed 
the  mark,  and  the  purse  fell  to  the 
ground. 

Maria  dashed  at  the  purse  in  a 
moment,  with  a  scream  of  laughter 
shook  iti  contents  upon  the  table, 
and  sur3  enough,  five  little  packets 
wrapped  in  paper  rolled  out  upon  the 
clotn,  basidjs  bank-notes  and  silver 
and  gold  coin.  *'  I  'm  to  go,  am  I  ? 
I  'm  a  tliief,  am  I  ?  "  screamed  the 
girl,  clapping  her  hands.  "/  sor  'em 
yesterday  when  I  was  a  lacing  of  her ; 
and  thought  of  that  pore  young  man 
working  night  and  day  to  get  the 
money; — me  a  thief,  indeed! — I 
despise  you,  and  /  give  you  warn- 


ing. 


"  Do  you  wish  to  see  me  any  longer 
insulted  by  this  woman,  Clive  ?  Mr. 
Pendennis,  I  am  shocked  that  you 
should  witness  such  horrible  vulgar- 
ity," cries  the  Campaigner,  turning  to 
her  guest.  "  Does  the  wretched  crea- 
ture suppose  th  It  I  —  I  who  have  giv- 
en tkoiuiandsy  I  who  have  denied  my- 
self everything,  I  who  have  spent  my  all 
in  support  of  this  house ;  and  Colonel 
Newcome  knoivs  whether  I  have  given 
thousands  or  not,  and  who  has  spent 
them,  and  who  has  been  robbed,  I  say, 
and  —  " 

"  Here !  you !  Maria !  go  about  your 

business,"   shouted  out  Clive  New- 

'comc,   starting   up;  "go   and   pack 

your  tninks  if  you  like,  and  pack  this 


woman's  trunks  too.  Mrs.  Mackenzie, 
I  can  bear  you  no  more ;  go  in  peace, 
and  if  you  wish  to  see  your  daughter 
she  shall  come  to  you ;  but  I  will  nev- 
er, A>  help  me  Grod  I  sleep  under  the 
same  roof  with  you;  or  break  the 
same  crust  with  you ;  or  bear  your  in- 
fernal cruelty ;  or  sit  to  hear  my  father 
insulted ;  or  listen  to  your  wicked  pride 
and  folly  more.  There  has  not  been 
a  day  since  you  thrust  your  cursed  foot 
into  our  wretched  house,  but  you  have 
tortured  one  and  all  of  us.  Look  here, 
at  the  best  gentleman,  and  the  kind- 
est heart  in  all  the  world,  you  fiend ! 
aad  see  to  what  a  condition  you  have 
brought  him!  Dearest  father !  she  is 
going,  do  you  hear  ?  She  leaves  us, 
and  you  will  come  back  to  me,  won't 
you  ?  Great  Grod,  woman,"  he  gasped 
out,  "  do  you  know  what  you  have 
made  me  sufier,  —  what  you  have  done 
to  this  good  man  ?  Pardon,  father, 
pardon ! "  —  and  he  sank  down  by  his 
father's  side,  sobbing  with  passionate 
emotion.  The  old  man  even  now 
did  not  seem  to  comprehend  the  scene. 
When  he  heard  that  woinan's  voice 
in  anger,  a  sort  of  stupor  came  over 
him. 

*"  I  am  afittid,  am  I  ?  "  cries  the  la- 
dy. "  You  hear,  Mr.  Pendennis,  this 
is  the  language  to  which  I  am  dk:cus- 
tomed ;  I  am  a  widow,  and  I  trusted 
my  child  and  my  all  to  that  old  man ; 
he  robbed  me  and  my  darling  of  al- 
most every  farthing  we  had ;  and  what 
has  been  my  return  for  such  baseness  ? 
I  have  lived  in  this  house  and  toiled 
like  a  daoe;  I  have  acted  as  a  ser- 
vant to  my  blessed  child ;  night  after 
night  I  have  sat  with  her ;  and  month 
after  month,  when  her  husband  has  been 
away,  I  have  nursed  that  poor  inno- 
cent; and  the  father  having  robbed 
me,  the  son  turns  me  out  of  doors !  " 

A  sad  thing  it  was  to  witness,  and  a 
painful  proof  how  ft^uent  were  these 
battles,  that,  as  this  one  raged,  the 
poor  little  boy  sat  almost  careless, 
whilst  his  bewildered  grandfather 
stroked  his  golden  head !  "  It  is  quite 
clear  to  me,  madam,"  I  said,  turning 
to  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  "that  yon  and 


544 


THE  NEWCOMES. 


your  son-in-law  are  better  apart ;  and 
I  came  to  tell  him  to-day  of  a  most 
fortunate  le^^acy,  which  has  just  been 
left  to  him,  and  which  will  enable  him 
to  pay  you  to-morrow  morning  ef  ery 
shilling,  every  shilling  which  he  does 
NOT  owe  you." 

"  I  will  not  leave  this  house  until  I 
am  paid  every  shilling  of  which  I  have 
been  robbed,"  hissed  out  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie ;  and  she  sat  down  folding  her 
arms  across  her  chest. 

'*  I  am  sorry,"  groaned  out  Clive, 
wiping  the  sweat  off  his  brow,  "  I  used 
a  harsh  word ;  I  will  never  sleep  un- 
der the  same  roof  with  you.  To-mor- 
row I  will  pav  you  what  you  claim ; 
and  the  best  chance  I  have  of  foi^ving 
you  the  evil  which  you  have  done  me 
IS  that  we  should  never  meet  again. 
Will  you  give  me  a  bed  at  your 
house,  Arthur  ?  Father,  will  you 
come  out  and  walkl  Good  night, 
Mrs.  Mackenzie ;  Fendennis  will  settle 
with  you  in  the  morning.  You  will 
not  be  here,  if  you  please,  when  I  re- 
turn ;  and  so  6od  forgive  you,  and 
farewell." 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  in  a  tragic  manner 
dashed  aside  the  hand  which  poor 
Clive  held  out  to  her,  and  disapj)eared 
from  the  scene  of  this  dismal  dinner. 
Boy  presently  fell  a  crying :  in  spite 
of  all  the  battle  and  fury  there  was 
sleep  in  his  eyes. 

"  Maria  is  too  busy,  I  suppose,  to 
put  him  to  bed,"  said  Clive,  with  a 
sad  sraiile;  "shall  we  do  it,  father? 
Come,  Tommy  my  son ! "  and  he 
folded  his  arms  round  the  child,  and 
walked  with  him  to  the  upper  regions. 
The  old  man's  eyes  lighted  up;  his 
scared  thoughts  return^  to  him ;  he 
followed  his  two  children  up  the  stairs, 
and  saw  his  grandson  in  his  little  bed ; 
and,  as  we  walked  home  with  him,  he 
told  me  how  sweetly  Boy  said  "  Our 
Father,"  and  prayed  God  bless  all 
those  who  loved  him,  as  they  laid  him 
to  rest. 

So  these  three  generations  had 
joined  in  that  supplication :  the 
strong  man,  humbled  by  trial  and 
grief,  whose  loyal  heart  was  yet  full 


of  love ;  —  the  child,  of  the  sweet  age 
of  those  little  ones  whom  the  Blesseid 
Speaker  of  the  prayer  first  bade  to 
come  unto  Him ;  —  and  the  old  man, 
whose  heart  was  welluigh  as  tender 
and  as  innocent ;  and  whose  day  was 
approaching,  when  he  should  be  drawn 
to  the  bosom  of  the  Eternal  Pity. 


CHAPTER  LXXX. 


IN  WHICH    THE  COLONEL'  BATS  "AD- 


>f 


SUM      WHEN  HIS  NAME  IS  CALLED. 

The  vow  which  Clive  had  uttered, 
never  to  share  bread  with  his  moth- 
er-in-law, or  sleep  under  the  same  roof 
with  her,  was  broken  on  the  very  next 
day.  A  stronger  will  than  the  young 
man's  intervened,  and  he  had  to  confess 
the  impotence  of  his  wrath  before  that 
superior  power.  In  the  forenoon  of  the 
day  following  that  unlucky  dinner,  I 
went  with  my  friend  to  the  banking- 
house  whither  Mr.  Luce's  letter  direct- 
ed us,  and  carried  away  with  me  the 
principal  sum,  in  which  the  Cam- 
paigner said  Colonel  Newcome  was  in- 
debted to  her,  with  the  interest  ac- 
curately computed  and  reimbursed. 
Clive  went  off  with  a  poc-ketful  of 
money  to  the  dear  old  Poor  Brother 
of  Greyfriars;  and  he  promised  to 
return  with  his  father,  and  dine  with 
my  wife  in  Queen  Square.  I  had  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  Laura  by  the 
morning's  post,  -announcing  her  re- 
turn by  the  express-train  from  New- 
come,  and  desinng  that  a  spare  bed- 
room should  be  got  ready  for  a  friend 
who  accompanied  her. 

On  reaching  Howland  Street, 
Clive's  door  was  opened,  rather  to  my 
surprise,  by  the  rebellious  maid-ser- 
vant who  had  received  her  dismissal 
on  the  previous  night ;  and  the  Doc- 
tor's carriage  drove  up  as  she  was 
still  speaking  to  me.  The  polite 
practitioner  sped  up  stairs  to  Mrs. 
Ncwcome's  apartment.  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie, in  a  robe-de-chambre  and  cap 
very  different  from  yesterday's,  came* 
out  eagerly  to  meet  the  physician  on 
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the  landing.  Ere  they  had  been  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  together,  arrived  a 
cab,  which  discharged  an  elderly  per- 
son with  her  band-box  and  bundles  ; 
1  had  no  difficulty  in  recognizing  a 
professional  nurse  in  the  new-comer. 
She  too  disappeared  into  the  sick-room, 
and  left  me  sitting  in  the  neighboring 
chamber,  the  scene  of  the  last  night's 
quarrel. 

Hither  presently  came  to  me  Maria, 
the  maid.     She  said  she  had  not  the 
heart  to  go  away  now  she  was  wanted  ; 
that  they  had  passed  a  sad  night,  and 
that  no  one  had  been  to  bed.    Master 
Tommy  was  below,  and  the  landlady 
taking  care  of  him  :  the  landlord  had 
gone  out  for  the  nurse.    Mrs.  Clive 
had  been  taken  bad  after  Mr.  Clive 
went  away  the  night  before.    Mrs. 
Mackenzie  had  gone  to  the  poor  young 
thing,  and  there  she  went  on,  crying, 
and  screaming,  and  stamping,  as  she 
used  to  do  in  her  tantrums,  which  was 
most  cruel  of  her,  and  made  Mrs.  Clive 
so  ill.    And  presently  the  young  lady 
began :  my  informant  told  me.     She 
came  screaming  into  the  sitting-room, 
her  hair  over  her  shoulders,  oaUing 
out  she  was  deserted,  deserted,  and 
«  would  like  to  die.     She  was  like  a  mad 
woman  for  some  time.     She  had  fit 
after  fit  of  hysterics :  and  there  was 
her  mother,  kneeling,  and  crying,  and 
calling  out  to  her  darling  child  to  calm 
herself;  —  which  it  was  all  her  own 
doing,  and  she  had  much  better  have 
held  her  own  tongue,  remarked  the  res- 
olute Maria.    I  understood  only  too 
well  from  the  girl's  account  what  had 
happened,  and  that  Clive,  if  resolved 
to  part  with  his  mother-in-law,  should 
not  have  left  her,  even  for  twelve 
hours,  in  possession   of  his   house. 
The  wretched  woman,  whose  Self  was 
always  predominant,  and  who,  though 
she  loved  her  daughter  after  her  own 
fa?<hion,  never  forgot  her  own  vanity 
or  passion,  had  improved  the  occasion 
of.Clive's  absence:  worked  upon  her 
child's  weakness,  jealousy,  ill-health, 
and  driven  her,  no  doubt,  into  the  fe- 
ver which  yonder  physician  was  called 
to  quell. 


The  Doctor  presently  enters  to 
write  a  prescription,  followed  by 
Clive's  mother-in-law,  who  had  cast 
Rosey's  fine  Cashmere  shawl  over  her 
shoulders,  to  hide  her  disarrav.  "  You 
here  still,  Mr.  Pendennis  I  she  ex- 
claims. She  knew  I  was  there.  Had 
not  she  changed  her  dresa  in  order  to 
receive  me  1 

"I  have  to  speak  to  you  for  two 
minutes  on  important  business,  and 
then  I  shall  go,"  I  replied  gravely. 

"  O  sir !  to  what  a  scene  you  have 
come  I  To  what  a  state  has  Clivc's 
conduct  last  night  driven  my  darling 
child!" 

As  the  odious  woman  spoke  so,  the 
Doctor's  keen  eyes,  looking  up  from 
the  prescription,  caught  mine.  ''  I  de- 
clare before  Heaven,  madam,"  I  said 
hotly,  "  I  believe  you  yourself  are  the 
tause  of  your  daughter's  present  ill- 
ness, as  you  have  been  of  the  misery 
of  my  friends." 

"  Is  this,  sir^"  she  was  breaking  out, 
"  is  this  language  to  be  used  to  —  ? " 

"Madam,  will  you  be  silent?"  I 
said.  **  I  am  come  to  bid  you  fare- 
well on  the  part  of  those  whom  your 
temper  has  driven  into  infernal  tor- 
ture. I  am  come  to  pay  you  every 
half-penny  of  the  sum  which  my 
friends  do  not  owe  you,  but  which 
they  restore.  Here  is  the  account,  and 
here  is  the  money  to  settle  it.  And 
I  take  this  gentleman  to  witness,  to 
whom,  no  doubt,  you  have  imparted 
what  you  call  your  wrongs  "(the  Doc- 
tor smiled,  and  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders), "  that  now  you  are  paid." 

"A  widow  —  a  poor,  lonely,  in- 
sulted widow ! "  cries  the  Campaigner, 
with  trembling  hands,  taking  posses- 
sion of  the  notes. 

"And  I  wish  to  know,"  I  contin- 
ued, "when  my  friend's  house  will 
be  free  to  him,  and  he  can  return  in 
peace?  " 

Here  Rosey's  voice  was  heard  from 
the  inner  apartment,  screaming, 
"  Mamma,  mamma ! " 

"  I  go  to  my  child,  sir,"  she  said 
"  If  Captain  Mackenzie  had  been  alive, 
you  would  not  have  dared  to  insult 
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me  so. "    And  carrying  oflf  her  money, 
she  left  us. 

**  Cannot  she  be  got  out  of  the 
house  ? "  I  said  to  the  Doctor.  "  My 
friend  will  never  return  until  she  leaves 
it.  It  is  my  belief  she  is  the  cause  of 
her  daughter's  present  illness." 

"  Not  altogether,  my  dear  sir.  Mrs. 
Newcome  was  in  a  very,  very  delicate 
state  of  health.  Her  mother  is  a 
lady  of  impetuous  temper,  who  ex- 
presses herself  very  strongly  —  too 
strongly,  I  own.  In  consequence  of 
unpleasant  family  discussions,  which 
no  physician  can  prevent,  Mrs.  New- 
come  has  betin  wrought  up  to  a  state 
of — of  agitation.  Her  fever  is,  in 
fact,  at  present,  very  high.  You  know 
her  condition.  I  am  apprehensive  of 
ulterior  consequences.  I  have  recom- 
mended an  excellent  and  experienced 
nurse  to  her.  Mr.  Smith,-  the  medi- 
cal man  at  the  corner,  is  a  most  able 
practitioner.  I  shall  myself  call  again 
in  a  few  hours,  and  I  tmst  that,  after 
the  event  which  I  apprehend,  every- 
thing will  go  well." 

*'  Cannot  Mrs.  Mackenzie  leave  the 
house,  sir  ?  "  I  asked. 

"Her  daughter  cries  out  for  her 
at  every  moment.  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
is  certainly  not  a  judicious  nurse,  but 
in  Mrs.  Newcomers  present  state  I  can- 
not take  upon  myself  to  separate 
them.  Mr.  Newcome  may  return, 
and  I  do  think  and  believe  that  his 
presence  may  tend  to  impose  silence 
and  restore  tranquillity." 

I  had  to  go  back  to  Clive  with 
these  gloomy  tiding.  The  poor  fel- 
low must  put  up  a  oed  in  his  studio, 
and  there  await  the  issue  of  his  wife's 
illness.  I  saw  Thomas  Newcome 
could  not  sleep  under  his  son's  roof 
that  night.  That  dear  meeting, 
which  both  so  desired,  was  delayed, 
who  could  say  for  how  long  ? . 

*'  The  Colonel  may  come  to  us,"  I 
thought;  "our  old  house  is  big 
enough."  I  guessed  who  was  the 
friend  coming  in  my  wife's  com- 
pany; and  pleased  myself  by  think- 
ing that  two  friends  «o  dear  should 
meet  in  our  home.    Bent  upon  thecie 


plans,  I  repaired  to  G?eyfriars,  and 
to  Thomas  Newcome's  chamber 
there. 

Bayham  opened  the  door  when  I 
knocked,  and  came  towards  me  with 
a  finger  on  his  lip,  and  a  sad,  sad  coun- 
tenance. He  closed  the  door  gently 
behind  him,  and  led  me  into  the 
court  "  Clive  is  with  him,  and  Miss 
Newcome.  He  is  very  ill.  He  does 
not  know  them,"  said  Bayham  with 
a  sob.  "He  calls  out  for  both  of 
them :  they  are  sitting  there,  and  he 
does  not  know  them." 

In  a  brief  narrative,  broken  by 
more  honest  tears,  Fred.  Bayham,  as 
we  paced  up  and  down  the  conrt, 
told  me  what  had  happened.  The 
old  man  must  have  pass^  a  sleepless 
night,  for  on  going  to  his  chamber  in 
the  morning,  his  attendant  found  him 
dressed  in  his  chair,  and  his  bed  un- 
disturbed. He  must  have  sat  all 
through  the  bitter  night  without  a 
fire ;  but  his  hands  were  burning  hot, 
and  he  rambled  in  his  talk.  He  spoke 
of  some  one  coming  to  drink  tea  with 
him,  pointed  to  the  fire,  and  asked 
why  it  was  not  made ;  he  would  not 
go  to  bed,  though  the  nurse  pressed 
him.  The  bell  began  to  ring  for. 
morning  chapel ;  he  got  up  and  went 
towards  his  gown,  groping  towards 
it  as  though  he  could  hardly  see,  and 
put  it  over  his  shoulders,  and  would 
go  out,  but  he  would  have  fallen  in 
the  court  if  the  good  nurse  had  not 
given  him  her  arm;  and  the  physi- 
cian of  the  hospital,  passing  fortu- 
nately at  this  moment,  who  had  al- 
ways been  a  great  friend  of  Colonel 
Newcome's,  insisted  upon  leading 
him  back  to  his  room  again,  and  got 
him  to  bed.  "  When  the  bell  stopped, 
he  wanted  to  rise  once  more ;  he  fan- 
cied he  was  a  boy  at  school  again," 
said  the  nurse,  "  and  that  he  was 
going  in  to  Dr.  Raine,  who  was 
schoolmaster  here  ever  so  many  years 
ago."  So  it  was,  that  when  happier 
days  seemed  to  be  dawning  for  the 
good  man,  that  reprieve  came  too  late. 
Grief,  and  years,  and  humiliation, 
and  care,  and  cruelty  had  been  too 
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strong  for  him,   and  Thomas  New- 
come  was  stricken  down. 

Bayham's  story  told,  I  entered  the 
room,  over  which  the  t^vilight  was 
falling,  and  saw  the  figures  of  Clive 
and  Ethel  seated  at  each  end  of  the 
bed.  The  poor  old  man  within  it  was 
calling  incoherent  sentences.  I  had 
to  call  Clive  from  the  present  grief 
before  him,  with  intelligence  of  far- 
ther sickness  awaiting  him  at  home. 
Our  poor  patient  did  not  heed  what  I 
said  to  his  son.  "  You  must  go 
home  to  Rosey,"  Ethel  said.  "  She 
will  be  sure  to  ask  for  her  husband, 
and  forgiveness  is  best,  dear  Clive. 
I  will  stay  with  uncle.  I  will  never 
leave  him.  Please  God,  he  will  be 
better  in  the  morning  when  you  come 
back."  So  Clive's  duty  called  him  to 
his  own  sad  home ;  and,  the  bearer  of 
dismal  tidings,  I  returned  to  mine. 
The  fires  were  lit  there,  and  the  table 
spread ;  and  kind  hearts  were  waiting 
to  welcome  the  friend  who  never  more 
was  to  enter  my  door. 

It  may  be  imagined  that  the  intelli- 
gence which  I  brought  alarmed  and 
afflicted  my  wife,  and  Madame  d§ 
Florae,  our  guest.  Laura  immediate- 
ly went  r^way  to  Rosey's  house  to  of- 
fer her  services  if  needed.  The  ac- 
counts wliich  she  brought  thence  were 
very  bad  :  Clive  came  to  her  for  a 
minute  or  two,  but  Mrs.  Mackenzie 
could  not  sec  her.  Should  she  not 
bring  the  little  boy  home  to  her 
children  ?  Laura  asked ;  and  Clive 
thankfully  accepted  that  offer.  The 
little  man  slept  in  our  nursery  that 
night,  and  was  at  play  with  our  young 
ones  on  the  morrow,  —  happy  and 
unconscious  of  the  fate  impending 
over  his  home. 

Yet  two  more  days  passed,  and  I 
had  to  take  two  advertisements  to 
The  Times  newspaper  on  the  part  of 
poor  Clive.  Among  the  announce- 
ment of  Births  was  printed,  "On  the 
28th,  in  Howland  Street,  Mrs.  Clive 
Newcome  of  a  son  still-bom."  And  a 
little  lower,  in  the  third  division  of 
the  same  column,  appeared  the  words, 


"On  the  29th,  in  Howland  Street, 
aged  26,  Rosalind,  wife  of  Clive  New- 
come,  Esq."  So,  one  day,  shall  the 
names  of  all  of  us  be  written  there ;  to 
be  deplored  by  how  many  ?  —  to  be 
remembered  how  long  ?  —  to  occasion 
what  tears,  praises,  sympathy,  cen- 
sure?— yet  for  a  day*  or  two,  while 
the  busy  world  has  time  to  recollect  us 
who  have  passed  beyond  it.  So  this 
poor  little  flower  had  bloomed  for  its 
little  day,  and  pined,  and  withered, 
and  perished.  There  was  only  one 
friend  by  Clive's  side  following  the  hum- 
ble procession  which  laid  poor  Rosey 
and  her  child  out  of  sight  of  a  world 
that  had  been  but  unkind  to  her.  Not 
many  tears  were  there  to  water  her 
lonely  little  grave.  A  grief  that  was 
akin  to  shame  and  remorse  humbled 
him  as  he  knelt  over  her.  Poor  little 
harmless  lady !  no  more  childish  tri- 
umphs and  vanities,  no  more  hidden 
griefs  are  you  to  enjoy  or  suffer ;  and 
earth  closes  over  your  simple  pleas- 
ures and  tears !  The  snow  was  fall- 
ing and  whitening  the  coffin  as  they 
lowered  it  into  the  ground.  It  was  at 
the  same  cemetery  in '  which  Lady 
Kew  was  buried.  I  dare-  say  "  the 
same  clergyman  read  the  same  service 
over  the  two  graves,  as  he  will  read  it 
for  jrou  or  any  of  us  to-morrow,  and 
until  his  own  turn  comes.  Come 
away  from  the  place,  poor  Clive ! 
Come  sit  with  your  orphan  little  boy, 
and  bear  him  on  your  knee,  and  hug 
him  to  your  heart.  He  seems  yours 
now,  and  all  a  father's  love  may  pour 
out  upon  him.  Until  this  hour,  Fate 
uncontrollable  and  home'iy  tyranny 
had  separated  him  from  you. 

It  was  touching  to  see  the  eagerness 
and  tenderness  with  which  the  great 
strong  man  now  assumed  the  guar- 
dianship of  the  child,  and  endowed 
him  with  his  entire  wealth  of  affec- 
tion. The  little  boy  now  ran  to  Clive 
whenever  he  came  in,'  and  sat  for 
hours  prattling  to  him.  He  would 
take  the  boy  out  to  walk,  and  fi'om 
our  windows  we  could  see  Clive's 
black  figure  striding  over  the  snow  in 
St.  James's  Park,  the  little  man  trot* 
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ting  beside  him,  or  perched  on  his  fa- 
ther's shoulder.  My  wife  and  I 
looked  at  them  one  morning  as  they 
wore  making  their  way  towards  the 
City.  "  He  has  inherited  that  loving 
heart  from  his  father/'  Laura  said ; 
"and  he  is  paying  over  the  whole 
property  to  his  son." 

Clive,  and  the  boy  sometimes  with 
him,  used  to  go  daily  to  Greyfriars, 
•\/here  the  Colonel  still  lay  ill.  After 
some  days  the  fever  which  had  attacked 
him  left  him  ;  but  left  him  so  weak  and 
enfeebled  that  he  could  only  go  ifrom 
his  bed  to  the:  chair  by  his  fireside. 
The-  season  was  exceedingl"  bitter, 
the  chamber  which  he  inhabited  was 
warm  and  spacious  ;  it  was  considered 
unadvisable  to  move  him  until  he  had 
attained  greater  strength,  and  till 
Warmer  weather.  The  medical  men 
of  the  House  hoped  he  might  rally  in 
spring.  My  friend.  Dr.  Goodenough, 
came  to  him ;  he  hoped  too ;  but  not 
with  a  hopeful  face.  A  chamber, 
luckily  vacant,  hard  by  the  Colonel's, 
was  assigned  to  his  friends,  where  we 
sat  when  we  were  too  many  for  him. 
Besides  his  customary  attendant,  he 
had  two  dear  and  v/atchful  nurses, 
who  were  almost  always  with  him,  — 
Etliel  and  Madame  de  Florae,  who 
had  passed  many  a  faithful  year  by 
an  old  man's  bedside ;  who  wottld 
have  come,  as  to  a  work  of  religion, 
to  any  sick  couch,  much  more  to  this 
one,  where  he  lay  for  whose  life  she 
would  once  gladly  have  given  her 
own. 

But  our  Colonel,  we  all  were 
obliged  to  acknowledge,  was  no  more 
our  friend  of  old  days.  He  knew  us 
again,  and  was  good  to  every  one 
round  him,  as  his  wont  was;  t?po- 
cially  when  Boy  came,  his  eyes  lighted 
up  with  simple  happiness,  and,  with 
eager  trembling  hands,  he  would 
seek  under  his  bed  -  clothes,  or  the 
pockets  of  his  dressing-gown,  for 
toys  or  cakes  which  he  had  caused 
to  be  purchased  for  his  grandson. 
There  was  a  little  laughing,  red- 
cheeked,  white-headed  gowa-lx)y    of 


the  school,  to  whom  the  old  man  had 
taken  a  great  fancy.  One  of  the 
symptoms  of  his  returning  conscious- 
ness and  recovery,  as  we  hoped,  was 
his  calling  for  this  child,  who  pleased 
our  friend  by  his  archness  and  merry 
ways;  and  who,  to  the  old  gentle- 
man's unfailing  delight,  used  to  call 
him,  "  Codd  Colonel."     "  Tell  littlo 

F ,  that  Codd  Colonel  wants  to 

see  him  "  ;  and  the  little  gown-boy 
was  brought  to  him ;  and  the  Colonel 
would  listen  to  him  for  hours ;  and 
hear  all  about   his  lessons  and   his 
play ;  and  prattle  almost  as  childishly, 
about   Doctor  Raine,  and  his   own 
early  school-days.     The  boys  of  the 
school,  it  must  be  said,  had  beard  the 
noble  old  gentleman's  touching  his- 
tory, and  had  all  got  to  know  and 
love  him.     They  came  every  day  to 
hear  news  of  him ;  sent  him  m  books 
and  papers  to  amuse  him ';  and  some 
benevolent  young  souls  —  God's  bles- 
sing on  all  honest    boys,  say  I  — 
painted    theatrical    characters,    and 
sent  them  in  to  Codd  Colonel's  grand- 
son.     The  little    fellow  was  made 
/ree  of  gown-boys,  and  once    came 
thence  to   his  grandfather  in  a  little 
gown,  which  delighted  the  old  man 
hugely.  Boy  said  he  would  like  to  be  a 
little  gown-boy ;  and  I  make  no  doubt, 
when  he  is  old  enough,  his  father  will 
get  him  that  post,  and  put  him  under 
the  tuition  of  my  friend  Dr.  Senior. 
So    weeks    passed    away,   during 
which  our  dear  old  friend  still  re- 
mained with  us.    His  mind  was  gone 
at  intervals,  but  would  rally  feebly  ; 
and  with  his  consciousness  returned 
his  love,  his  simplicity,  his  sweetness. 
He  would  talk  I^rench  with  Madame 
de  Florae,  at  which  time  his  memory 
appeared  to  awaken  with  surprising 
vividness,  his  cheek  flushed,  and  he 
was  a  youth  again,  —  a  youth  all 
love  and  hope,  —  a  stricken  old  man, 
with  a  beard  as  white  aa  snow  cover- 
ing the  noble    careworn    face.     At 
such  times  he  called  her  by  her  Chris- 
tian name  of  L^onore  ;  he  addressed 
courtly  old  words  of  regard  and  kind- 
ness to  the  aged  lady ;  anon  he  wan- 
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dered  in  his  talk,  and  spoke  to  her  as 
if  they  still  were  young.  Now,  as  in 
those  early  days,  his  heart  was  pure  ; 
no  auger  remained  in  it ;  no  guile 
tainted  it ;  only  peace  and  good-will 
dwelt  in  it. 

Eosey's  death  had  seemed  to  shock 
him  for  a  while  when  the  unconscious 
little  boy  spoke  of  it.  Before  that 
circumstance  Clive  had  even  forborne 
to  wear  mourning,  lest  the  news 
should  agitate  his  father.  The 
Colonel  remained  silent  and  was 
very  much  disturbed  all  that  day,  but 
he  never  appeared  to  comprehend  the 
fact  quite ;  and,  once  or  twice  after- 
wards, asked.  Why  she  did  not  come 
to  see  him  1  She  was  prevented,  he 
supposed,  —  she  was  prevented,  he 
said,  with  a  look  of  terror  ;  he  never 
once  otherwise  alluded  to  that  un- 
lucky tyrant  of  his  household,  who 
had  made  his  last  years  so  unhappy. 

The  circumstance  of  Clive's  legacy 
he  never  understood :  but  more  than 
once  spoke  of  Barnes  to  Ethel,  and 
sent  his  compliments  to  him,  and  said 
he  should  like  to  shake  him  by  the 
hand.  Barnes  Newcome  never  once 
offered  to  touch  that  honored  hand, 
though  his  sister  bore  her  uncle's 
message  to  him.  They  came  often 
from  Bryanstone  Square ;  Mrs.  Hob- 
son  even  offered  to  sit  with  the 
Colonel,  and  read  to  him,  and 
brought  him  books  for  his  improve- 
ment. But  her  presence  disturbed 
him  ;  he  cared  not  for  her  books ;  the 
two  nurses  whom  he  loved  faithfully 
watched  him ;  and  my  wife  and  I  were 
admitted  to  him  sometimes,  both  of 
whom  he  honored  with  regard  and 
recognition.  As  for  F.  B.,  in  order 
to  be  near  his  Colonel,  did  not  that 
good  fellow  take  up  his  lodging  in 
Cistercian  Lane,  at  the  "  Red  Cow  1  " 
He  is  one  whose  errors,  let  us  hope, 
shall  be  pardoned,  quia  multum  amavit. 
I  am  sure  he  felt  ten  times  more  joy 
at  hearing  of  Clive's  legaey  than  if 
thousands  had  been  bequeathed  to 
himself.  May  good  health  and  good 
fortune  speed  him ! 

The  days  went  on,  and  our  hopes, 


raised  sometimes,  began  to  flicker 
and  fail.  One  evening  the  Colonel 
left  his  chair  for  his  bed  in  pretty 
good  spirits,  but  passed  a  'tiisturbed 
night,  and  the  next  morning  was  too 
weak  to  rise.  Then  he  remained  in 
his  bed,  and  his  friends  visited  him 
there.  One  afternoon  he  asked  for 
his  little  gown- boy,  and  the  child 
was  brought  to  him,  and  sat  by  the 
bed  with  a  very  awe-stricken  face; 
and  then  gathered  courage,  and  tried 
to  amuse  him  by  telling  him  how  it 
was  a  half-holiday,  and  they  were 
having  a  cricket  match  with  the  St. 
Peter's  boys  in  the  green,  and  Grey- 
friars  was  in  and  winning.  The 
Colonel  quite  understood  about  it ; 
ho  would  like  to  see  the  game ;  he  had 
played  many  a  game  on  that  green 
when  he  was  a  boy.  He  grew  ex- 
cited ;  Clive  dismissed  his  father's 
little  friend,  and  put  a  sovereign  into 
his  hand  ;  and  away  he  ran  to  say 
that  Codd  Colonel  had  come  into  a 
fortune,  and  to  buy  tarts,  and  to  see 
the  match  out  /,  curre,  little  white- 
haired  gown  -  boy !  Heaven  speed 
you,  little  friend. 

After  the  child  had  gone,  Thomas 
Newcome  began  to  wander  more  and 
more.  He  talked  louder;  he  gave 
the  word  of  command,  spoke  Hin- 
dustanee  as  if  to  his  men.  Then  he 
spoke  words  in  French  rapidly,  seiz- 
ing a  hand  that  was  near  him,  and 
crying,  "  Toujours,  toujours  ! "  But 
it  was  Ethel's  hand  which  he  took. 
Ethel  and  Clive  and  the  nurse  were 
in  the  room  with  him ;  the  nurse 
came  to  us,  who  were  sitting  in  the 
adjoining  apartment ;  Madame  de 
Florae  was  there,  with  my  wife  and 
Bayham. 

At  the  look  in  the  woman's  coun- 
tenance Madame  de  Florae  started 
up.  "  He  is  very  bad,  he  wanders  a 
great  deal,"  the  nurse  whispered. 
The  French  lady  fell  instantly  on  her 
knees,  and  remained  rigid  in  prayer. 

Some  time  afterwards  Ethel  came 
in  with  a  scared  face  to  our  pale 
group.  "  He  is  calling  for  you  again, 
aear  lady,"  she  said,  going  up  to 
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Madame  do  Florae,  who  was  still 
kneeling;  "  and  just  now  he  said  he 
wanted  Pendennis  to  take  care  of  his 
boy.  He  will  not  know  you."  She 
hid  her  tears  as  she  spoke. 

She  went  into  the  room  where 
Clive  was  at  the  bed's  foot ;  the  old 
man  within  it  talked  on  rapidly  for  a 
while  :  then  again  he  would  sigh  and 
be  still :  once  more  I  heard  him  say 
hurriedly,  "  Take  care  of  him  when 
I  'm  in  India " ;  and  then  with  a 
heart-rending'  voice  he  called  out, 
"  L^onore,  L^onore  ! "  She  was 
kneeling  by  his  side  now.  The 
patient's  voice  sank  into  faint  mur- 
murs ;  only  a  moan  now  and  then 
announced  that  he  was  not  asleep. 

At  the  usual  evening  hour  the 
chapel  bell  began  to  toll,  and  Thom- 
as Newcomers  hands  outside  the  bed 
feebly  beat  a  time.  And  just  as  the 
last  bell  struck,  a  peculiar  sweet  smile 
shone  over  his  face,  and  he  lifted  np 
his  head  a  little,  and  quickly  said, 
"  Adsum  ! "  and  fell  back.  It  was 
the  word  we  used  at  school,  when 
names  were  called ;  and  lo,  he,  whose 
heart  was  as  that  of  a  little  child, 
had  answered  to  his  name,  and  stood 
in  the  presence  of  The  Master. 


Two  years  ago,  walking  with  my 
children  in  some  pleasan;  fields,  near 
to  Berne,  in  Switzerland,  I  strayed 
from  them  into  a  little  wood;  and, 
coming  out  of  it  presently,  told  them 
how  the  story  had  been  revealed  to 
me  somehow,  which  for  three-and- 
twenty  months  the  reader  has  been 
pleased  to  follow.  As  I  write  the 
last  line  with  a  rather  sad  heart,  Pen- 
dennis and  Laura,  and  Ethel  and 
Clive,  fade  away  into  Fable-land.  I 
hardly  know  whether  they  are  not 
true; 'whether  they  do  not  live  near 
us  somewhere.  They  were  alive,  and 
I  heard  their  voices ;  but  five  minutes 
since  was  touched  by  their  grief.  And 
have  we  parted  with  them  here  on  a 
sudden  and  without  so  much  as  a 
shake  of  the  hand?  Is  yonder  line 
( )  which  I  drew  with  my  own 


pen,  a  barrier  between  me  and  Hades 
as  it  were,  across  which  I  can  see 
those  figures  retreating  and  only 
dimly  glimmering?  Before  taking 
leave  of  Mr.  Arthur  Pendennis,  might 
he  not  have  told  us  whether  Miss 
Ethel  married  anybody  finally?  It 
was  provoking  that  he  should  retire 
to  the  shades  without  answering  that 
sentimental  question. 

But  though  he  has  disappeared  as 
irrevocably  as  Eurydice,  these  minor 
questions  may  settle  the  major  ono 
above  mentioned.  How  could  Pen- 
dennis have  got  all  that  information 
about  Ethel's  going  on  at  Baden,  and 
with  Lord  Kew,  unless  she  had  told 
somebody,  —  her  husband,  for  in- 
stance, who,  having  made  Pendennis 
an  early  confidant  in  his  amour, 
gave  him  the  whole  story  ?  "  Clive,*' 
Pendennis  writes  expressly,  "  is  trav- 
elling abroad  with  his  wife."  Who 
is  that  wife  ?  By  a  most  monstrous 
blunder,  Mr.  Pendennis  killed  Lord 
Farintosh's  mother  at  one  page  and 
brought  her  to  life  again  at  another ; 
but  Rosey,  who  is  so  lately  consigned 
to  Kensal  Green,  it  is  not  surely  with 
her  that  Clive  is  travelhng,  for  then 
Mrs.  Mackenzie  would  probably  b6 
with  them  to  a  live  certainty,  and  the 
tour  would  be  by  no  means  pleasant. 
How  could  Pendennis  have  got  all 
those  private  letters,  &c.,  but  that  the 
Colonel  kept  them  in  a  teak  box, 
which  Clive  inherited  and  made  over 
to  his  friend?  My  belief  then  is, 
that  in  Fable-land  somewhere  Ethel 
and  Clive  are  living  most  comfortably 
together :  that  she  is  immensely  foi|a 
of  his  little  boy,  and  a  great  deu 
happier  now  than  they  would  have 
been  had  they  married  at  first,  when 
they  took  a  liking  to  each  other  as 
young  people.  That  picture  of  J.  J.'s 
of  Mrs.  Clive  Newcome  (in  the  Crys- 
tal Palace  Exhibition  in  Fable-land) 
is  certainly  not  in  the  least  like  Rosey, 
who  we  fead  was  fair ;  but  it  repre- 
sents a  tall,  handsome,  dark  lady,  who 
must  be  Mrs.  Ethel. 

Again,  why  did  Pendennis  intro- 
duce J.  J.  with  such  a  flourish,  giving 
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us,  as  it  were  an  overture,  and  no 
piece  to  follow  it  ?  J.  J's  history,  let 
nie  confidentially  state,  has  been  re- 
vealed to  me  too,  and  may  be  told 
some  of  these  fine  summer  months,  or 
Christmas  evenings,  when  the  kind 
reader  has  leisure  to  hear. 

What  about  Sir  Barnes  Newcome 
ultimately?  My  impression  is  that 
he  is  married  again,  and  it  is  my  fer- 
vent hope  that  his  present  wife  bullies 
him.  Mrs.  Mackenzie  cannot  -have 
the  face  to  keep  that  monev  which 
Clive  paid  over  to  her  beyond  her  life- 
time ;  and  will  certainly  leave  it  and 
her  savings  to  little  Tommy.  I  should 
not  be  surprised  if  Madame  de  Mont- 
contoar  left  a  smart  legacy  to  the 
Pendennis  children;  and  Lord  Kew 
stood  godfather  in  case  —  in  case  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Clive  wanted  such  an  arti- 
cle. But  have  they  any  children  ?  I, 
for  my  part,  shoula  like  her  best  with- 
out, and  entirely  devoted  to  little 
Tommy.  But  for  you,  dear  friend,  it 
is  as  yon  like.  You  may  settle  your 
Fable-land  in  your  own  fashion.  Any- 
thing you  like  happens  in  Fable-land. 
Wicked  folks  die  apropos  (for  instance 
that  death  of  Lady  Kew  was  most 


artfiil,  for  if  she  had  not  died  don't 
you  see  that  Ethel  would  have  mar- 
laed  Lord  Farintosh  the  next  week*?) 

—  annoying  folks  arc  got  out  of  the 
way ;  tlje  poor  are  rewarded,  —  the 
upstarts  are  set  down  in  Fable-land, 

—  the  frog  bursts  with  wicked  rage, 
the  fox  is  caught  in  his  trap,  the  lamb 
is  rescued  from  the  wolf,  and  so  forth, 
just  in  the  nick  of  time.  And  the  pr  * 
et  of  Fable-land  rewards  and  panishes 
absolutely.  He  splendidly  deals  out 
bags  of  sovereigns,  which  won't  buy 
anything;  belabors  wicked  hacks 
with  awful  blows,  which  do  not  hurt ; 
endows  heroines  with  preternatural 
beauty,  and  creates  heroes,  who,  if  ug- 
ly sometimes,  yet  possess  a  thousand 
good  qualities,  ana  usually  end  by  be- 
ing immensely  rich ;  makes  the  hero 
and  heroine  happy  at  last,  and  happy 
ever  after.  Ah,  happy,  harmless 
Fable-land,  where  these  things  are ! 
Friendly  reader !  may  you  and  the 
author  meet  there  on  some  future 
day !  He  hopeaso ;  as  he  yet  keeps  a 
lingering  hold  df  your  hand,  and  bids 
you  farewell  witn  a  kind  heart. 

Puis,  28  Jane,  1866. 


THE  END. 
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